





































































OLD (CASPAR ” | {Vide Poem, “ The Battle of the Budget,") 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




THE SOCIETY CRUSH AT HYDE PARK CORNER. 

ConMahle {in fonground, regulating Carriages and Pedestrians going North and IVest, to comrade ditto going East and South). u ’Ol. 
ON T1IAT LOT O* YOT'KN, ]W)R, WHILE 1 WITH Eli) O* THIN STUFF ! ” 

[liulieates with, his left thumb the crush of Loungers who ore patiently waiting kit leave and help to (pi across U. 44 The. Ladies' Mile. 


THE BATTLE OF •THE BUDGET. 

{Soow Wtty a/tor Stmthroi* “ li.tUh oj 

J:h.-.h\n." i 

"OhlKmpar” . . Sir W. V. H-nr-ni. 
I. 

It wa* a tnmmer evening, 

Old KAsrAR's work wa* done; 

And lie before his cottage door 
Wo. resting in (he aim. 

And by him snorted on the frreen 
Bcvo's little daughter, Wm.Eai.vis. 


•She raw |Jru,'« youngest, .Ionvsv£iv, 

Hull eomething large and round 
he beoiiie the rillaae pimp 
wx#|diying there had found ; 
nKKwHliaidt what he had found 
That waa «o large, and rnnooth, and round. 

ui. 

Old Kasoir took it from the tioy, 

And winked a wary eve; 

And then the old men .hook hie head. 

And with a natural *jgh, 

“Thia i« wane landlord', rkull." raid he, 

" Who fell in oar Great Victory! 

IT. 

“ This jug of ale. my WiTi.rjtnta, 

Seem* rather thin and flat! 

Eh! ‘ Budget-Beer.' of the new tap ? 

Watered, and weak at that! 

Hnmjfh ! With it, then, 1 mnatn't quarrel. 
It ia that uxpenoe on the barrel! 


■. “There ie Home oomfort in thi» skull. 

Hope there 'll he more about I 
Heath ha* it* Dutiee, may bare more, 

A* rioh folk will And out; 

; For many wealthy mrn,’’ mid he, 
i •' Were ‘hit,’ in our Great Victory!" 

Tt. 

“ Now tell t»* wbat. 'twaa all about,” 
Young doiissTkta he eric*; 

And little Witi.erive look* up 
With wonder-waiting eye*; 

“ Now tell u» of th*t. Budget war. 

And what they whopped each other for.” 


“ It wa* the Had*/' old Kawar oried, 

" That put the Nob* to rout. 

But what we whopped eaoh other for 
Home people can't make nut. 

But 'twaa a long, hard fight,'' quoth he, 

“ And we’d a wtiil-earnid Victory I 

tin. • 

“ Ka'on Hall, Chataworth, Blenheim, then 
Haired quite u Bitter Cry ; 

' Duke* mid their dwelling* they'd *hut up, 
i (Though that wa* all ray eye!) 

, They'd he hard put to it (they raid) 

To keep a roof above their head. 


| " With protest* loud five country round 
! Waa ringing far and wide; 

| Out * Predatory Policy ’ 

! (Aa until) wa* decriad. 


But *noh thing* will attend," mid he, 
“ A Democratic Victory! 


“ They *aid it w»* a »hocking »ight 
! After the fight wu« won 
; To nee rich landlord* quake with fear— 
j And to their lawyer* run ! 

But thing* like that, you know, mutt he 
After a Liberal Victory. 

vr. 

" Great terror nei/ed on Brother Birvo ; 
i The brewera all turned grnen." 
i " That wa* a very cruel thing!" 

Said little Wm.mttvB. 

"Nay, nay, you naughty girl! ” quoth he; 

“ It wa* a- People'* Victory I 

XII. 

“And everybody praiaed tho Knight 
J Who *uen a fight did win!" 
j “ But what good come* of it.—to ml”' 

I Quoth little Ioiikrtsi*. 

! “ Ah! 1 /you tin, you'll t.arn raid he; 

! “ But 'twa* a Gloriiro* Victory ! 

I XIII. 

, “ 1 don't quite like fhi* Budget-Beer, 

It aavour* of the pump. 

; But-there’* a meaning in that *huU 
i Will make the Jxmdumt* Jump,— 

Both Peer* and Bung*: and (hat,” quoth he, 
“ Hake* it a fruitful Victory!" 

A naisAT many young ladle* her* a literary 
ta*te just now, and during thi*warm weather 
are rmhiug info print. 


thi*warm weather 
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. tun I iwct ! Or Xup, Don’t Me what any fellow wants with an alias. What is 

Line AND LANV/CT* jhit«al namef 

(A Story in Scew.) Ijady Cult. Well, I know it wm mmethtng ending in “ ell,” but 

part 1.—SHADOWS cast before. 1 W* I**?- b 8UU, ClawokBluauBi* turn* he write. 

_ t n _, os j » nr rr _ _ vs tinder ; he'* a poet, Kctpkst, tad quite celebrated, ao I m told. 

«<*»* I -Hi« R(TI!* T CnWi Study at Wyr tmCo uri. It sir ' RuJ> (wl ^ y) , a. poet! Wbeton earth poeeecsed yon to aek 
i* « rainy Saturday morning in February. Sir Rupekt u at An; L literary fellow down hart f Poetry isn’t much in Our wti; nnA . 
wrUutg-tahle. at IMy CnrKun mtsrs wUh a dtpreetUory air. p)et ^ oonfoundedly! * ’ 

lady Culr erttt. Ha hart you ere, Rrrur! Bat i try ban, ere' Lady Culr. 1 roelly ooaldn’t help it, Rdpeki. Robesm insisted 
you t I won’t keep yon e moment. {Ska goat to a window.) Buoh e on mjr having him to meet her. She likes meeting clever and in- 
nuiaanoe it ’■ turning imt ao wet with all these people in the honae, terra ting people. And thin Mr. Blub, it enema, has juet written a 
ian’t it ? volume of vereee which are finer than anything that ’f been done 

Sir Rupert. Well, 1 waa thinking that, aa there ’» nothing doing ainoe—well, for agtt ! 
ont id tloora, 1 might get a chance to knook nil aome of thcae eon- Sir Hup. What aort of verses f 

founded account*, but— \rttigntdly )—if you think I ought to go end Lady Oak. Well, they’re charmingly bound. I’ve got tho book 
look after—— in the house, somewhere. EonaHii told me to aeud for it; but I 

IMu Culr. No, no, the men an playing bUlinrda, and the women, haven't had time to reed it yet. 
an in the Morning Room-Meg ’r* all right. I only wanted to ask Sir Hup. Shouldn't be surprised if Bourn* hadn’t, either, 

you about to-night. You know the LtLMiroTOirs and the dear Lady CVfc. At all eventa, ahe ’a heard it talked about. The young 

Bishop and Mrs. Rodxkt, and .- - - - man’a veraea have made quit* a 

“■ — ‘— -’ — 1 neaaation; they’re ao dreadfully 

clever, and revolutionary, and 


an in the Morning Room —ihty ’n ell right. I only wanted to aak 
you about to-night. You know tho LfLUKOTon# end the dear 
niahop and Mra. Rodxkt, and . 

one or two ether pwple, aw 1 

coming to dinner 1 Well, who 
ought to take in Kouiau r 


Sir Hup. (in dismay). Ro¬ 
man I No idea die we* Homing 
down thia week 1 

Jjadu Culr. Ye*, by the 4.4A, 
With dear Huai*. Surely you 
knew that V 

Sir Jtup. In a eort of way; 
didn’t reiliac it wn* ao near, 
that ’a all. 

Lady Culr. It’a aome time 
since we had her hut. And ahe 
wanted to name, I didn’t think 
you would like me to write end 
put her off. 

Sir Hap. Put her off! 1 Of 
amine I shouldn’t, Ai.hixu. 
If my unly iieter ian’t weleome 
at Wyvora at any time—1 sny, 
at any time-where the dcuoe 
u ahe weleome ? 

Lady Cult. I don’t know, 
dear Uci-kiii. But—but alwut 
the table ? 

Sir Hup. 8o long aa you don’t 
put her near me— that ’» nil l 
ear* about. 

Lady ( We. I mean—ought 1 
to eend her in with lord Ltri- 
Uirormi, or the llishop ? 

Sir Hup. Why not let ’em 
toae up! lour gets her, ef 
courae. 

Lady Culr. Rvpumt ! Aa if 
I could suggest auoh a thing to 
the Bialiop; 1 suppose alie’d 
better go in with laird Li'l- 
unuiov—he'* lord Lieutenant 

and then it won’t metter if 
•he dots advocate Disestablish- 
ment. Oh, but I forgot; ahe 


" Wl “' * « rth >»** «• ■*»“•-*» ,n “sares r&z bv™, 

thinks the House of laird* ought to be abolished tooaren’t you juet a little bit narrow t You forget that nowadaya the 
_ Sir Hup. Whoever takes Roanu in i* likely to have a time of it. very beet houeee are proud to entertain Genius—no matter what their 
Talked poor CatiTtgr into hie tomb a good ten year* before he waa opinions and appearance may be. And beeidee, we don’t know what 
due therw. Always lecturing, and domineering, nod laving down change* may be naming. Surely it ia wiee and prudent to oonailiata 
the lew, aa long a* / can remember her, Can’t stand Ruonu— the clever young men who aught inflame the mes s es against us. 
never could 1 Roanu thinka so; she cays it may be our only ehenoe cf stemming 

Lady (Stir. I den t think you ought to my an, really. Reran, the tiring tide of Revolution, Reran! 

Ana 1 m euiw / get on v«y well with her—generally. Sir Hup. Oh, if Bonaau thinka a revolution can be stemmed by 

.', /’• •hieauae yon knock under to her. caking a few poets down from Saturday to Monday, she might do 

lady Culr. I m sure 1 dim’t, Rrran—at least, no mere than hrr share of the stemming »t all event*, 

everybody elae. Dear Ronmta ia ao strong-minded and advanoed and j lastly Culr. But you will be nice to him, Rrran, won’t you B 
all that, me tekos auoh an intareat in au the new movemento and Sir Hup. 1 don’t know that 1 ’m in the habit of being uncivil to 
thing*, that ahe can’t understand contradiction; «he is so democratic any gumt of yonra in thia honae, my dear, hot I ’ll be hanged if I 
in her ideas, don t you know. grorrl to him. you know; the tide ain’t aa high aa all that. But it’a 

•w Rup. Didn’t prevent her marrying Caxriai, Ami a demo- an infernal naiaanoe, ’pan my word it ie ; you must look after him 
cratir fimnteaa—it . doamright unnaturai! yourself, / can’t. I don’t know what to talk to geniuses about; I've 

Lady jVh-. She believe* it ’$ bar duty to eel an eiainjile and meet! forgotten all the poetry I ever learnt. And if he comes ont with any 

the i eoplc half way. That reminds me—did I tali you Mr. (’union j of hi* Red Kepubtiean theories in my hearing, why- 

Bum i« aiming down this evening, too*—only till Monday, Lady Cuk. Oh, but be aron’t, dear. I’m certain he’ll be quit* 
^ „ mild and iaofhmeive. Look at SooxeriAn—the hurt, I mean—and 

tt-SsrHup. Cuniow Bun! never heard of him. hr began as a poacher! 

Ijsdu (hdr. I anpnom I (ergot. Cunruir Bum isn’t hie row! Sir Sup, Ah, and thia ohap arould put down the Oame Laws if he 
namebliough. it a only n-nn afiw. i could, l&my; do awey with everything Oat makes the t eu n te y 


slever, end revolutionary, and 
morbid and peeeimutio, and all 
that, ao she made me promise to 
ask him down here to meet her! 

Sir Hup, Devilish thoughtful 
of her. 

Lady Culr, Wasn’t it f She 
thought it might be a valuables 
experience for him; he’s sprang, 

I believe, from juste the middle 
dans. 

Sir Hup. Don’t see myself 
why should he he sprung on u>. 
Why can’t Uonxsu oik him to 
her own place B 

Lady Culr. I dareeay she 
will, if he turns ont to be quite 
presentable. And, of oourae, he 
may, Rocket, for anything we 
can tell. 

Sir Hup. Then you’ve hever 
seen him youreelf! How did 
you manage to ask him here, 
theoP 

Lady Culr. Oh, I wrote to 
him through his publishers. 
Roams says that ’a the usual 
way with literary persons one 
doesn’t, happen to have met. 
And he wrote to say he would 
come, a 

Sir Iftp. 8o we’re to have a 
morbid revolutionary poet stay¬ 
ing in the honae, ore we f 
He ’ll ooms down to dinner in a 
flannel shirt and no tie—or dee 
a red one—if he don’t bring 
down a beastly bomb and try 
to blowutaU up! You’ll find 
you’ve made a mistake, Al- 
hvu, depend upon it. 
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worth living in. Why, if hi- had bin way, I 
Ai.nmu, there wouldn't be- 

Lady Cuir. 1 knew, dear, 1 know. And! 
you must make him tee all that from year 
point, look, the weather really net-rut to be! 
clearing a little. We might all' of ns pet out j 
for a drive or something after lunch. I i 
would ride, if Itmrfoat '« all right again;, 
he'a the only hone 1 ever feel t rally safe! 
upon, now. 

Sir /fup.aSorry, my dear, but you 'll have 
to drive then. Alum tell* me the horao i« \ 
as lame aa ever this morning, and he don't j 
know what to make of it. He suggested 
having Hohsfall over, hut I’ve no faith in 
the local veta myself, ao 1 wind to town for 
old Spavin. He ’« seen Oeorfuot before, and 
we could put him up for a night or two. (To 
TiuniffTtLL, vAs forties, trhn enter* vilk a 
telogram.) Eh, for me ? just wait, will yon. 
In case there's an answer. (Ao ho opem if.) 
Ah, thia it from Bravnr—h'm, nuisance! 

“ Regret udahle to leave at present, bron¬ 
chitis, junior partner oould attend immedi¬ 
ately if required.—Spin*,” Never knew 
he had a partner. 

Trerfir. I did hear, Sir RrrtBT, as Mr. 
Sr*via waa looking out for one quite rooent, 
being haathmatioal, m’lady, and ao I suppose 
this i* him at the telegram allude* to, 

Sir Rup. Very likely. Wall, he’* saaw to 
be a competent man. We'd better hare him, 
eh, Ai.mkia 1 

Lady Culr. Oh, yes. and he must stay till 
Drrrfaot’o bettor. I’ll speak to Foarnrr 
about baring a room ready in the East 
Wing for him. Toll him to onme by the 
4.45, Hti-FBT, We shall he sending the 
omnibus in to moot that. 

Sir Hup. All right, I've told him. ((tiring 
the firm to Tnanncix.) Bee that that’* 
sent off at once, please. (After Thktjwku, 
hat left.) By the way, A tarsi*, Kohbiia 
may kiek up a row if she haa to come up in 
the omnibus with a vet, eh ? 

Lady Culr. Ooodnoss, so she might! but 
lie needn't go intide. Still, if it goes on 
raining-I’ll tell Thomas to order a fly for 
him at the station, and then there can't he 
any bother about it. * 

SONUS OF Tire STREETS. 

No. I.-Burqmcr n* Babvlok; <i«, Tn 
CiTir.«i'» Evksiku Walk, 

Vuti-au! Doctor* may talk,but—I’ve fow» 
far a truth, which they swear will heap 
down adiposity. 

And preserve your iivor from shill and driver, 
or growing a shrivelled callosity. 

So 1 put on my hat—for I am getting fet 1— 
and 1 ’ve been for a walk—in the City. 

The result of that walk f Wail my month is 
like ohalk and my eye* fad ill amarting 
. and gritty; 

• ve got a sure throat from the matter afloat 
in the air. It may aonnd like a fable. 

But I’m game for netting that London is 
getting one large and malodorous stoWc ’.' 

fhar days of McAsas! If only we had ’em, 
with all disadvantages, heck egain ! 

Oh! to hear the rattle of well-shod settle 
upon the old granite-laid track again. 

But this wooden pavement, e'en after lave¬ 
ment is simple enslavement to nastiness, 
For when it is dry ’tia foal dust in your eye, 
and when moist mere malodorous posti- 
nm, 

Oh, slip-sloppy Cabby, this Banquet do lioby- 
ton string of ammonia horridly. 

And stable-dust flying 1* tettikly trying when 
Fbortmt is pouring down tonally ! 

My palate quite hot is, my larynx and glottis, 
feel like an Aegean Sahara, I 


// 

Tt ' 


V/ '&• 




(^7 


* 


W0'" 


**</ Oh'S, 


V/S? M‘ L 


> ! ^ i r 

BLASE. 

KUty (roading a /airy tale). " ‘ One* rroM a time thkbe was a Kudu— 
Mahol (inlompting). “I BIT rr’« A I’binckhm 1 <So osl" 


[ *m frantio with drouth, and the taste in my : 
mouth is a mixed Malebolge and Marah. 

The water-carte oome; but they're only a I 
ham, for the sun and the wind dry it up 
again. 

And then on manure in a powder impure the 
pedestrian's fated to sup again. 

it's worse than a circus. If men from the 
“ Vorkua” were turned on to kccjlit well 

swept up, 

Than might be Improvement. Bat there’s 
no such movement; the dire thorax- 
tortnie is kept up. 

Manure-desiccation sets,up irritation and 
then inflammation will follow, 

Your tonriU get red, you’ve a paiu in vour 
haad, and you find it a labour to swallow. 

And as to your note!—well, Ido not suppose 
for that mean reformer* feel pity, 

Or 1 realty ou t think every apedea of atink 
would And auoh ready home in the City. 

There ’a nothing mom foul than your gnm 
Asphalte-ehoul,—save that dread Tephet 
Valley of Bourse's t— 

And then manhole whifla 1 Or note-torturing 
sniff* from the shops that sell “ Hausage- 
and-oniona ”!! • 

What everyone knows is the human proboacis 
this Jtoteguel dr Rahylan bothers. 

Surely pavement* of wots! eami-t bo very 
good when they lead to such stenches 
and smothers. 

Ah, Sir, and dear Madam, I 'm sure old 
McAbau— though scientist prigs may 

IWTC ^OCptlC— 

Would be wdmiBal. \mk by <he mire- 
ibraated pack. Mother Barth is the true 
AnUflppUo 1! 

And ao ends my talk on* late evening walk. aud 
the WON of tu* dashed wooden pnvement, 


Which worries my nose, sets mv thorax in 
throes, my nostrils st uffs up, till I'm like 
a pug pup, all snorts, sniffs, and snuffle*; 
my temper it rutiles; gives me a choked 
lung, and awpiwry tongue, a stomach at 
war, and a uasul catarrh; a cough and a 
snce&e, and a gurgle and wlieere; a thirst 
quite immense, and a general sense that 
the bore Is intense; and a perfect con¬ 
viction, beyond oontradietjon, that till 
the new brood paved our city Kith wood, 
and its air made impure with dust-pow¬ 
dered manure, 1 never was sure that at 
last I had hit on one poor true-lorn Britov 
who wai for a acre-throated slave meant' , 

CABBY’S ANSWERS. 

( 7 V> Mr. damn Mayn’t Conundrum.) 

1“ Wliy does a islimsn slwsys indignantly re¬ 
fuse his proper fare t "—James Pavm.J 
Oh well, been# fare ia not fair 1 
Beoos sech lota o' fares ia shabby 1 
Beoot yer Briton is a beer. 

Or else a blessid ignerent habby! 

Boooa bare fare cornea bloomin' 'ard, 

And wot. is W cannot be “ pro|*r " 1 
ltcoos we’re worrited by the “ Yurd," 

The British Female and the “ Copper ” 1 
lleoos if yev takes wot Is guv, 

Yer fare thinks 'o'* ton frwdv " iwrtoil’'! 
The more yon shows yer “ brotherly love” 
The more the fare gets 'ardor 'carted. 

Boeoa if one bob for two mile 
You takes, wtvpui a botheration, 

Faro stuffs a diddle in yer smile; 

(That '* wy wo jmta on hindignaltoii!) 
Boooa " strika-measure" do rod pay, , 

In sulruhs long, with far* 'swot's shabby. 
Berea-- well fln'lly. I abonld say, • 

Berea Fare ’* Fare, and Cabby’s Coldiy! 
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OUR DECADENTS. 


Flip/ntM :Ouftvmmu ytuug AH Critic ). “ II 1.1X11 Wut '■ this 1’ElAcil. Sketch I ’v* jtbt ropxn ON this Easel t ” 

Our Artut , " Ou, it - * kt FumrKm —the liirauMiaxurr Fellow lit top Yolno Chats am so enthusiastic akict, you 
know, Clkvnb, ain't irl" 

Mptmtt . " Outrun ' Why. it' a mvikk! Spob raaraKiaa, bitch HAlvrrf.! Site a splendid wo at or am conventional 
TECHNIQUE' HpcH A-" 

Our ArtiM. " Ci.ui, Oi.n 11a* ! A THOraANi* taedon*! That '• the whovo thino you 'v* oor hold or 1 That '» -nm a 
N iwnnt.K *y this litti.k th-AMr or a (ItiASDao* or nine. Him hunt attentt! Not v**t raomsivu, 1 keah ; hot h*'» only 

t iiv k ; '• 


“VIVE LA RftPUBLIQUK I " 

EN'Sl.ANll TO FRANCE.-Jena, IBM, 

Avr! Inn* lira the Republic! ’Tit the cry 
Wrung from ua even while the shadow of death 
Hodden projected, make, ua oateh our breath 
In a aharp agony of sympathr. 

}lar servants fall, but shc—ano doth not die; 

Nhe atrideth forward, firm of foot at Fate, 

In ealm invincibility elate; 

The tear that brimmeth, htindeth not her eye. 

No hard aloft it lowereth not to greet 

The writhing reptile bruiaod hr her unfaltering feet! 

IVre hi / How iian We who love 

Katr France's charm, and sorrow at her sorrow. 
Hotter liear witneaa, on the hitler morrow 
Of her blank grief, than lifting high above 
firm the mourning that all heart, must move. 


I Vi r la RJfnikhgar ' In the whole atrloken netioo 
IMh not the dumbneae of I’retendora prove • 

The laad'e poaeeealon hy that elcannn* fire. 

Which purge* patriot lore from every low drain- P 

Rider in eortow now. a, onee in nr»». 

Of old •' fair enemy " ;m many a held. 

In valiant daya hut blind, we will not yield 
To any itt that aympathr whieh warns 
All generoua heart,, or Rive of thnee gay oharm* 

Nature and Genius gave you aa your own 
To wear, inimitable and alone; 

Ami now the e»p-heart«l Anareh'e mad alarm* 

Make monstrous tumult in the mid.l uf peace 
» W e ery “ let brother* baud till Cam-like alayen emu 


The alaughtend eon you hear from forth the fray,— 

Like eome winged Victory, or a Ooddeiu high. 

With etepa unshaken, glanoe that lleka the sky, 

Suoh ae your glorious sculptors shape from day,— 

Was noble, brave, and blameless; him to slay 
Wee the blood-blinded phrenry of blaek hete. 

Through him the Anaroh struck at your high state, 

Fair choice of Fran or, but haflled crawls array. 

Prone at your feet your faithful servant fell, 

But you ttride calmly on, unscathed, invulnerable. 

So may it be till Anarohy's stealthy blade 
Falls pointless, shattered, from its palsied grasp. 

And helpleas, harmless at a fangless asp 
H (links from freedom's pathway, foiled, afraid. 

Whilst the Republic, strong and undismayed. 

With robe uuamirahed, it» hem mi longer gory, 

Strides proudly on the true high path of glory. 

Take, Franco, a sister's wreath, before you laid. 

In honour of you, and of vour hero brave. 

Loro's garland shall mil fade on gallant Cain ot*s grave! 


A PUZZLER. 

Sis, - I enclose a cutting from the Maurkcsltr OuttrAian, June S3. 
“ Tr.torsi si tkc Darwcn police arrested Thou I- llrcasTt, a weaver. 
Llurine a disturbance ia a local public-bourn on Saturday night HrcsKTT 
was kicked under the chin, and died immedistrly." 

Query when ms Twohaa BtCEErr arretted ‘ What became of the 
mu who, in the “ disturbance,” kicked Beckett under the chin? 

_Youra, H.virrQL 


“The New Bov.”—Doing wonderfully well. 
M'Aris Lnift, KiekmanA. 


* Going strung.' 
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THR TKAU THAT BIUMMKTH, BLINDKTH NOT HER KYK, 

80 FIXED ALOFT IT LOWKRETH NOT TO GREET 

TfiE WRITHING REPTILE BRUISED BT HER UNFALTERING FEET! 
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GAIETY “ SANS-GENE." 

Madame Sam- QAu, represented bv Madame Siim, at the 
Gaiety Theatre, ha* made a derided hit. The plot of the pieee by 
Messieurs Bardot and MoRr.it- i« poor, but it shows what an ex- 
penenoed dramatiat on do with meagre materials and one strikingly 
(nod notion. It seems aa if the plan of the play was started from the 
idea of aa interview between the groat Niroi.ron, when Emperor, 
with a washerwoman whose bill for washing and mending he, when 
only a poor lieutenant, had been unable to discharge. This aoene ia 
the scene pat^rsccllenn of the pieoe. It ia here that both Madame 
Rf-u»'r. and M. Dcouasxg are at their very both Besides this, 
and the seme between Xapolton, La Heine taraline, and Madame 
de hulmr, when there is a regular family now admirably acted by 

M. Dt ar-asKK, with the 
tonga, and Miles. Vxkxkv ii, 
and 8t-oKa with their glib 

® tongues, there ia very little 

m the piece. 

M. CiJtnfc, is the ser¬ 
geant who rises to Mari- 
chal, is very good, as is 
also M. Litas XD, as t'onchf. 
Madame RLjxxa ia a 
thorough comedienne, but 
itia moat unlikely (good as 
am historically the stories 
told about this same waaher- 
womanelevatod to^therank 

intervaLof nineteen yearn 

| able to wear her costume 

IHkhl grace and dignity, and it 

9BSs 1 X i« most improbable that 

ijQNR£jk ,»! the clever bianrkiteeute of 

jllv l'M^should, iaUlglj, have 

managing her Court oos- 
tume without rendering 
herself outrageously 
HHi ' ridiculous. All this hitch 

tag up of the^dress and 

1W ‘h Km **’V ' mmenl,t *Jj] wit? 

must be the comedienne'e 
excuse for overdoing the 
hM farcical business of her 

fdf . chief scenes, save the best 

1R *. of all, which, as I have 

alroady surmised, was the 
motive of the pieoe. name- 
•§(&;**§£ lr, the seena with the 

Emperor in the Third Act. 
— IIere she is ia-rfect, only 

Msdaro* Ssos-Gtue » going Nap." ju*t amomui* *> “<»* of 

her old to Miner as would 
naturally come to her when chatting with “ the little Corporal” over 
old times. 

As to M. Duquisn* as Xupoletm premier,— well, middle-aged play- 
rom will oall to mind Mr. Bern akin W rwstkr as a far more perfect 
portrait of the-great Emperor than is M. DrycwiXK, but the latter 
w%tbe advantage In manner, and realise* the Emperor’s traditional 
eccentric batata m a way whioh at onoe appeals to all conversant with 
the story of the eooeatneitiee of the Great Emperor when he ohanoed 
to be in a very good humour. Perhaps nowadays there *r* very few 
who read Lever’s works, hut a dip into CharUn O'Mutiny. with 
Phiz’s spirited illustrations, will give exactly the phase of Napo¬ 
leon's character that Meatrs. Sardou and Moreao have depicted 
in this piece. 

The play is well mounted, and the anting of oil, from the leading 
parts to the vary least, in about aa good as it can be. The incidents 
of the drama are not particularly novel, but they are safe, and to 
rvery Act there ia .girfdymmdieftmsh. Madame KfoAVf may 
songratnUte herself and “ Co. ** on a decided enoceas in London. 


ROBERT ON THE WONDERFUL BRIDGE AGAIN. 

1 iBUT begins for to think ss how ss a truly onest Writer, »s knos 
his place, snd hit wxrioua dontios, and is aller* eivil and hobligln, 
gits more reapeoted and more tliort on the Holder he gros. Here have 
I hin atendisg at the werry bout houses both at the West Hend, and 
also at the pndeof ril Hed Waiters, the onered Manshun Ouso, for 
! nearly twenty long ears, and 1 ean trewly say as 1 atlcrs gets a ami 
word from evtryboddy. Amt when sntuboddy ivas epeshally wanted 
the other dayto aho that moat himportent Body, the liondon Prose, 
all over the Wunderfool Tower Bridge, so that they eoud give a trew 
and correct aoount of all it* wonders for the newspaper people to read 
and wundcr at, who did the clever Chairman select to hill) in that 
moat himportent lwfBoe but me. tb» 1 am unly Romcur ihe Oitty 
Waiter! And when the thowsends sod tens of thowsends of people 
red the gluing aoount* aa tilled the Pres* n day or too arterwards, they 
little thort perhaps of the many risks as the pore Walter ran to save 
hiseelf and the reporters from the fallin Grsnuit, and the blocks of 
mettel, ss every now and then fell about us! 

One of the wvrry biggest and blackest of the Hole lot fell within 
about six foot of where 1 stood, so jest another six foot mite have 
put a bend to a Writer who, 1 fondly ho, ms, bus dons his duty like a 
man and a Brother, thn many people did suutimes larf at him. 

Btranee to say, only jest 2 days before my honered wisit to the 
wunderfool Bridge, 1 was united to take a jurnoy to Boolong, which l 
Weave* ia in France, and bank again in the rame day! hut 1 aint a 


worry good Bailer so 1 thort I had bettor decline it. So Hitowif went 
in my plaoe, and werry much he saya he injoyed it, tho he didn t. git 
homo till eleven o Clonk at night I 

I don’t think as he '• a worry good sailer, so, if he did enjoy it, 
the sea must have bin worry uncommon smooth, snd both ways, 
too I He say* it ways a butiful new wessell. and railed tho Murder- 
reel, whioh, strange to scy, was his Grandmother'* name, which may 
aoount for ita treeting him to smoothly. 

Most of the Gents of the London Press on their wisit to the Big 
Bridge seemed to think most of the opening and abuttin of the 
enormers shutters as they opened and shut all of their own aooni 
to let the big ships go thro, and werry wunderfool thoy suttenly 
waa, hut to my poor mind, owery Isdy «* racily wants to see the 
most bntiful pert of tlie hole show shoud have hiswlf took up in tho 
lift to the walk along the top, whioh is only about i!l» feet high, and 
then he ran have anon a grand view of our bntiful river Teni* as 
werry few has ewor had sinoe it wa* fust made. One of the Press 
Gents, seeing me staring at it with wonder and admiration, name up 
to roe and aed, "Why, Mr. Kdiikkt, you've most suttenly picked 
out the most lovely view of the lot. 1 don't know what etiormus 
distance we ean see, but if you looks just where 1 'in a pinttag you 
will see the Kristel Pallis, and it don't look more than a mile or two 
away!" No more it did! And as for the crowds of ships as we 
ooud see with our naked eyes, 1 seliod have thort they was more than 
ewer entered the River in a month or two. and all roond was the 
butifnl hills and grand houses, and everythink looking olmok full of 
hiisael and proejierity, and ril quite riddy to make use ot the butiful 
Bridge as soon as ever it was opened! as it was by tho nohel Prinee 
of Wun on the following Hatterday. Koiikut. 


WHITHER A WAV f 


Most it be Margate ? 

Shall it be Hover? 

How hit the target, 

Spend eummer in clover ' 
Why not to Filey 
Flit, or to Yarmouth ? 
Will tile Wehdi rile me 
If I try Barmouth i 
South Coast's entrancing. 

East builds and braoes; 
Blue waves are dancing 
At hundreds of places! 
Boon miyt I settle. 

Unless I'm craven, 

And grasping the nettle 
Decide on a haven. 

Fine hills at Malvern; 

Harrogate haunts me; 
Lynmouth is ril fern ; 

What is it daunts me f 


j Weil, to »|ieok truly, 
j There's no plarc like London, 

, in March or in July, 

When well, or when run down 1 
! Train in n twinkling 

ltrightonwanl Iwars me; 

If 1 want sprinkling [me, 

In the face a "chute" stares 
Bummer's delightful 
In Town- nerves font regal; 
Cabbie* not spiteful 
Offered what'» legal! 

Ye*. I’ll take holiday 
When it grow* chilly; 

! Why at Mu jolly day 
I Fie* Picoadillv t 


is tho end vapid 1 

Can't help it!.N« 

By “P. L. M. Hapide" 
I reach Eioe in no tim 


[time 
Next anow- 


Mios. U. was driving 1 
e awing about a groat d< 
He waa set surprised at 
rat on “Bea” springs! 


lately in a friend's barouche, which 
leal, aad mad* her fed rrihw wneot i 
it this, however, when she heard the < 


irouabe, which seemed tnuu !■ 
nraker waaoeafortaUa. speeuulv in 
5e heisidtheoiirrigfe Northern « 


penmmttt. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE LOVES EDUCATION 
S OF WOMEN.* 

I Don otic Kcoroht. 

1. WhAT are the duties of a 
: cook F Do these duties differ 
■ from these of (a) a housemaid, 
j lb) a parlour-maid, and (r) a 
I general servant F 
| 11. Can money be saved by a 

i deposit sceoulft at the stores F 
I If so, compare the store prioes 
; with the chances made at a 
j West End shop for beef. 

| mutton, potatoes, muslin, and 
j mixed biscuits F 
' !l. If a dinner (with wine) for 

! four cosjs £6 10s. at a club, 
how much should a dinner for 
eight (four males and four 
females) cost at.hume F 

4. What do yon know of the 
School for Cookery F 

5. (live briefly the best way 
of living on £500 a year on the 
ha.is that vour husband is a 
clerk in a Government office, 
and your family consists of s 
daughter, aged fourteen, and 
a son rising seven. 

History. 

1. Give a short account of the 
life of any one of the follow¬ 
ing eminent wives who were a 
comfort to their hushands- 
CATnxRi.vrl’AKR.GuecnMARv 
and Hkkriktta Maria, Con¬ 
sort of CnaM.es nr First. 

2. I’oint out the mistakes of 
Marik Antoinette in special 
regard to the career of Louis 
THR SIXTEENTH. 

3. Give some of the reasons 
why Uuocn Kluarkth pre- 
ferr.si celibacy to marriage, 
and prove that those reasons 
were fallacies. 



i 14. Give a short account «t 
j the married life of Davio Cor- 
: rKariKi.fi, and criticise the 
■ fo/ofio*'. of his first and hi. 
second wife. 

GENERAL. 

1. What, are the duties of u 
wife and a matron F 

2. Supposing your husband 
to have isime home weary from 

i a hard day’* work, should you 
read him your Is test novel, or 
i see that he gets his supper V 
i 3, In your opinion which isot 
I greateriiuportanoe, yonrguwn. 

! or your knowledge of Greek P 
} I. Write an essay upon tin 
! respective merits of tsing 
known as the wife of your 
mate, or your poorer hull 
being called “ Mrs. So-anil 
So’s husband.’’ 

A SOFT ANSWER. 

{An f.'it/wW ithed Letter to ■■ 
H'bitleeieal Wesleyan, ir/itr/i 
stoics the infinite poastfrciio . 
of AiMertV jmnitleU.) 

Dear But, — 1 am much 
obliged to you for your lettar, 
in which you call my attention 
to the widespread practice of 
whist-playing, ami in parli 
oular to the deteriorating effect 
of threepenny mints. 

May 1 remind you of (he 
faot, which i make no doubt 
you have temporarily over¬ 
looked, that .Iiuin Wksi.kv'h 
favourite game was whist p 

POOR VENUS OF MILO! l.ike John Wesley, 1 play 

wlust, and 1 do not miud oon- ! 

" Wiiat ! you run this, ash you river toi.u wt hkkork ! How carr- fussing that when I get a gmsl \ 
i.ess or you, Mary I" hand! am none the wow j 

“Well, Ma'am, 1 tiiouout it dids't much matt its, as tuk Arms pleased. Believe roe, Yours 
wrrk brorrn orr aurkauy I" I faithfully. ll-K-ll-Rr. 


BALLADE OF IMITATIONS. 

( H’ttk A peltyict to MU* I.elm* for taUiop krr 

‘‘Cuu *:’)» 

Tub weary worhlling of to-day 
Uneasy wanders to and fro 
To find in all things, grave or gar. 

Just nothing that is " srorth a Mow," 
(Forgive the curious phrase.) although 
It 'a absolutely certain, this—he 
Will praise m phrases all aglow 
The imitative charms of Cihsie. 

The orchestra begins to play. 

The lights arc high that once were low. 
Then Cirkie comes without delay, 

;l«r simple dress tied with a bow. 

How kind of Fortune to bestow 
On ua this oaptivating Miasie. 

'Twere vain to try to overthrow 
The imitative charms of Cfgalg. 

Him Florence St. Jonx’Ukrtless way, 
Mist Yotli in her ballad''* Oh. 

Ok, Monty, Hontu ! ” or Jar* Mat 
A s PitrrMt and Pitrrot, 

.. * vktt* Guilbert's superb ergot, 

Mine Letty Lirb in “ Aunt. Aunt," 
Are all iuvokad to help to show 
The imitative ebonns of Cirri. 

L'Mnooi, 

Friend, if you ehanoe to find ft slow, 

And seek a joyous form of dlssi- 
-pation, quickly got to know 
The imitative charms of Ciasft. 


PARTIALLY LWREPOUTED DIALOCl’E. 

" A Hears should be more reverend," said 
Mr. Wallis, U.C.. in the Betmni case. 

“Where there • a Will is a way,” re¬ 
torted Mr. Dkark, Q.C. “ ‘ If you will be 
hen ret with me, I will be honest with you.’ ” 

“The whole matter is very clear,” interposed 
the learned Judge, severely. “ Mr. IIkttiri- 
Wlltis expect*from the Dkark, chapter ” 

“Aud verse,” iiiterjiosed Mr. Iiramr, (i t’., 
end straightway broke out melodiously with— 
“ ’Tls good to be rnsrr). snd wise, 

*Ti* jfooti tfi be thorough and true, 

If you will W honmt with in«. 

My Q.C., 

Thru I will b« lioiuwt with you! ” 
f’horuB of every laxly, llannofuim* proceed - 
ingt, and Court adjourned. 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

ExTBACTKO ISOM TBS DlARV Of ToBT, IC.P. 

Mutitr of Commont, Monday, /tAe 25.— 
Asucitb back on Treasury llendh quite a 
dunged man. Anxious air that marked his 
appearance through last week disappeared. 
Painful to watch him aa ha then sat on Bench 
with one aye on the door. Started at rustle of 
paper of amendments. Half rose from his 
aaat if a hook feU. 

14 Ym Tobt," he «id, when I oonrratn- 
lated him on the happy accomplishment of 
Mu event | ‘ ‘ it’s not the kind of thing 1 should 
like to go through ovary six months. Till 
he's tried It, no one knows what it is to havea 
steam engine stationod at hie front door night 
and day with steam np ready to whisk him 


off to White lodge st a moment's notice.” 
Home Hkceetary managed to keep much 
cooler than the Mayor of Kii iimonu. This 
morning the papers oblare wit h telegram* from 
that functionary. Hzi.umpkh is Ills name, 
Surrey is his eounty. As soon a* notifloation 
i made of birth of prince, H/.i.cmckr took off Ids 
coat and set to work. First telegraphed to 
happy lluke and Duchess of Th e at White 
Lodge, Then bethought himof happier father; 
«o Duke of Yore hears from Hulumi'ER who 
“ trusts Her itoyal Highness and son arudning 
, well.” 8zi,0MI'KR'h appetite growing with 
what it feeds upon, he next approaches Her 
Majesty with “ loyal and sincere oongratuia- 
lions.” Finally, the Prince and Princess of 
I Walks at Marlborough House brer from him. 

: to.UMi'KR always signs his name lout court, 
like a peer of the realm, 

! “ He ’# splendid this Sklumi-kr,” snid (he 

j Member fur 8a re. “ Ueminds me of n story I 
1 heard ia Amerioa about Judge Hoae. He had 
1 great dislike to Wkniiell Thillii*. When 
: the great orator died they gave him a splendid 
t funeral. A friend meeting the judge on morn¬ 
ing of event said, ‘Aren’t you going to the 
funeral F’ ‘No,’ said Hoae,‘ but I approve it.”' 

It wasn't MzufMfKE's aoooucbenumt. But 
he approves it. 

' StiU on Budget; getting near end of first 

B which deals with death duties. The 
B.’s, seeing the cloee at opportunity at 
, dash about with redoubled vigour. 

! Oh! ‘tis Baetlsv and Howi.es aud Hrasa, 
And Uvasa and HAartsi and lhiwiss. 

Till the throbbing miles* Irani, 

And Bitches piles on the coils. 











PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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not be persevered in. Sirromutox perceiving bis mistake aequusoed, 
snd Don't Kctn Haedii went on to final ignominious esllapae, Wban 
in crowded House question put that Address be pr esented, a solitary 
or/ of " So ” answered the loud shout “ Aye.” House cleared for 
division; bat when opportunity of taking final step presented itself.it 
turned out that Hsaors Didn’t Keir to take it. 

‘‘ Now if this were Franoe in the days when the Empire was totter¬ 
ing to its fall,” said Sam, ” 1 should suspect the secret polioe to have 

G t up Doir’r Kira to play their game in stirring up embers of popn- 
itity of Imperial Family. In England to-day, of coarse, noneees- 
; sity for sack manocavre. Bat if by outside influence the popularity 
i the Prinoe at Wales has worked out for himself oould oe increased, 

; Dox'r Kira Miami’s the man to do it.” 



The Poor llusv (Iluilyet) B’s. 

Butineu ifoM, - Clause X VIII. added to Budget Bill. 

IVednetday.— OuAgiMii.ni sails to-day In the traok of Cotouera, 
only going much further. He will cross Continent and Pariflc to 
pay a morning call tui the Ml* a no; afterwards to India and Burma. 

” I want,” lie says, with certain proud pathos, ” to see the frontier 
I extended, awl Burma which 1 annexed. 

You remember the old Frenoh sung written about OXAgnoi.Vfl’a 
great ancestor Y It was sung as a lullaby to the little aon of Dorm 
Tilt: Bistexstu, and NAtni.ro* never mounted his horse for the 
flgltt without humming the sir,— 

Uahi.iisook *'i’ll vs-tVn guerre— I X« sat* tjunn-l revieodr*! 

Mmuilon. mirmiteo, mirentain* ! I Nr sais quant! revietidrst 

Mawassook s’i‘ii vs-t’en guerre... | Nr ssis quami reviemlrs’ 

There is a sad last verse to the idd ballad. But we all hope to see 
our UsvNtKit.rn hack again, bringing bis sheaves with him in the 
shape of renewed health and strength. Biuinete done.— Budget. 

rWsihiy. - Il ls'! Kr.ia Uakiur ennfided to House to-night the 
intereeting (art that in particular he Don't Krir far the ltoyui 
Family, und is 1 'indisposed to associate himself” with effort to do 
them s|iseiul honour. Dike old Ecrtri in fWe, he upbraids the 
bttby in the cradlo with being a young sristie'rat. Yet there are 
limits even to his uncompromising Kcimblioanism. The question 
before House is the pro imitation to Hun Majwtt of address of con- 
grsttilalion on hirth of son of Duke and Duchess of You*. “If I 
had the opportunity of meeting the parents," says Don't Keix, 1 
should he pleased to join in the ordinary congratulations of the 
oeoasiou.” He did not hesitate, standing in hit place in Parliament 
as representative of the electors of 'Am, to edd that he " had been 
delighted to learn thst the uhild was a fairly healthy one.” Beyond 
that, stern principle would not permit him to ]ts*«. 

Note that he felt constrained to modify even this siqiroval of pro¬ 
ceedings st White Lodge by introduction of the word "fairly.” 
Asui itii, who knuws all about it, seemed for moment inclined to 
resent this aspersion on the perfect soundness of the,object of his 
recent attentions; on reflection be let it pass. HsctinKMoa, of 
! whom House has seen lamentably little of late, was under lew own- 


I lx* mi tower hv»rd." 

A dittieult moment this. The Motion being meile, the 8mm 
must put it from the ('heir. Many Mcmben, whilst justly sugared 
with Don't Kits'* grotesque performance, would base felt bound to 
resent what might lie construed as attempt to throttle five speech. 
There would have been long and angry debate; a s u cc e ss io n of 
scenes; and Don’t Kata Ha suit would bare been triumphantly 
advertised. Hsppily, though, strietly considered, trrerulariy, the 
Mutual or Mil.woo» interposed, expressed bop* that Motion srould 


Seenrfntn '* Caitr." njnptrdfvr rrtnrnrntiition in the Bonn vj~ Coutmonn . 

Kceta (played to Don't Krir If-rd-e) addreure thr Jtuynl Infant. 
'* Ksrryhody in the lleusc i« aacnllrcd for yeti! And to think that a iVorlt- 
: ing Man, a Member of thv House of Common and one of ihe Committee of 
the Bended Brothers for the Regeneration of F iunan Kind, by means of equal 
diffusion of intelligence snd rqnal division ofufoperLy, should want the price 
of half a pint, whue you are lying in the tspuif luxury!" A’ ., Ac., Ac, 

.Business ilmic.—Qvna congratulated on birth of latest great- 

grandson. 

fVrrfop.—Been much struck through week by appearauceof stranger 
in Speaker’s Gallery. Every night about quarter of an hour after 
: questions over he has florae in ; gone out sgain a little after eight, 
about time SnuxEE, when in chair, leaves for his chop. Comes back 
; punctually in balf an hour; remains till fifteen or twenty minutes 
’ before progress is reported, and Chairman of Cominitteea makes stay 
for Bpeaxes. Bomethiag about him familiar, though never before 
that f remember have 1 seen that stubbly red board, or those green, 
goggly spectacles, Quite fascinated me. To-night went up and sat 
in gallery behind him. * 

At ten minutes past eight, amendment before Committee disposed 
of, the stranger rose; heard him exoiaim under his breath. “ Order I 
Order 1 ’’ saw hist clutch at imaginary robe, and stride forth with 
stately treed. Truth hurst upon me with a flash. 

It teat the Sr treat: 

: " You 're a dangerous person to have about the premises. Tour,’’ he 

I said as we made our way by circuitous route to Speaker's Court 
! " Every day for last fortnight I haw written out myself an order for 
j the Bpeukere Gallery, have passed the doorkeepers unobserved, and 
: remained honr after hour unnoticed. Then yunr eagle eye falls upon 
! me and all is ieet Pray don’t let the aeoret go any further. Fact is, 
for works sad weeks I’ve been shutout at my proper item by this 
; Budget Bill. Queetitasn last balf an hour or an hour. Then House 
j goes into Committee, and 1 ’m shunted save for few moments after 

■ midnight, when I edioura the House. Couldn’t stand it any longer. 

■ Might as well be in Kamtchatka. Bo have had recourse to this in- 
j accent devise, and have thoroughly enjoyed my evmunge,” _ 

Btaineu dime .—Onee through Committee on Budget Bill. Pick 
! up dropped threads next week. 







They ’ll not xffret iny fate, or 
Compel lan cheerfully to tiny 
This raruux riaUr, 

V™ reason why I daily make 
My sacrifice of pennies, 

Is merely for a column's sake 
Which; scarce, perhaps, for men is, 

And y<*t it elevates, rennet. 

It stirs the noblest passions, 

That article whose moving lines 
Are headed “ Latest Fashions.” 

‘ What joy to ascertain in print 
The latest mode in dresses. 

To learn the new urtistie tint 
Adopted by Princesses, 

To roam the galleries with her 
Whose eulogies and strictures 
To hats and dress alone refer, 

And never deal with, pictures! 

U*t troubles still oppress the State 
With all their usual rigour, 

Let politicians still debate 
W ith undiminithed vigour. 

Of such the oommon person reads, 

Hut give to rue the papers 
That chronicle at length the deeds 
Of milliners and drapers! 

STATE All* FOR MATRIMONY. 

(/Iff a Vnivfrxiijt F.xtcnMonist ,) 

D» ah Mh. Piicm,—What a charming little 
theatre that is at liurlington House! 1 missed 
you at the matin rex thefc a few days ago. Of 
<**urse you know the Travelling Provincial 
I Company of the I niwsitics' Guild for the 
| L* tension of High-(M m Couitdv Y Well, 
j they visited the MetmiriUs for their coming- 


MR. PUNCH’S ILLUSTRATED LAW REPORTS. 

No. 1.—“ Au.KUKt) Cost* mit or Coem nv an Infant.” 


their coming 


j of-age, and gave the new extravaganza of 
I //odor, ]}.$€,, «r The I 'won of Teen ami 
the rUnrman. This had no! hint' to do with 
| Jupiter, 1.1.1),, though no fowi-r than three 
I nolilo Chanoolhira took a leading part at (ho 
| different jx rfurmanre«, After all it war 
nothing hut a dished-up version of the old 
piny of (ientleman tieordie, or The t'altareei 
('•Mier; only the pitman business is a little 
played out, and the victim of Agricultural 
Kniightment it just now the vogue, thanks to 
.the Comity Councils. 

Hut what interest, you will say, ojpu this 
weary work have for ‘'theyoung person” (is 
not that the phrase?). Why should Ktbki. 
and I and the other country cousins, who are 
up to have a good time, wasto our preoious 
moments on l'niveraity Extension, when they 
might have boom given to the galleries, or, 
bettor still, to tbe shops ? Dear Mr. Punch, 
you will not betrav my confident* and print 
my real name, will you, if I tell you the 
reason r X do so in the hope that you will 
use your great and good influence to support 
our claim tor State aid in a matter deeply in¬ 
teresting us girls tat the provinces. 

. I have alwayi thought that the most 
important object of CnivmdtT Extension 
has been overlooked. It eertandy was the 
other day. 1 mean this. In the present 
unparalleled d o p i s a siu n of the matrimonial 


market, what we wnnt is n constant supply 
of nice, eligible young men from the Univer¬ 
sity “ brought home to our very doors," ns 
they say about, culture and the people. We 
cannot all live in garrison towns, and what 
are two or three curates among so many ? 
Already, aa 1 havo seen in one of the m«gu- 
sincs for young ladies, the cleric cloth is 
being supplanted in romantic fiction by the 
lay lecturer's velveteen. Hut wc must have 
State said, and, if nreesary, create a fresh 
Oevernment Department, for the increase 
and support of this class of men. The pro¬ 
fession would ts: very popular; those who 
joined it would keep marrying anil moving 
on (I hope I express myself intelligently), 
and there Would soon be enough to go round. 

Ethel's pupa, who is not very rich, and has 
a large family, told her that (motile in Homo 
who married, and had three children, got a 
sort of degree for it, and were let off taxes. 
It seems to me that the scheme for Mate aid 
which I suggest is a much more modest one. 

A man that played the title-relc in lloilgr, 
II. fir., gave vent to what I considered a very 
stupid sentiment. “(Jive us,” he said, 
“ some really useful and sensible instruction, 
not silly lectures ahout l/ive and Marriage, 
just to make neoide laugh! ” This only 
shows how dreadfully void of finer fueling is 
your man of Agricultural Enlightenment, 
Why, we once had. a Mightfui course on 
almost the very subjects at which he was 
ignorantly pleased to scoff! It was given by 
an interesting-looking young graduate from 
St. Valentine’s, and was called “ Byron and 
Shelley, with dissolving views.” I remem¬ 
ber well the questions set by him for one of 
the weekly papers. Shall 1 repeal them) 
He bad jnst been lectnring on Jhm Jmm. 

I. (live in alphabetical order the chief at¬ 
traction* of the Hero of our poem, 

it. Cite parallels to l).m Juan among the 
i gentleman friends of your acquaintance other 
! than Eltrnuan Lerturert. 

3. Contrast the character (if any} of Haidre 
with that of (a) The Maul of Athene, 
(ft) Queen Mali. • 

I I took a lot of pain* over tide najter, and I 
| sent the lecturer an anonymous button-hole, 
j With a request 'in the name handwriting a* 

; cm the an*wer-pajx*r) that he would wear my 
floral tribute at. lecture. Ho did *>, and ex- 
pressed him self u greatly pleased with my 
work. On my exercise (which 1 have kept) 
he wrote the following observation Ex¬ 
cellent ; moat appreciative and womanly; I 
thank you; should like to discuss a small 
question with you after olass.” 

New we want more, of this spirit among 


Extension Lecturers. True, the one of whom 
; 1 spoke turned out afterward* to havo boon 
married all the time, aud I do think lu> should 
. have mentioned it on the cover of hi* sy Hahns; 
hut the principle holds good just the same. 

So, dear Mr. I*muh, on thin question nf 
State aid. at which I have fan I hope with 
delicacy) Hinted above, you will help us, won't 
j yon ? V ou r devoted, M a no 

■ r.«.- Couldn’t you lecture to ijh on some¬ 

thing nice, and lu-lp to mine* a fund for our 
j scheme Y 

j YET ANOTHER MEMOIR OF NAPOLEON. 

1 Dkah Mh. Punch,-T here are m many 
liven of the great Nmu i.on being published 
nowadays that one might fotiey the former 
ruler of Franco must havo Iwn u- iiinny- 
nirwred an a out. Htill, it may ho intoroMing 
to your nailers if 1 give n few part ionium of 
the great man that have nol vet appeared in 
! print, if l except, the pages of your own im 
I mortal volumes. 

i hail the pleasure <»f meeting the groat 
j N a JTU.KON some forty or fifty years ago; he was 
j then in his prime. 

In personal appearance he wan not unlike 
J the jiortrajtN so familiar to ihe nublic. In 
spite of his enthusiuMtic devotion tor France, > 
he invariably addressed his insip* in the j 
Knglisb language. This is ii dinraeterisiia ' 
that seemingly nns escap'd the attention of ! 
all his biographer*. 

The numbers and quality of his army hav< 
been mueh exaggerated. Although in hi** 
speeches he was accustomed to boast «»f tie 
strength of his troops, aw a matter of fact 
they could be more easily counted by tern* tbun 
hundreds. His artillery was almost a myth, 
aud the ammunition was ehictlv oomprwml <»t 
crackers. As for his cavalry, the hor>ei w*-rr 
1 showy but unreliable, many of them had white 
spots, and not a few were extmm-ly intelli 
gent. His favourite charger bad been known 
on occasion (when engaged in circus duty; to 
drink a glass of sherry with the clown, 
i Hut there is one point I particularly wish 
to set right. Although known by the public 
as Nai-oi.bon llroNAi’AKTK. my hero in private 
life was invariably palled by his intimates 
" poor old OoMKUHAt..” 

Yours respect fully, 

The Amphitheatre Boswgu. JiKl>lvjvt;«. 

Within Hite nf Aitleyx. 

mw the latest actor's edition of 1 
N Ai-oT.gov the other night at the Gaiety. He 
wasn’t “in it” with “ Oomekaal,”— but then # 
Oomrusat. wasoocasioualtyon bors< >>wk; still, 
there was tbe uniform and the Miuff-b«% 


vol. cm. 
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iMnl Okie/ J-alin . , , toW' Rmrnnj. or Kiuowkt. King Henry tie PtfVt , . Hi Ptrucr. 

' Yor *** right, Jtnmra, ahb tor wiioh mu win. ; 

TlHCroBK BUI Ull Till BALAXtr, ARB Til Sword i 
Ann I bo win tour Uokodwi hat irtrraari" 

Second ran of King Henry lAe Funrti , Act. , V 9c, 2. 
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FANCY PORTRAIT. j 

{.4 SfuU&pxxriam *' Living Puivr " up t» } J 

• ■| 1 T,S xor j 

Kitty Henry the Fifth. . Mb. l'CNCit. ! 

A'trtf. You an right, Justice, and you s-rogh this ’ 
wall; : 

Thrrriurr still hear the balance, and the sword : 
And I do with your honour* may increaao ' 1 

a , a ‘ • a a 

For whirh 1 do commit into your hand ! 

The unttained award Conauiiioa waa uaed to | 
hoar; 1 

With thia remembrance,—That you uaathe aaae j 
With the like hold, jutt, and impartial spirit ; 
At you hare ahown before. There ia my hand ' j 
Sreeml ran »f King Henry lie Fourth, j 
. Ad f. Ac. 2 (ehgKtly altrrrd). j 

A* HaMY unto Qascoioni gave, 

So Punch to Urssil.l. gladly given | 

i That Sword Which frights but rogue and nlave, ’ 
| By which'our orderod freedom liven; 

! And given therewith his hand in token . 

j Of pleasure more than may be spoken. 

Nought have you “ done that misbecame 
Y our place, your person," or your power. ‘ 
'Tis a right crown of crescent fame, 

I Of fitness full befitting dower, 

That you, my lord, “have foremost hand" ■ 
In dealing justice round the land. 

If t in quaint Shokspeariun guise, ! 

Not less the motley-wearing Sago 
fiaily present* to serious eyes 
A laving Pieturo for the Age. 

S. i “ tuke iI earnest wed with sport," * j 
I From one who, stooping not to court, I 

I Lives e'en to [.raise in merry sort ! ! 

i • * TlVM.uv'. 7'o /!„y lire din. 


THE HARDY ARHUAl AT HEHIEY 

Oa, J.exiH ahono tub Rowkks. 

A is 11 Acer among the Ituine." 

Warn the early eat erotically smiles 
On the tilesf 

I arise and rather accurately fling 
Any thing* 

That is handy and adaAd to my sense 
Of offence; * 

Then I reconstruct my woll-aveng.'-d head 
On the bed; 

Bnt the hope of sleep deferred is deadly dull, 
So 1 cull 

Memoranda from the great and golden time 
Of my prime. 

Twenty years ago at Henley-on-the-Thamee, 
While the gems 

Of the season simply sparkled into cheers, 
(Little dean!) 

I endeavoured to secure the Ladies' Plate; 

W Though of late 

1 have been the painful object of remark 
In a barque; 

But the eireuit of my waist was not as yet 
Fifty, nett; 

And I fancy l waa feeling pretty fit; 

That waa it. 

Then I fed on oaten fare and milky slops, 
Steaks and chops; 

Never, never looked a lobster in the faee, 
And the race 

Saw me down to just elevan at the scales, 
Hard as nails; 

Now I vary much prefer to view the hunt 
From a punt. 

Or a houseboat. or an ark, or any sort 
Of support, 

While I minimise the necessary strain 
With champagne. 



MODESTY. 

Houmeife. “ Wrix, ir I civ* rot! a mr. Ilsratoi, vm: 'll havk to barn it »y 
CaoeriNo »o«g Wood rnn *«.“ 

| Tramp. "I'ti mb* Tan ’nun* run, La nr. Her, ausBVBB 'art, 'tais't rrn in* 
j Maks O' Hr. IKK ROLI.KR IN TUB F'OOTSTBC* o' MlU lit-AImTONS I" 


At the yearly celebration it's the rule, 

Hot or f.-ftl, 

For a girl with yelhiw eyes and eager hair 
To be there, 

lty a mass of mayonnaise and pigeon-pin; 

Ho am 1! 

Oh the glory of tho battle past recall 1 
After all. 

What with hearts that freely WBbblr, stitch 
that stabs. 

And the crabs, 

And the quicken up to forty round the cheat— 
Lunch is best: 


SrectAUT - AUAtroiR) Mono rut tiik 
Victoiua Htbabboat Association's Nnw 
Vbmbl “Tit* Palh." — '‘Palma, qua 
meruit, feral ,”—(«>., Let The Palm oarry 
aa many aa she waa constructed to carry, and 
i not more). 


Old Loves for New. 

f .Yen' Vereion of an Old hung.) 

If 'tie good to be merry and wise, 

If 'tie good to lie honest and true, 

Then ’tie good to keep on with the old 
" Woman,” 

And carefully keep off the New: 

For of honesty, truthfulness, wisdom, and 
mirth. 

The "New Woman” ahows a most plentiful 
j .dearth.__ 

| Tub German I)crby(f>l,OOOmarks)waawon 
; at Hamburg by Baron Mtivcjursgn* Spider. 

! The Baron has done many wonderful things 
‘ in his lifetime (t ide the history of his adven- 
! lures), and it was a foregone conclusion that 
if he rsn a horse at the llerby he was bound , 
nut only t« win, hut to make something more 
! than bis mark. • 
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i vac * air, i iiiArr 1 1 ’ll take the first that comes. (Ht reaches fur the. nearest volume on 

Line AWL» LAHUEl. j a table close by.) How too delightful 1 Poetry—whioh I know you 

(A Story in Santo.) I all adore. [Ht turnt over the leaves. 

PART II.—SELECT PASSAGES FROM A COMING POET. Lady, Shota. H you Ask me, I simply loathe it. 

_ „ _. „ . „ . ..._ T , B_. n . Bertie. All, but then you never heard me read it, you know. Now, 

Bobkk II.— The H'trn mg at ' vrvrL^sI!*? 4 here is a ehoioe little bit, stuok right up in a comer, as if it hud been 

Coxatne, Mrs. Hkwikk-Cbattekis, and Miss VmEN misbehaving itself. “ Disenohantment” it’s called. [He reads. 

ware are comfortably ettabhthed near the. fireplace. The T . ...... T .. 

Hon. Bertie PiluHer, Captain Thickheme, and Archie Mv love has sioklied mito Loath, 

Buinil have just drifted in. _, Al io f onl »eems all that fau I fancied— 

Mitt Speheane. Why. you don't mean to say you’ve tom your- Tho »> 

selves away from your beloved billiards already P Quite wonderful! Ibovery butteroups are rancid! , 

II,, tin Piltiner. It's too horrid of you to leave us to play all by Archie. Jovel The Johnny who wrote that must have been feelin’ 
ourselves! Wo ’vo all got so cross and fractious we’ve come in here chippy! 

to be netted! Bertie. He gets cheaper than that in the next poem. This is his 

[He arranger himtelf at her feet, to at to exhibit a very neat idea of “ Abasement.” [He readt. 

pair of tilk toc/ct and pumpt. “ With matted head a-dabble in the dust, 

Captain Thiehnetse lto himtelf). Do hate to see a fellow come And eves tear-sealed in a saline crust, 

down in the momin' with evenin' shoes on! i I lie all loathly in my rags and rust— 

Archie Hmrpark (to Bertie Pilunes). You speak for yourself , 1 Yet loam that strange delight may lurk in self-disgust.” 

Fn, liner. 1 didn t come to bo petted. H _,_,_ t —ii.— i:i.- .i,-. 

damn to see if Lady Ehoda wouldn’t « j,, I k**® ^at 

name and toboggan down tho big «j it sso very deoadent! 

staircase on a tea-tray. l)o! It’s V k ifett lll l J Ml t, jj I rcI'nX I should call it utter 

^"canl.’fhkL (to himtelf. If there’s Af »i i iff ll . ' iertih (ifondly). Forgivo me Lady 

one thing I e«»7 stand it’s a rowdy I i l P" on A. ro ‘ t ?, n ’ L. lf T ou 

lnillyraggin’ ass like AKcnin! 11 f I ' !&?• but not , utte w TO H\,, The !, ' “ 

JadyKhoda. l'a muchly, door boy. , 'Wm Iff/ ,, j I difference, really. Now, I ’ll read vou 

but you don’t catch me travellm 1 V* ill Ml//1 I 5 ^? t g htUe * pr ^ uct S l * whl0 s ?£ 9 

downstairs on a tea-tray /.r.W—it’a AjftHPWIl HC r [| dropped down to the bottom of the 

iust a hit too clinkin’, don’t vou know! fMHHBTWj \WflVh\m I page, inlowsiiirits,I suppose. _ Stanza 

Archie (dimppoinlc.il). Why, there’s , MM ' written in Depression near Dulwich.” 

a mat at the bottom of the stairs! \ 'flNvlui /I L He readt. 

Well, if vou won’t, let’s get up a I tl\ . C3Hi!: “The lark soars up in the air; The 

cushion tight, then. Bertie and I \ ; toad sits tight in his hole; 

will ohooso sides. Pii-UNEK, I’ll toss ' And 1 would I were certain whioh of 

you for first pick up —come out of the pair ^Wcro the truer type of 

Bertie (lazily). Thanks, 1’ra much Archie. I should be inolined to hack 

too oomty where 1 am. And I don t the toad, mvsclf. 

see any point in romping and rump- Mitt Sprite. If you must read, do 

ling one s hair just before lunch. choose something a little less dismal. 

Arche. Well, you air. slack. And 1 wl Aren’t there any line songs P 

hero’s a good hour still before lunch. ■MSfesfiHnf Bertie. 1 ’ll look. Yes? any amount 

IntctrawM!, ym. sug gest something, ^here’s one. (He readt). “ToMy 

Suppose we ail go and have another ^tu. ^ ttn K en Angers lily-lithe, 

look round at the gees—eh, what P Gleam, slanted eyes all beryl- 

ltrrlie. 1 beg to oppose. Do let’s ,K ^e ^;P , , , .. , [awnthc, 

show tome res|«ct for tho privacy of ' 0 m’ blood-red lips that hurst 

the British huuter. Why should I go IWS) Then-krf me.Lady Grikoline!” 

and Hinnok them on their iat backs, E . - , \ 31 is ft Spel$, (interested). So that ’b 

and feci every one of their horrid legs - fl ^ his tyoe. Dfies he mention whether 

twice in one inorninj? P 1 shouldn't B ^ e rf*« kiss him ? 

like a horse coming into my bedroom Bertie. Probably. Poets are always 

at all hours to smack me on the back. privileKed to kiss and tell. 1 ’ll see . . . 

1 should hate it! n'm. ha, yes; he does mention it.. . I ; 

Mrs, Brooke-Chatteris. I love them think I’ll read something else. Here’s 

—dear things! But still, it’s so wet, a olassical specimen. [He reads. 

and it would mean going up and , “ Uproars the monster now his slob- 

changing our shoes too- perhaps Lady berous head 

l^)77irlffilu*C f " ,lV dl " “ I ’ 11 >«>’ » -«“>*’ »“«> ‘ A Trumpet Blast.- <*** her “ kl “ 

Ciipt.Uhiek. (resentfully). Only thought it was better than loafin’ Her twice-flve roseal toes are oramped in dread. 

a vast * ,7» himself.) I do bar a woman who’s afraid of Each maidly instep mauven-pink is Hushing. 1 

lnjuthZa, ; »f a ^TtpZelo^C L*™ *IW MU*! ro^“72d‘ ? A Umprt Bfa'st.”' SittiSht! Ive^^o^ 

Mitt Smite. Toor little fellow P On My lap!!! ‘Tale Patricians, sunk in self-indulgence, (One for you, dear 

Vapt. Thiek. Oh, it—ah—didn’t ooonr to me that he was on vour Archie !) 

lup. He don’t seem to mind that. «. v Blink your bleared eyes. (Blink, pretty creatures, blink!) 

Mitt Spehr. No P Hme forbearing of him! Would you mind not „ Behold the Bun¬ 
standing quite so much in my light, 1 can't see my work. -Burst proclaim, in purpurate effulgence, 

Coni. Thiek. (to himtelf, rrh;a/mg). That girl’s always tishin' for Demos dawning, and the Darkness—done!” 

compliments. I didn’t rise that time, though. It’s preeions slow [General hilarity, amidet which ImAj CwnssiM enters. 

here. I ve a good mind to say I must get book to Aldershot this ladu Culeerin. So glad you all oontrive to keep your spirits up, in 
afternoon. . spite of this dismal weather. What is it that's amusing you all so 


“ My Love has stoklied unto Loath, 

And fonl teems all that fair I fancied— 

The lily’s sheen a leprous growth, 

The very butteroups are ranoid I" 

Archie. Jovel The Johnny who wrote that must have been feelin’ 


Life arranges himtelf at her feet, to at to t 
pair of silk socks and pumpt. 

Captain Thicknesse (to himtelf). Do hate to 
own in the momin' with evenin' shoes on! 


•i. (to himtelf. If there’s 
'an't stand it’s a rowdy 


Mitt Spelw. Boor little fellow P On My lap H ! 
(.'apt. Thiek. Oh, it—ah—didn’t ooonr to me tin 
lup. He don’t seem to mind that. 


that he was on your 
- 

Would you mind not 


[He uaiulers aimletily about the room: Archie Beaspabjc muoh, eh, dear Vivikh P 

fun 2 ' • out nr.f,i M W...o ...Ji_I'_•_ I 1_.1 I *«-•* n' ■ v. . w. 


r 1 bulks out of window with toidwytitW boredom. Mitt Htpehc. Behtte Pillixee has b< 

Lady Ithoda. 1 say, if none of von are goin’ to be more amnain’ Lady CrovanrH— the most ridieulous 
than this, ran may us well go bark to yonr billiards again. shriek. What’s the name of itP 


Mite Sprite. Behtte Pjiaixf.r has been reading aloud to us, dear 
idy Ctovek a—the most ridieulous poetry—made us all simply 
risk. What’s the name of itP (Taking the volume out of 
asm’s hand.) Oh. Andromeda, and other poems. By Clamor 


vi ' v, r*i— w ;uui wuimys uintii. vv hbl b uie name oi »r \ a ttntou ints ivbHiue 

Bertie. I>car Lady Khoda, ho\v cruel of you! You’ll have to let Birtie’s hand.) Oh # Andromeda , and other poems . By C 
ustoy. HI tie w good. I/mk here, I’ll read aloud to you. Icon Blais. 

-(ifitte prettily. What shall it he ? you don’t oareP no more do I. Lady Cuh\ (coldly). Bertie PiLLimtR can turn ererythi! 


everything into 
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MUSIC AT HOME. 

Ilmtat. ‘ Ob, thank you to* tot* lovkly Mono, Hxx* Blhbxntott I It ’s tost what I uzx. It blinds bo pbrfkiwly 

WITH TH* CONVBBSATION WITHOUT IK TH* LEAST INTHtBUrTINO IT I " 


WAITING THEIE TUEN. 

(/« Ou Hot Stmtn, St. Stephen'o Bathe, 
Westminster.) 

Bath-Man, loquitur :— 

Tody ! ’Ti» slow work! Were I * Turk, 
Fancy I’d put it through more expedi¬ 
tiously I 

Poor little Bills 1 Funkineee fills 
All their small eouls! Bee ’em glancing 
suspieioualr, 

Timid and torrid! Finding it horrid 
Waiting'their turns lor, shampooing and 


Parboiled and limp, each, as a shrimp; 

No groat result for my long sourryfung- 
mg!!! 

Faith, 1 am t ired! Been much admired 
For my long patience with Big Bn.LT 

lie got it hot! Worrying lot [Budbkt. 
Some of these fellows. But. BrtLT will 
trudge it 

Pretty soon. now. Splosh !.’ What a row! 
Billy is bulky, and makes a big splashing. 

Head-first he goes, kicks up his toes,— 

All that is left after boiling and washing. 

Thanks be As’s through! What ’ll I do 
Noxt, and whioh of ’em in waiting seems 
readiest P 

1 ‘m so restricted! Little ” Evicted,” 

Small Irish bhoy, seems I fanoy the 
steadiest. 

“ Equalisation P ” Hu perspiration 
Something prodigious, and yet—well—the 
other t— 

Oh! English, Booteh, Welsh, they all look 
like squelch, 

And the task of seleotion is truly a bother! 

Had I free choice,—Ah! but my voice 
Only counts one nowadays in selection. 


Bai.foue'&!Co .—they run'the show; 

Matter 1 think for most urgent reflection. 
They arrogate questions of date, 

They set the time, and the temperature too. 
If I insist t well, they ’ll resist, 

Oet their way, too, in the long run,—ah! 
sure to! 

Nice stato’o’.things! Wish I hadwings! 
Much rather boss small Bath by the 
Bosphorus! 

Sixes and sevens now at St, Stephen’s! 
Running it all the year round at a loss— 
for ns! 

look at ’em there, each on his chair, 

Wobbly, perspiring and weary o’ waiting! 
Might have been done, every one. 

But for Balfourian procrastinating. 

Itum-looking lot! Don’t they seem hot P 
Little “ Evict kd,” young " Equalisation.” 
tluite in a stew. The other two,— 

Well, ’tis oonmlete discumboblification! 
Must moke my choice! Waiting my voioe 1 
Gentlemen please — Mr. — ahem ! Oh 1 
thunder! 

They all pop up, prompt as a Krupp. 

Which had I bettor first call in I wonder t 


AT LAST. 

At last the sky is actually blue. 

Say not " dull, busy, cloudy, overcast,” 

0 weather prophets, ** fine ” alone is true 
At last. 

At last, as June is finishing, the Row 
Looks bright and gay. The difference is 
vast; 

The sunlit grass, the,rhododendrons g' ow 
/"At last. 


.THE NEW PARTY. 

t Mr. Grant Allxn and several other sdvsnced 
iticlons have started a no* party, the members 
of which are to be called Isoerata, a title very 
similar to ono coinod by CoLamnox for a society 
which be desired to found on principles of general 
equality. —Jhitly Seper.] 

Many have hand of Pantisoeraoy, 

A oompound erode of Colxsidox and cent, 
The latest produeti of Demoonoy 
Dnh themoelvM Isoerata without the 
’Tie is it should be, is it not, [“ pant.” 
For what are they but eane-culottee f 


At last my topper flies not in the gale, 

I gazing on its ruin quite aghast, 

Nor gets all spotted after rain or hail, 

At last. 

At last it rests serenely on my brow. 

As Arm as oolours nailed to any mast; 

In foot it's somewhat hot and heavy now, 

At last. 

At last you sport your thinnest frocks, fair 
maid, 

Sweet Chlok, Phyllis, Pybuiia, yrim or 
fast. i 

Now Amakyllib dallies in the shade 
At last. 

At last Nejeka’b hair is undisturbed, 

Not out of ourl from damp, nor by the 
blast 

In tangles blown. She smiles quite unper¬ 
turbed At last. 

At last. But soon tho rain, the fog, the haze 
May spoil light frocks that now sweep gaily 
past. 

For tempera mutantur ; snoh fine days 
Can’t last 


Teayelling Motto at Holiday Tim*.— 
“ Too many Cooks (tourists) spoil the Con 
tinenti” 







WAITING THEIR TURN 

(7« the Mot Boom, St. Stephe n'« Bathe, WestmintUr.) 
Chief Attexdast H-bc-et (tolhimulf). “ WHICH SHALL I TAK3 
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WHEEL OR WOE. 

Maud (who has had the misfortune to bring her Cousin from Provincial Town into the How). “Bur, good gracious I I thought you 
wk.hr accustomkd to Horses ; in fact, you told mk you had been Riding a good deal lately.” 

Ifc {in intervals of bumping). “B-b— but it was A B--b—Bicycle 1 ” 


NOMINE TANTUM. 

Tin- morn, ns now for half a snore of years, 

I oomfortably caught thu nine-fifteen; 

At noon we met by chance— ns noonfide nears 
Such the weeks round our daily chance has 
b:en; 

Yet shipwrecked brother, nfcrly ooine to land, 
Could not more fiercely scheme by the hand. 
You ask me how I am, nor let it pass, 

Hut keep on asking fill I tell you how; 
’Twere rude to bid you not to be an ass, 
Churlish to turn a greeting to a row; 

Hut, knowing that my general health is fair, 
Why should you daily ask, why should you 
care? 

I sometimes wonder, while my knuckles ache 
With unrequited pressure of your digits, 
While whispered mysteries of nought you 
make, 

Arid take no notice of my patent fidgets— 

I wmder how a real old fnend you’d natter, 
And how reveal a really private matter. 
Think but a moment, {if you ever think,) 

1 never knead yourknuokleswith my thumb, 
t never proffer an untimely drink, 

About my own affairs 1 ever dumb, 

Yet I believe, in your impulsive way, 

You think we ’re bosom friends from child¬ 
hood’s day. 

Yea, though they brand onr Engli-h ways as 
oold, [huge city. 

Meetings like ours make glad the whale 
The magnate, weighty as though shod with 
gold, [writty. 

The lawyer’s clerk, precocious, slim and 
All have the same oonvulsive warmth of 
greeting 

For casual people whom they’re always 
meeting. 


Is it perchance self-preservation’s law j 

That drives good will, drowning in 

Mammon’s sea, 

To clutch in frenzy at a man of straw, 

And oheer a heart with the hand’s amity, 
That in the way of business would stab it— 

Or is it only an absurd bad habit ? 

A PUFF AND A BLOW. 

Should tropical weather continue, let dusted, 
wooden-pavemented, sorethroated, weary Ism- 
doner, take train Sunday Morning 11 a.m. Vic¬ 
toria, or rather let train take Aim, right away 
to Dover, where he will at onoo step on board 
the Calais-Jhiuvret, and get one hour and a 
quarter’s worth of ozone into his system. Then 
at 2.15 he will land at Calais, when, free of 
baggage, wraps, and all such-like impedi¬ 
menta, he will walk into the buffet of tho 
hotel, and having made his choice from many 
excellent things there set before him, he will 
proceed to walk into his dfjeuntr a la 
faurchette, for which meal be will have 
ample time, seeing that the Calait-Dauvret 
does not start on its return voyage till 3.45. 
After dfimner Domes tbe fuurekette, or ‘ ‘ fork 
out,” which, if the rapageur be wisgjy con¬ 
tent with the ordinaire, will amount to a 
very moderate sum. Then, exclaiming with 
the ancient pirate of bye-gone nautioal melo¬ 
drama, “ Onoe aboard the lugger and we are 
free," he will aaunter, leisurely, with eigar, 
pipe, or cigarette, according to the taste and 
lanoy of the smoker, down to the boat. 
There, if he be wise and wary, he will at onoe 
re-ctnberk, in order to secure a comfortable 
arm-chair in a good position, long before any 
trains bearing hot and dusty travellers from 
Belgium or Faria shall appear. There ho turn 
ait, smoking oalmly under a cool sunshade, I 


placidly watching the shooting of the lug¬ 
gage, which is unattended by any danger, 
each box going off with a very slight noise, 
and he oan calmly wonder at the anxiety of 
tho passengers. Then, farewell F’ranoe, wel¬ 
come book to tho shores of Old England, and 
the adventurous Briton will find himself 
landed at Viotoria Terminus by 7.15 or it may 
ho 7.20, with another ozonised appetite, ready 
for a dinner rhe; lui ,—or chez anybody who ’(1 
give him one,—and afterwards, sumoiently 
tired, neither fagged nor weary, he will be 
certain of a good sleep at an early hour, arid 
sure to wake in the morning alt the better and 
fresher for his outing and nis inn-ing. 

[N.B.—Fine weather and gentle breeze 
taken for granted.] 

LINES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 

IV.—BzTWmm tijk 1)am is. 

If I were -Jack, and you wore-J ill, 

Our waltz of some few minutes hack 
Perchance had been a “ frightful thrill ”— 
If you were Jill, and I were Jack ! 

If I were Jack (that ’a—Sn-and-8o), 

Of smiles your face would know no lack ; 
That you were strotohed on boredom's rack 
You would not do your best to show, 

If 1 were Jack. 

If you were Jill {that‘a—Somebody), 

I should not find ‘‘the work ” np-hill; 

No treading conversation’s mill— 

Floor, music, theatres—wearily, 

If you were Jill. 

If you were Jnx, and I were Jack, 

A kinder light your eyes would fill, 

And I should not look glum and black 
If I were—J ack, and you were—J ill 1 * 
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OUB BOOKING-OFFICE. 

"A delightful book,” quoth 
the Baron, " is David Garrick, 
written by my worthy friend, 
Joswa Knight, F.8.A. Let me 
reoommend thia work aa one to be 
placed by your reading chair, and 
to be taken up, aa was Mn. 
Gamp’i bottle, when so dispoged, 
and oftentimes will you thus enjoy 
a Knight with Garricx.” One 
of the moat humorous among very 
many aneodotes in this book is 
that about Boswell going to the 
8iuiESFr.AU FCte oostumed as a 
Corsican, within his pocket a poem 
he had written for the occasion, 
and “which,” says Mr. Kittour 
simply, “he intended to speak, 
but the crowd would not suspend 
its diversions to hear him.” That's 
all: but isn't it delightful! Poor 
llozzY! I 

The Baron is more than pleased 
to see once again the deft hand of 
Mr. T. II. 8. Kscorr at work in 
reviewsand magazines. Hispapcr, 
entitled “ Edmund Yates, an Ap¬ 
preciation and a Ketrospoot,” is 
most interesting to the Baron, who 
can call to mind the persons ho 
mentions in literary and jour¬ 
nalistic connection with Emt ran 
Yams—though the Baron docs not 
happen to remember them in this 

f articular connection, but as a 
mnd of brothers quite apart, and 
all of them younger by Borne years 
than Edmund Yates, who, at the 
time lloon, 1 'howsk, H. 8. Leigh 
and others were ooinmenoing, had 
made hin name in literature, was 
Charles Dickens's henchman, 
and had been also more or less sne- 
oessful, in combination with a Mr. 
H Arrington, as a dramatist. The 
time l speak of is when II. J. 
lit bon “nourished,” and when 



“all the world was young.” The 
World itself, of course, not having 
been born or thought of. Looking 
bank to< those days the Baron 
thinks that Mr. Ebcott does him¬ 
self an iniustioe, and that he is 
younger than he thinks he is. Be 
thia as it may, he will in any oase 
have a stock of pleasant memories 
to draw upon, and now, if his 
health permit, all will look for¬ 
ward to what he cannot look 
forward to himself, i.e., his re¬ 
miniscences. “ Profit! Mr. 
Bacon! Tour health, happiness, 
and a long life to you, quoth the 
gladsome 

Bakov de Book-Works. 


Henley Notes.—W hy did the j 
onlookers persist in making a 
trouble of a pleasure-bout ? De¬ 
lightful time, but racing not 
much. 

By Eton 
Eadley 
Was beaten 
Badly. 

Lota of pluck 
But no fuck. 


Guy and Vivian Nickalls 

S " to the front in the Diamond 
sure Sculls, sixth and seventh 
heat. There was no doubt abont 
the heat during Henley week, as 
“ seventh heat” only feebly ex¬ 
presses the temperature. The 
betting on Guv, in sovereigns, 
resulted in a loss of Guinness. 
The inscription which goes with 
the Diamond Sculls is done in 
NlCKALLs-silver. 


OUR FEMALE DECADENTS. 


Bulkeley Biggs (a charming fellow, but a bad dancer). "I can’t ot,s schoolboy again, 
think WHAT all th* Gihls ABE coming to 1 They 've oot no Examiner. What issaid to have 
Back-bonks ! Five wanted TO sit Oirr A Dance with me to- been the food of the Homeric gods? 
night i ” Boy. Neotarines and ammonia. 


MR. PUNCH TO TWO NOBLE SPORTSMEN. 

Witat, Ladas licked and the stout Valkyrie 
sunk I 

How are the hopes of noble champions shrunk! 

Oh, most tinfrabjous day 1 
No more can Hosebkuv boast the unbeaten 
' orack,” [baok” 

Ne more that yacht will go "galumphing 
rrixe-wiuncr glad and gay I 

Punch sympathises with his friend Dun- 
HAVKN, 

Who nevermore may sec return to haven 
That gallant,’luckless yaeht. 

Pkimrosk, dear boy, even the fleet Ladas 
May yield without disgrace to Isinglass, 

But BuUingdtm that ’a hot 1 

Perchance the Nonconformist Conscicnoo now 
May be conciliated! Anyhow 

The horse may “ oomo again," 

But that proud yacht lies twenty fathom 
deep! 

May N Eire Nt carefully and kindly keep 
That hull beneath his main. 

Sure thoro is nothing of her but should 
change 

Bea-shanen into something rich and strange. 

Well, England will regret 
With a good sportsman by disaster struck, 
And hope he ’ll live with a new yacht—and 
luck 

To lick the Y’ankoe yet 1 


TALK IN COURT. 

(Consequent on the Peerage. Invading the Banks 
of the Bar.) 

May it please your Lordship, the Duke, 
my learned and noble junior, will read the 

** 1 wilfieavc it to my noble and learned friend 
the Marquis to examine the next witness, 

I can quite understand your Lordship's 
annoyance, but I can assure you, my lord, 
that the noble Earl from whom I receive my 
instructions promised that tho documents 
should be forthcoming. 

1 suppose we may leave the question of 
oobIs to be settled by our juniors the illustrious 
Prince and the hereditary Earl Gardener f 

Really, Duke, I must ask you not to inter¬ 
rupt me while I am conducting this cross- 
examination, 

1 regret, my Lord, that my young and 
promising junior, who has but recently been 
called *io the Bar, ahould have made the 
concession, bat it is only right to tell your 
Lordship that the nobleman in question— 
the Duke of Hebnk Bat— misunderstood his 
instructions, 

I am lorry, my Lord, that absence in 
another port of the building prevented me 
from addressing your Lordship. I trust, 
however, that the inexperienee of my noble 
and learned friend, the Visoount Totten¬ 
ham Court Road, will not be allowed to 
prejudice my client s interest*. 

As your Lordship pleases! 


A SONC OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY. 

Mamma is a judge of divorces. 

Sister Anne is a learned U.C., 

Eliza is great upon horses. 

And Dora a thriving M.D, 

Aunt Jane is a popular preacher. 

Aunt Scsan a dealer in stocks, 

While Father, the gentlest old creature, 
Attends to the family socks. 

Aunt Polly ’s a marvel ct knowledge, 
With any amount of degrees. 

She’s Master or head of some college— 

I forget whether Corpus or Cams— 
Aunt Nell is the eminent oonnsel { 
Who pleads at the criminal bar, 

And I feed the oanary with groundsel 
For I’m learning to be a Papa. 

I’m to marry a girl in the City, 

She allows me a hundred a year 
To dress on, and make myself pretty. 

And keep me in baoey and beer. 

The duties P—Oh, as for the duties. 

You can possibly guess what they are; 
And I warrant the boys will be beauties 
That are destined to oall me Papa. 


“Barbt, come up!” (Quotation from 
Shakspsars by a" gsltlebal with a cold id ’is 
’cod.”)—Mr. J. Wolfe Barry was made “ a 
Companion of the Bath,” aa a recognition of 
his having done his best for the Thames. 
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to-night Bill recommitted in respect of this clause, end on stroke of 
midnight the whole thing wu done with. 

“ We Lihenls,” slid the Member for Sabi, “ always know better 




perstivo leisure of week end we think over how the Budget Bill was 
passed, and what would have happened if we had worried the Sqhibk 
into going one of our diverse ways.” 

.Business done.—Bndget Bill. 

JiiMtfay,—Enter the apothecary. It was Cap'en Tommy Bowles 
who brought him on. The last person in any one's mind. House in 
Committee on Army Estimates; Hambchy to the fore. Bound to 



House of Commons, Honda;/, July 2.—“ I am sorry," said Cap’en 
Tommt Bowles, "that there is no Chatham, Buhkk, or Fox alive 
at this moment to resist this projeot of taxing the Colonies.” 

In their unavoidable absence the Cap'fn, contrary to his enstom, 
offered a few remarks. It had been jnst as well if he had omitted 
the preliminary one. He really did not mean anything, much less 
did he desire deliberately to Send his friends Baetley. Butcheh, 
and Bykhe. But, as the poePremarks, Evil is wrought by want of 
thought, and the invidivusness of Tommy's remark lost nothing of 
sting beoause he had not intended to hurt anyone's feelings—exoept, 
of course, those of Sucnut op Malwood, and that is a legitimate 
occupation. When an enthusiastic female admirer observed to the 
eminent Whistles that he and Velasquez were the two greatest 
artists of times undent or modem, Jf.mmt modestly observed, “ Why 
dragin Velasquez?" Thus Bartley, Botchf.h, and Bysne turned 
upon Tommy with reproachful glance and murmured, “Why drag 
in Chatham, Bonn, and Fox?” 

However, all over now. The midnight bells chiming over sultry 
London proclaim passing of Budget Bill through Committee. Been 
a long hard fight, monotonous in its continuity, occasionally exciting 
in its divisions, oontinnonsly illustrative of Englishman’s faculty of 
never knowing when he's beaten. Honours rest with Sunt** of 
Malwood, who throughout has unflinchingly and, in the main, good 
humourediy, borne the brant of battle. The flesh is weak, 
especially when there is a good deal of it, and the thermometer 
. stands at 82° in the shade. The Squibs has snapped occasionally. 
Joint's apologetic figure, upright at oppocite side of table, proving 
! unfailing, irresistible, inoentive. Even worse to bear have been the 
i desertion of a few followeri and the importunity of many. Had the 
Sqpibi been a weaker man, he would long ego have brought the 
Closure to bear on obstruction, and there would have followed a 
state of irritation, amid which, if Budget was not wrecked, it would 
have appropriated the whole time of an extended Session, The 


was particularly hard lines, sltergistang Clause XX Vll. through 
lest Wednesday with a majority of over hau a hundred, to bo oom- 
mod to reoammit Bill, in order that Clam or might chortle, and 
funMOHOMge. Bquibi adrieed to resist; condemned from his own 
side when he yielded. But what happened ? At quarter past ten 


in the current Session. TheC af’es hitherto had peculiar advantage, 
seeing that for many weeks he has been, so to speak, cruising in 
home waters. Having been brought up on legaoy tax, teethed on 
death duties, Tommy surprised himself and the House with the 
oommand he displayed over intrioaoies of Budget Bill. Haicbcrt 
then fell behind. How, with House in Committee on Army Estimates, 
he oan show Tommy a olean pair of heels, a spectacle in whioh that 
eminent tad able Marine may or may not take keen personal 
interest. 

Hahbbey began at onoe raising point of order; Hellos ruled him 
out like s shot; so went off on another tack. Adventured the 
startlingly novel proposition that “ promotion should be by merit.” 
Enlarged Ob the theme for twenty minutes; sat down only when he 
ooncluded that audience had fully mastered the proposition, contem¬ 
plation of whioh was new to their bewildered mind. 

It was at this stage Tommy towed in the apotheoary. He appeared 
on the scene quite as abruptly as Borneo’s acquaintance in the streets 
of Mantua:— 

X do remember an apothecary, 

And hereabout he dwells. 

Cat’eh omitted details; but House gathered that his friend the 
apothecary was, like Borneo's, meagre of looks, worn to the hones by 
sharp misery. This condition engendered by circumstance that he 
had been brooding in his needy shop, among the green earthen pots, 
bladders, and musty seeds, remnants of paokthread and old cakes of 
roses, upon fact that whilst there are surgeon-majors in the Army, 
there are no auotheoary-mojors. On behalf of Ilia absent friend, 
Tommy demanded an explanation from Becuetahy or State foe 
Wae. 

Cawmkll-Baxheeman with the ruthless disregard of Shuksperion 
traditions that seems to suit the War Office, said "apothecaries are 
on expiring olass,” a way of putting it that suggested they hail been 
' dosing themselves. Their plane was now filled by non-oommissioned 
officers, who were oalled oompoundors of medicine. 

What a fall is here. Fanny Borneo going about the moonlit 
streets of Mantua calling out. " What ho! Compounder of M edicine.” 

| This callous romark had such effeot on Cap’en Tommt that he laid 
aside his speaking-trumiwt, and was heard no more through the live- 
; long night. Business dime.—Some Votes in Army Estimates. 

Thursday.— Looked in after dinner just now; startled to find 
Hahbbey on his legs, with bit of dirty white rag held out in 
i both hands towards Treasury Bench. Not many Members present; 

, those on Liberal side vociferously cheering. Cawmhll-Banhkbmam 
, looking in better temper oven than usual; which was strange since 
’ Committee ou Army Estimates been at it rinoo four o'clock, and only 
[ one vote passed. Woouall, only other oocupant of Treasury Bench, 

. been shewing how a man may smile and smile, and be a Financial 
Secretary to the War Office. Now the smile broadens till it stretches 
r almost full length of Treasury Benoh. As Saek says, it justifies 
, Rhdtahd Elmira's bold imagery of Boss sitting on a Ducking 
. charger, 

With a smile round both ycr ears, 

. Ain't yo Bobs P 

L Cabstoh just hustled in, holding telegram at arm's length. It is 
, Hie reading id this that has broken the monotony of Committee with 
r noise of cheering, sad dashed a smile along the Ministerial benohos 
, like a sudden flash of sunlight. Only for this merry mood, one 
[ entering the Hogge at this particular moment might fear the worst. 
9 Hahbbey been at it hour after hour since Tuesday, when House got 
9 into Committee on Navy Estimates, Cawmell-Bahhebmax, a 
9 person of imperturbable temper. .But there are limits to human 
i endurance; now they seem to have been reached. This telegram 
1 Cabstoh has brought in and banded to War Minister doubtless 
b announces that all is ready; a file of soldiers waits on the Terraoe; 
t Hahbbey will be seized, bound, carried forth, blindfolded, shot; 

and then the Committee will really get to business, and vote Supply, 
i A sad fate for one only moderately middle-aged. Tu Fas voulu 
- Eobxet William. Still, cannot withhold the tear of pity as the 
1 hapless man stands olntohing at the extended white flag whioh 
i announces his eapitulation, his entreaty for pardon, his promise of 
> better oonduct in futuro. 
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miu.-IUkbkhmak, Happened to bring it 
out just at the moment when new* arrived 
of a (treat Liberal victory matched at the 
poll* at Atteroliffe, That ’• all. 

Butineie done ,—Two vote* in Army 
Estimates, 

Home of Lord*, Friday .—Peers not 
habitually given to tears, To-night the; 
Mabkiss plunged them (especially Ministers) 
into condition of abject woe. Only said 
that England was the head-quarters of the 
Anarchist operations, the laboratory in 
which all their oontrivanoes were hatched. 
Roskbkkt jumped at opportunity with in¬ 
tuition of Old Parliamentary Hand. En¬ 
larged upon it with skill of born debater. 
Mahkisx saw his mistake. Hadn't meant 
anything j only his way of putting a ease. 
Ilut here was Kosbbkby pitilessly making 
it clear how the Leader of the Patriot 
Party had given his country away to tho 
Paris gossips; how he had assumed a state 
rhii 


ex-l’rime Minister and ex-8eoretary of State, 
for Foreign Affairs, would be made much f 
of by the enemy abroad. 

Mabkiss for onoo so singed by his own! 
blazing indiscretion that he did not wait for j 
Horn, miibiiu Macdohhkj.i.'k convenient cor- 1 
respondent, but forthwith ondeavoured to [ 
explain away his remarks. This led only j 
to tears coursing more rapidly down Rosk- 
ii kuv’s pained fauc, whilst Bmincrh forlornly 
shook his beard as if it were the Hag of 
England drooping under the shamed skies, 
and Kimdkulky dolefully dropped his head. 

A pretty scene, admirably staged and acted, i 
ltunnem done .—The Makkiss puts his 
foot in it. 





The Two Bar&he. j r • 

« ... . . , i Jritth Jarvty . “ Let mr MiRivtc TBB Honour to Dunkkn Head.” 

.. Womah, yon romp in with caso, ] Knytith Tonriet. “I have nkes that, Pat. 1 west tiikkuuTwo Years 

It you 're not proud you re hard to please: j AH0- - § 

ni™ ", n H V<3r \ n .... <> j ■ , « ncy . "Ah, van Ho.voua, rhurk they’ve auded to the Suenkry 

Of the Grand Sa ka and ‘ BaraiiUband. srsi'E that toimk !” 


Starti.iso for I1kr.—Mts. R.’anieoe read out the heading of a| 
paragraph in the Daily Graphic last Thursday, which sounded to 
her attentive aunt like “ The New ltaby.” Mrs. R. was all attention, 
exjieeting some gratifying intelligence from White Lodge. Imagine j 
her astouishment when her niaee eontinned, “An addition to the j 

collection of the Zoological Sueiety of London was made last week-” i 

"What!!!” exolaimed Mrs. U., and her nieoe continued.) "When! 
a gun was born at the menagerie in Regent's Park.” The excellent 
lauy was dumb with amazement. Then her niece showed her tho 
heading which was “ A Gnu Baby," with the illustration of the gnu 
baby and the old mother. 

RuoRMtOMMtKci is Art.— Said Professor Dbwar, in a recent lec¬ 
ture, " A perfeotly clean plate of metal does not phosphoresce, but 
tho merest trace of grease -such as is left by the touch of the hand 
— will make it brightly luminous.” Take, adds llfr. Punch, byway 
of example, a perfectly clean plate of metal, apply la it the hand at 
a skilled etcher, say of Professor IIobrbt Ikbkomer, It. A., and the 
result will be brightly luminous, and what it more, it will last, and 
its bright luminosity will increase with age, 

V ive Roskiikry!—T he owner of I.adai celebrated the Derby 
triumph with an entertainment to the Epaom Poor of the Union, 
Workhouse, all Unionists, of course, which makes the Premier’s j 
Lodasian horse-pitulity still more noble. "This week His Lordship < 
entertains the Epsom tradesmen,” so it is announoed. One of the 
entertainments will be of a novel naval character, and will oonsitt of 
a hornpipe by the celebrated Old Epsom Balts. Afterwards nautical 
song, “ All in the Dotrnt." I 


R*am.t Sussim,f.. The Lord Chief Justice of England, Lord 
Rossku. of Killowen, (and if there is anything in a name isn t this 
“ Justioe to Ireland " >) will commence his judicial duties, after the 

__I_!. _- A .1 . _ WT I .. 1_ TT• __f_ A —1 l 


! hi* l«gal wig, the Lord Chief will simply take it off and put it on 
the Black. _ 

Sim Knows!—Mrs. R. is much pained on hearing that in si me 
parts of the Potteries the favourite song is the well-known one 
containing the lines 

The besting of his own wife 
Wss all the sound he heard. 

As she shrewdly remarks, this indicates the manner in wnicb the 
cottar in this district is accustomed to spend his Saturday night. 

Oob Toby axd his Anxious FKtBHDS.-— Afr. Punch has received 
several letters reminding him that the Duke of Uctlaud it a Cantab, 
not an Oxonian aa stated in our Tour’s “ Essence " for June 30. ToBr 
is delighted to hear it. He will remember in future that “ Mr. 

\ Crummtei is not a Prussian,” Ao., Ac. 


" Los non Platobochm.”—D rury Lane, Lyoeum, Haymarket, 
Toole’s, Ac., Ao. The respective managers sav they prefer to tec 
these crammed, and object to all " open spaces.” 
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A RIVERSIDE LAMBiTi 

lx my garden, where the row 
By the hundred gail^blow*, 
And the river freshly flows 
Close to me, 

I can sijend the summer day 
In a quite idyllic way; 

Simply charming, you would 
say, 

Could you see. 

I am far from stuffy town, 
Where the soots meander 
down, 

And the air seems —being 
brown- 

Cloae to me. 

I am far from rushing train; 
Bradshaw does not bore my 
brain, 

Nor, comparatively plain, 

A B (, 

• 

To my punt I con impair. 

If the weather's fairly fair, 
But one grievancel have there; 
Close to me, 

As I sit and idly dream. 
Clammy oorpaea ever seem 
Floating down the placid 
stream 

To the sea. 

Though the boats that crowd 
the look— 

Such an animated blook !— 
Bring gay damsels, quite a 
nook. 

Close to me, 

Vet I heed not tasty togs. 
When, as motionless as logs, 
Float defunct and dismal dogs 
There autsi. 
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As in Egypt at a feast, 

With eaoh party comes at least 
One sad corpse, departed beast, 
Close to me; 

Till a Canon might go off, 
TillaDean mightswear or scoff, 
Or a Bishop-tip-top toff 
In a see. 

Floating to me from abovo, 

If it stick, with gentle shove, 
To my neighbour, whom I love, 
Close to me, 

1 send oneaeh gruesome guest. 
Should I drag it out to rest 
In my garden f No, I’m blest! 
Non, merci! 


OCR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“Foe a modest diah of 
oamp-pie. suited to barracks 
and youth militant, oommend 
me,” quoth one of the Baron’s 
j Baromtea, “ to Only a 
i Drummer - Boy, a maiden 
! effort, and unpretentious, like 
! its author, who calls himself 
I Arthur Amyamd, but is 
; really Captain Arthur 
Drummer Haggard. He has 
the rare advantage, missed by 
most people who write soldier 
novels, of knowing what he is 
talking about. If there are 
faults ‘ to pardon in the draw¬ 
ing's lines,’ they are faults of 
teehniqueandnotof anatomy.” 
“The Court is with you,” 
quoth the Baron dk B.-W. 


Horn. Note.- The chef at 
every Gordon Hotel ought to 
| be a “ Gordon Bleu." 


THE VOLUNTEER'S VADE XECVK. j 

[Bidry Edition.) 

Question, What is the ambition of every 
rifleman F • 

Answer. To beoome an expert marksman. 

Q. How is this to be kner 
A. By practice at tft regimental butts 
(where such accommodation exists), and ap¬ 
pearing at Bisley. 

Q. Is the new site of the Nations! Rifle 
Association better than the last F 
A. Certainly, for those who eome to Bisley 
intend to shoot. 

Q. But did anyone turn up at Wimbledon 
for any purpose other than marksmanship f 
A. Yes, tor many of those who occupied the 
tents used their marquees merely aa a suitable 
resting-plaoe for light refreshments. 

Q. Is there anything of that kind at Bisley ? 
A. Not maoh, as the nearest place of inte- 
ffcst is a crematorium, and the most beautiful 
grounds in the neighbourhood belong to a 
oemotery, 

Q. Then the basinets of Bisley is shoot¬ 
ing F 

A. Distinctly. Without the rifle, the place 
would be as melancholy aa its oompanicn 
spot, Woking. 

Q. In this plaoe of useful work, what is 
the first object of the marksman ? 

A. Te ooore heavily, if potable; bat, at 
any rate, osoore. 

Q. Ini neoeaeary to appear in uniform F 
A. That depends upon the regulations 
commanding the prize competitions, 

Q. What is uniform F 
A. As muoh or as little of the dress of a 
corps that a judge will order a marksman to 
adopt. 


Q. If some marksmen were paraded with 
iheir own oorpa, how would they look ? 

A. They would appear to be a sorry sight. 

Q. Why would they appear to be a sorry 
sight F 

A. Beoause over a tunic would appear a 
straw hat, and under a pouch-belt fancy 
tweed trousers. 

Q. But surely if the Volunteers are anxious 
to improve themselves they will practise 
“ smartness" F 

A. But they do not want to promote smart¬ 
ness ; they wont to win oups, or the value of 
oups. 

Q. What ia the greatest reward that a 
marksman can obtain F 

A. Some hundreds of pounds, 

Q. And the smallest F 

A. A dozen of somebody’s champagne, or 
a box of someone else’s soap. 

Q. Under all the eireumstaneesof the rase, 
what would be an appropriate rule for Bisley r 

A. look after the cup-winning, and every¬ 
thing elm will take care of itself. 


LATEST PARLIAMENTARY BETTING. 
General Election STAggp. 

2 to 1 on Rosebery and Ladas (ooupled). 

25 to 1 agst Haroourt’s Resignation. 

50tol — Nonconformist Consoieaoe. 

70 to 1 — Budget Bill (off—75 to 1 taken). 
100 to 1 — Ministerial Programme. 

Foe Places (Next Session Siaees). 

2 to 1 on Asquith far the Leadership. 

12 to 1 agst the I-abouohere Peerage. 

New Premiership Selling Stakes. 

12 to 1 on Gladstone lledivivos. 

200 to 1 agat any other. 


AS WE LIKE IT. 

(J Aquas resume.) 

- Ail the world'a upon the stage. 

And here and there you really get a player : 
The exits rather than the entrances 
Are regulated by the County Council j 
And one man in a season sees a lot— 

Seven plays a week, including mutinies, 

And several acts in each. And first the infant, 
A vernal blossom of the Garrick Caste, 
Flaying the super in his bassinet, 

Ana innocently causing some obagrin 
To Mr. Eccles. Then there’s Archibald, 
New Boy, and nearly father to the man. 
With mourning on his face and kicks behind, 
Returning under strong connubial stress 
Unwillingly to school. And next the lover, 
Sighing like Alexander for fresh fields, 

And plunging wofully to win a kiss, 

Evan to hie very eyebrows. Then the soldier, 
Armed with strange maxims and a carpet-hag, 
Cock-Shaw in military ironies, 

And blowing off the bubbling repartee [staff. 
With chooolate injhis mouth. And next is Fal- 
In fair round belly with good bolsters lined, 

1 Full of wide sores, and badly out about 
By Windsor hussies,—modern instances 
Of the revolting woman. Sixthly, Charley's 
Aunt. 

Now ancient as the earth, and ahifting still 
The Fenley pantaloons, for ladios’ gear, 

Her fine heroic waist a world too wide 
For the slim corset, and her manly lips, 
Tuned to the treble at a maiden's ]' 

, Grasping a big cigar. Last scene 
j The season's (dose and mere oblivion; 

' Away to Europe and the provinces ; 

And London left forlorn without them all, 
Sans-Gene, Sanlusia, yea, nans everything. 


vol. ora. 










A GOOD TIME COMING! 
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"A GOOD TIME COMING!" 

(Audit BAS ben a good time coming .) 
l” The na» of mixwf .hum. and skill which the farmer plan each 
year with Nature ia atill undecided; but, if the fanner wine, lua win¬ 
ning* will be large indeed.”— Tht “ Tima ” on Taming Prospects.) 

British Farmer, log. .— 

Bum my old bones !—they ’re weary ones, wherefore I takes 
small shame— 

For the first time for many a year mine lookt a winning game! 
A “ bumper”*harveet P Blissful thought! For long I ’ve been 
fair stuok, 

But now 1 really hope 1 see a change in my had luok. 

True, my opponent is a ohap 'tie doosed hard to match. 

I seed a picture onoe of one a playing ’gainst Old Scratch, 

And oftentimes I feels like that, a-sticking all together, 

Against that demon-dicer whom we know as British Weather! 
What use of {doughs and patience, boys, or skill, and seed, and 
sickle, 

’Qainst frost, and rain, and blighted grain, and all that’e foul 
and fickle ? 

When the fly is on the tnrmuts, and the blight ia on the barley, 
And meadow* show like sodden swamps, a fanner do get 
snarley. 

But now the crops from hay to hops show promising of plenty, 
A-dcmbling last year’s average, plus a entry ten or twenty. 

And s'traw is good, unoommon so, and barley, wheat and oats, 
Sir, 

Make a rare ahow o’er whose rich glow the long-tried farmer 
gloats, Sir! 

Beans ain’t so bad, spite o’ May frosts j turnip* and swedes look 



Though the irost and fly the mangolds try, and the taters won't 
be whopping. 

Those poor unlucky taters! If there’s any mischief going, 

They cop their share, and how they ’ll fore this year there ain’t 

And peas is good, and hros is bad, or baddish. But,byjingo! TO GOLFER8, 

The sight o’ the hay as I saw to-day is as good as a glass of Siuqestion kok a Kainy Day'. Spillikins on a Grand Scale. 

stingo. ---— --—--- 

Pastures and meadows promise prime, well nigh the country over, 

Though them ns depend on their clover-crop will hardly he in clover. WHAT WE M AY EXPECT SOON. 

But take ’em all, the big and small, the cereals, roots, and grasses, „ _ , .... , , , 

There’s slump o’ cheer for the farmers’ hearts, ana the farmers’ Fy Our Own IFire.—Dispute broken out between local employer 
wives and lasses; of labour—Shoemaker with two apprentices—and his hands. One 

1 f only him I’m playing against—well, p’r’aps I’d best be civil,— apprentice won’t work with t’ other. Shoemaker looked out both. 

If he isn’t Jbhmy Sodampoot though, he has the luck o' the divil. Later Neves,— Dispute developing. Amalgamated Association of 
With liia rain and storm and.oold and hot, and his host of inseot Trado Unions sent fifty thousand men with rifles into town. Also 
horrors, [to-morrers. park of artillery. Arbitration suggested, 

I. no fair foe for farmer <4ap. as is mortial men and Christians. ,Winkle * * 1 

Look at him damply ghwering there with a eye like a hungry willing to aeoept Arbitration in principle. 

vulture! A Bay After. —Conflicts to-day between opposing foroos. Streets 

With his blights at hand, and his floods to oommand, he’s the soourge resemble battle-field. Authorities announce—“will shortly act with 
of Agriculture. [turning, vigour.” Enrolled ten extra polioemen. Police, including extra ten, 

But howsomover, although ho’s olever, luck’s all, and mine seems oaptured by rioters, and looked up in their own oells. Business— 
Oh! for a few more fair fine weeks, not swamped, nor yet too burning, except of undertakers—at standstill. 

When the sun shines sweet on the slanting wheat, with tho bees Latest Developments.— More oonfliots, deaths, outrages, inoen- 
tbrough tho clover humming, diariam. Central Government telegraphs to Shoemaker to take back 

And us farmer chaps with a cheery heart mil sing “ There's a good both apprentices to stop disastrous disorder. No reply. Shoemaker 
time coming /”__ end both apprentices been killed in riots. 

. ... Close of the Struggle.- Stock of gunpowder exhausted. Both 

A MODERN MADAME. Bides inclined to aooept compromise. Boaro of Conciliation formed. 

. (AecordiogtoihsNmcMwolofTcachcrs.) 

She believes in nothing but herself, and never accepts her own ___ 

personality seriously. ‘ 

cii. _ i . _:_ i! ' _ _al _ at. __ J l_ IX X_ X _ m • a ..... i i a T »... f t i it . n iul.a ai_ 


She writes more than she reads and seldom scribbles anything. insects thatiiestroytd the crops one year and gave ao many persons 

She has no feelings, and vet has a yearning after the intense. the influenza 'i 1 think you ’ll And I r m right.” 

She is the antithesis of her grandmother, and has made further -- - — — - 

development ingcnenitions to come quite impossible. Epigrammatic Description m a Billiard Plater, of thk 

She thinks without the thoughts ot a male, and yet has lost the BELB ction of the Chief Minstrel to be the Recipient of a 
comprehension of a female. • . .. Prize at the recent Eisteddfod.-"** Spot Bard.” 

To sum up, she is hardly up to the standard of a man, and yet has __ 

sunk several fathoms below the level of a woman. Accidents jn ora eottknest Rotten Kow.-The sooner the 

■■- 1 .. i —- --- ~ cause (t.s. Rotten Row itself) of the numerous oomplsints is well 

Men. at Lohd’s nraiNo tbe Eton and Hahsow, Fbidat, grounded, the better fer the equestrians. 


comprehension of a female. 

To sum up, she is hardly up to the standard of a man, and yet has 
sunk several fathoms below the level of a woman. 


Men. at Loud’s dcmnci tee Eton and Hahsow, Fbidat, gtoun 
Jolt 13. {It rained the better part, which became the worse part, 
of the day .)—Not much use trying to do anything with any " mat oh ” Nat 

ia the wet. isafsi 


, the better fer the equestrians. 


National Rstleciion (wuhkstkd b* hecbst Yaoht-Racb).—I t 
is of small nae Bhitaknia being Bhitaksta unless she be also Vigilant. 
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LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A Story in Scene,.) 

PART III.—THE TWO ANDROMEUA8. 


The Countess of Canttre enters with her daughter. Lady 
Mamie Mull. 

Lady Cantire (to Footman). Get a compartment for us, and .two 
ot-warmers, and a seoond-olass as near #ur» as yon can for 


PART III.—THE TWO AKDROME1IA8. ; foot-warmers, and a seoond-olass as near #urs as yon can for 

Scene Ill-Opposite « Batoay**** * - London Ter,,,in,,,. 

Tmr,- Saturday, 4.25 r.H. we mn<1 get to md on the journey. (To Clerk.). I wont a 

Dry,dale (to hi, friend, GaU’KID Undehsheij., whom he i, book of some sort—no rubbish, mind; something serious and 
“ eceina off"). Twenty minutes to spare; time enough to lay in any improving, and not a work of fiction. 

quantity of light literature. Clerk. Exactly so, Ma’am. Let me see. Ah, here’s Alone with 

Under,hell (in a head mire). I fear the merely ephemeral does not the 'Airy Ainoo. How would you like that t 
appeal to me. But I should like to make a little experiment. (To Larly Cant, (with decirion). I should not like it at all 

the Booketall Clerk.) A—do you happen to hare a copy left of Clerk. I quite understand. Well, I can give you Three’ Undred 

Clarion Bum's Andromeda f Way, of Dremng the Cold Mutton —useful little book for a family, 


Clerk, Not in stock, Sir. Never 'sard of the book, but daresay j redoooed to one and ninepenoe. 

I oould get it. for you. Here's a Detective Story we're soilin’ like | Lady Cant. Thank you, I think I will wait until I am reduced 
’ot cakes —The Man with the Mitring Toe—very oleverly written (to one and ninepenoe. 

story, Sir. ! Clerk. Precisely. What do you Buy to Seven ’ Undred Side- 

J t __!.L.J A- 1_ tk.A __ -It tm. • M I a... a ' a IT I t ' •'w 


and here my Andromeda ,.which no 
less an authority than the Daily 
Chrontele hailed as tho uprising of a 
new and splendid era in English tkmg- 
meklng, a Poetic ltonaseenoo, my poor 
Andromedai, trampled underfoot by 
— (rhoking )—Men with Missing Toesl 
Whatasatireonour so-called Progress! 

Dry,. That, a purblind public should 
prefer a Shilling Shocker for railway 
reading when for a modest half-guinea 
they might obtain a numbered volume 
of Coming Tootry on hand-made paper! 

It doe, soora incredible, -but they do. 
Well, if they oan’t read Andromeda /[ 
on t he journey, they can at least peruse 
a stinger on it in this week’s Saturday. 
Seen it. P 

I ad. No. I don’t vex my soul by 
reading oritieisms on my work, I am 
no Keats. They may howl—but they 
will not kill mr. By the Way, the 
Speaker lmd a most enthusiastic notice 
lost week. 

Dry,. So yon saw that then P But 
yon ’re right not to mind the others. 
When a fellow’s oontrived to hang 
on to tho Chariot of Fame, he can’t 
wonder if a few rude and envious 
beggars call out “Whip behind I ” eh P 
Yon don’t want to get in yet P Sup¬ 
pose we take a turn up to the end of 
the platform. f They do. 

James Spitrueu., M.U.C.V.8., enter, 
with hi, friend, Thom An TaNRAKE, 
eflfmaiKU and Tanrake, Job and 
hiding Matter,, Mayfair. 

Spuirrtl. Yob, it’s lucky for me old 
Spavin being laid up like this—gives 
me a regular little outing, do vou see P 
going down to a swell place like this 
Wyvern Court, and being put up there ft 



nes to split our sides, with so many 
serious sooial problems pressing for 
solution P You are presumably not 
without intelligence; do you never 
reflect upon the responsibility you 
incur in assisting to ciroulate trivial 
and frivolous trash of this sort P 
Clerk (dubioutly). Well, 1 can’t 


“ Here’s ft detective story we ’re selliu’ like ’ot cukes.’' 


Lady Caul. That is no exouso for 
you—you ought to exercise some dis¬ 
crimination on your own aooount, 
instead of pressing people to buy what 
oan do them no possible good. You 
can give me a Soaely Snippet,. 

Ladu Maine. Mamma! A penny 
paper that, says suoh rude things about, 
the lloyal Family! 

Lady Cant. It’s always instructive 
to know what these creatures are say¬ 
ing about one, my dear, and it’s asto¬ 
nishing how they manage to find ont 
tho things they do. Ah. hero’s Gra- 
veneb ooming back. He’s got us a 
carriage, and we’d better get in. 

[.S’Ac and her daughter enter aftret- 
ela„ compartment: U.ndkksheij. 
and Drtsdade return. 

Dry,, (to Gndebshei.d). Well, I 
don’t sec Tmw where the insolence 
oomes in, These people have invited 
you to stay Mith them- 

Und. BuFwhy ? Not because they 
appreciate my work—whioh they pro¬ 
bably only half understand—but out 
of mere idle curiosity to see what 
manner of strange beast a Poet may 
be! And I don’t know this Lady 
Cplvewn— never met her in my life! 
What the deuee does she mean by 
sending me an invitation P Why 
should these smart women suppose 
that they are entitled to send for a 


AV yvern Court, and being put up there for a r day or two! I shouldn't Man of Genius.'as'if he was their lackey t Answer me that! 
wonder if they do you very well in the housekeeper's room. (7b Clerk.) J try,. Perhaps the delusion is encouraged by the fact that Genius 
Give me a Cmk l n aud last week's D,,g fancier', tluide. occasionally oondesoends to answer the hell. 

Clnk. We’ve returned the unsold copies. Could give you thi, Und. (reddening). Do you imagine I am going down to this plAse 
weeks; or there ,1 he Jtaobit'and Coultry breeder', Jountnl, simply to please them P 
Spurr. Oh, rabbits be Mowed! (7b Tanrake.) 1 wanted you to Dry,. 1 should think it a doubtful kinduesB, in your present frame 
>ee that notice they put in of Andromeda and me, with my photo of mind; and, as you are hardly going to please yourself, wouldn’t 
and all; it raid she was the beat bull-bitch they’d seen for many a it be more dignified, on the whole, not to go at all r 
day. and fully deserved her first ini7e. Und. You never did understand me! Sometimes I think I was 

Tiinrnkr. she s a rare good piteh, and no mistake But what horn to be misunderstood! But you might do me the justice to 
made you call her such an outlandish name P believe that I am nut going from merely snobbish motives. May 

Spurr. w ell, 1 tro* going to pall her Sal .■ but a chap at the I not feel that such a recognition as thiB is a tribute less to my poor 
Co uefte thought the other would look-more stylish if I ever meant to self than to Literature, ana that, as suoh, I have scarcely tho right 
exhibit her. Andromeda was oneof them Homan goddesses, you know, to decline it P 
i'anr. Oh. 1 know Mol right enough. Como and have a drink Dry,. Ah, if you pnt it in that way, I am silenoed, of course, 
‘"•‘•"re you start—just for luck—not that you want that. Und. Or what if I am going to snow these Patricians that—Poot 


exhibit her. Andromeda was one of them Homan goddesses, you know. todeclineitP 
Tanr. Oh. 1 know that right enough. Gome and have a drink Dry,. Ah, if you put it in that way, 
Iwtore you start—just for luck—not that yon want that. Und. Or what if I am going to sho’ 


Spurr. I ni luekv enough in most things. Tom ; in everything j of the People as I am—they can neither patronise nor Cajole meP 
; except love. I told you about that girl, you know— Emma— and) Dry,. Exactly, old chap—what if ytm or* f 
my hcim: as good as engaged to hor, and then, all of a sudden, she ** ’* . " 


_ . . _, „ ap—what if you ore * 

Und. I don’t say that I may not have another reason—a—a rather 
montio one—bat you would only sneer if I told you 1 I know you 
ink me a poor oreature whose head has been tamed by an nn- 
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4. Dry*. You're'not'going to try to pick s quarrel with an old chnc . 
an you? Come, you Know well enough 1 don't think anything of the 
tort. I'vft always said you bad the right stuff iu you, ana would 
show it some day; thro are even signs of it iu Andromeda hero and 
there; hut you ’ll do better things than that, if you ’ll only let some 
of the wind out of your head. I like you, old fellow, and that’s 
just why it riles mo to see you taking yourself so devilish seriously 
on the strength of a little volume of verse which has hean “boomed 1 ' 
for all it’s worth, and considerably more. You've only got your 
immortality on a short repairing lease at present, old boy! 

Vnd. {trith bitterncse). I am fortunate m possessing ruoh a candid 
friend. ButPl mustn’t keep you here any longer. 

Dry a. Very well. I suppose you 're going first P Consider the 
feelings of the CravEMir footman at the other end I 

Una. {«* heftngcrt a first-date ticket in hit pocket). You have a 
very low view of human nature 1 {Here he retnarkt a remarkably 
pretty face at a secand-dau window clou by.) As it happene, I am 
travelling second. [lie fete «'n. 

Dryt. {at the window). Well, good-bye, old ohap. Good luok to 
you at? Wyvern, and remember—wear your livery with as good a 
grace as possible. 

Vnd. 1 do not intend to wear any livery whatever. 

[ The owner of the pretty face regardeVnttoMaxa. with interest. 

Spurr, {coming out of the Sefrethment Hoorn). What, seoondf 
with all my exes. paid? Not likely ! I’m going to travel in style 
this journey. No-not a smoker; don’t want to create a bad 
impression, you know. This will do for mo. 

[ He gets into a compartment occupied by Lady Caktire and her 
daughter. 

Tatir. (n? the window). There — you 're off now. Pleasant 
jonrncy to you, old man. Hope you’ll enjoy yourself at this Wyvern 
Court you ’re going to—and I say, don’t forget to send me that nof ice 
of Andromeda when you get back! 

[ The Countess and Lady Maihib dart elightly; the tram mores 
out of the tdation. 

-—. —— | 

THE LATEST GREAT YACHT RACE. j 

{By our own Nautical- Special.) ; 

Dear Sir,—T he captain went on board the gallant Naughty Late j 
with h» Wind Lass. A Wind Lass is short for “ Winn’d Lass,” i.e. \ 
a Iasb he has won. I think her name is " Poll." The Captain says 
hs in always true to hor, and nothing will ever induce him to leave 
his dear Wind Lass ashore when he s afloat. Noble sentiment, but 
unpractical. Thofaot is (as whispered) the Wind Lass is jealous of the 
Naughty Late, and won't let the Captain go alone. When the other 
Captain went on board the rival of (he gallant Naughty Date, the 
Anne Nemone, and “ the crafty ones,” as they eall the sailors “in the 
know,” were ready to bet^ any money on the Anne Nemone. Both 
cutters "cut" (hence the name)well away from each other at the 
start, and a fresh breese coming up (the stale one had been got rid of) 
there was a lot of fore-rAhiug, until the Captain, who is an old hand 
at thissortof thing, sent found steward with brandy. "Allhandsfor 
grog! ” was then the order of the day, and we just managed to olear 
Muddle Point, leaving the home-maned (or " home-made,” I forget 
which is the technical term, but I suppose the latter, as she was 
built on the neighbouring premises) bout well to windward. After a 
free reach in this weather down to Boot Shore—where the vessel 
heeled over a bit, hut nothing to speak of, as it was soon remedied 
by a cobble that was close at hand—the Naughty Lass lifted her 
head-sails, and away we went for Inoog Bay, where nobody knew 
us, or we should have been received with three times three. 

At this moment the Anne Nemone, racing close to ns, let out a 
right good' 1 gybe,” which was in execrable taste, I admit, but whioh 
ought not to nave oalled for any retort from the captain’s Wind 
ku, who gave it her hot and atrong, and threatened to haul her over 
the ooal-seuttlers. Fortunately we were away again, and there was 
no time for opposite gybes. (I spell “ gybes ” in the old English 



I scarcely like to set down in full all fheard. At 1 p.m. aU hands 
were piped for lunoheon, and we had spinnakers cooked in their skins 
(they are a sort of bean), with a rare nantioal dish called “ Booms 
and Bacon.” Fine t I did enjoy it 1 But then I’m an old hand at 
this sort of thing,—luncheon on board, I mean; for there's soaroely 
a board, be it sea board or other board, or, in fast, any boarding 
establishment, that I don’t know. Bnt " yeo ho! my boys! ana 
avast! ’’ for are we not still rooing P We are!! 

Wo passed The Bottle at 3.86 P.M. What had become of the 
Antw Nemone I don't know, and probably we should never have 
seen hei again had not our captain, who was trying to sight the 

into sis coot B&d but him vwiu1m« tu wu HifwA dhow, ibu vi 
gatMfcd round him as be turned to the Natighiy Lou m m nr- 



'ARRY AT BISLEY. 


'Amy (to 'Arriet). “On, I sv I What Serbs them must na to 
OROW A LAMF-roST!” 


mured—hut Poli.t objected that there was nothing to murmur about 
or to grumble at, and that the sooner he stumbled on deck the 
better ft would be for the race. Ho up rose our brave captain, took n 
stiff draught of weather bilge (which is the best preventive of sea¬ 
sickness), and oalling for his first mate, Mr. Jack Yard Topsail, 
told him to “stand away,” which I oould quite understand, for Jack 
Yard Topsail is a regular salt, full of tar, rum, 'baccy, and every¬ 
thing that can make life sweet to him, but not to his immediate neigh¬ 
bour*. So “ stand away ” and not “ stand by ” it was, and when we 
got to Squeams Bay the sailors took a abort hitch (it is necessary occa¬ 
sionally—but I oannot say more—lady-readers being present), and wo 
went streaking away liko a side of baoon on a fine day, 

“Are we winning?” asks Pollt, the Wind Lass. “ You look 
winning! ” I reply, politely. “ By how much ? ” she inquires, just 
tucking up her skirts, and showing a trim ankle. The Captain, with 
his glass to his eye, and looking down, answers,' 1 The fifth of a long 
legf” I never saw a woman so angry! "I haven't!” she exclaimed; 
and there would have been a row, and we should never have won, as 
we did splendidly, had not the “ First Officer ” (just as they name the 
supernumeraries in a play) come up and reminded Pretty Folly that 
she wasn't the only mate the Captain had on board. “ Where's the 
other ? ” she cried, in a fury. 11 Below! ” answered the First Officer, 
and down went Pollt, not to re-appeor again until all was over, and 
our victorious binnaole was waving proudly from the fore-top-gauaat. 
At the finish we went clean into harbour, without a speck on our 
forecastle, ft a stain on our character. I wire you the account of 
this great race, and am (Itulo Bbitawia !) Yours, 

“ Evert Othrb Ixcn a Sailor ! ” 
P.8.—I am informed that lifter I left the vessel—in foot it was 
next day—a Burgee woe run nn at the mast head. I suppose same 
sort of oonrt-marlial was held first, and that the Barone (poor 
wretch!) was oanght red-banded. Still, In these days, this Bort of 
proceeding does sound rather tyrannical. High-masted Justice, cb P 
Well, sea-dogs wilt be sea-dogs. I don’t exactly know what a Burgee 
is, bat I fancy he is something between a Bucoaneer and a Bargee; 
a sort of river-and-sea pirate. Bnt 1 fear it ia a landsman!! 
Butgee, masculine (and probably husband) of Burgess!! If so, there 
w&he a row! Yours as before the Masts 
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A FRIEND IN NEED; 

Or, Tht Ijawbnaktr't Lrut Ilefngr. 

Suvo Mt.rRQKi’r irony life never saw 

Thau Lawlessness'low suppliant. to the Law ! 

Guardian of Order snliloqtiiteth :— 

“Down with Everything! ” Ah, yes! 

That's the mirt o rot you juw! 

You 'it bo in a tidy moss 
If you M downed with good old haw. 
Funniest job we have to do, 

Is to “ aavo ” *uch scamps aa you. 

11 Down with Everything! ” Rjiout on' 

1, who stand for Law, stand by. 

You may want me ere you've done. 

Sometmnk in that workman's eye, 

And the clenching of his list, 

Ought to put you on the twist. 

Think you 're fetching of 'em tine 
With your tommy-rotten patter t 
Think you've got ’em in a line, 

Or as near as doesn’t matter p 
Won't you foel in a rare stow 
If they take to downing you t 

Downing is a sort o' game 
Two can play at Aere-thauks be! 

Spill your load out! Don't lot shame, 
Common sense, or oourtesy. 

Tut the gag on your rod rag : 

Flourish it—like your lied Flag! 

Bow they waggle, flog and tongue 1 
Frond o' that same bit of bunting P 
See the glanoes on you dung f 
Hear the British workman granting P 
He is none too fond, that ohap, 

Of rank ret and the Hod Cap f 


Perched upon a noodle’s nob, 

Hinds me of an organ-monkey!— 

If a workman will not rob. 

You dononsoa him as a “flunkey.” 

Rome of ’em know what that means. 

Mind your eye 1 They ’ll give you beans! 

Ah! I thought so. Gone too fur I 
Ret the British Workman booing. 

“ .Dirty dog ! ! ! ’’ That riles you, Sir! 

Better mind what you are doing 1 
Mug goes saffron now, with fear. 

Bound you glare! Yea, Law it here! 

Show your teeth, shark-like and yellow! 

You won't frighten them, or me. 

Ah! there comes the true mob-bellow.' 

That means miaohief - aa you see. 

Mob, when mettled, goes a squelcher 
For Thief, Anarchist or Welaher. 

"Help! I’erlioe!!” Oh! that ’r your cry ! 

I ’m your friend, then,—at a pinoh P 
Fnnk first taste of Anarchy ? 

Law is better than—Judge Lynoh.P 
Dummy this! For all his jaw 
The lawbreaker flies to Law! 
m 

Good as a sensation novel 
For to see rou crouching there. 

Can't these Red Flag heroes grevd? 

Come, my Trojan, have a care. 

Do not clasp Law's legs that way, 

Like Scum Goodman in the play. 


aoav vrvurr# vswwmun 1U MIC JJIttJ. 

Help P Oh, yea: I ’ll help you—out !— 

‘ * Stand back tatre, pkatt! Pau along /” 
Come, get up I Now don’t you doubt 
If your "downing” dodge ain't wrong? 
Anyhow 'tit, yon ’ll agTee, 

Lucky for you—you've not downed me ! 


A. MIDSUMMER DAY-DREAM. 

[The Jtickaon-Harmsworth Kxpcdition has started, j 

rc'JJcn sleeps. ,Tho oheerful Sage has 
heard 

That Jackson is about to start. 

His sympathies aft warmly stirred, 

He hath the Jliiulwara s weal at heait. 
He dreams: That block of dinner ice 
Stirs arotio fancies in his breast. 

He travels Pole-ward in a trice; 

Ho joins the Jackson-HabmswoR'Ui 
quest. 

• « • 0 # 

" AU preoious things, disoovored late 
To those that seek them issue forth."— 
To find her may be Jackson's fate, 

That Sleeping Boauty of the North! 

She lieth in her ioy cave 
As still as sleep, as white as death. 

Her look might stagger the most brave, * 
And make Hie stoutest hold his breath. 

" The bodies and the bones of those 
That strove in other days to pass,” 

Are scattered o’er the spreading snows, 

Are bleached about that sea of glass. 

He gazes on the silent dead: 

“They perished in their daring deeds.’’ 
The proverb flashes through his head, 

" The many fail: the one suooeeds.” 

• • • . 

Punch wakes: lo! it it bnt a dream— 

A vision of the Frozen Sea; 

Yet may be it may hold a gleam 
Of prophecy. So mote it be! 

To Jackson and to Hahvbwokth too 
He brims a well-earnt bumper. “Skoal!” 
Here ’» health to them and their brave crew! 
And safe return from well-won goal! 
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Pott. It’s so pood of you to see 
me. I merely wished to ssk one or 
two questions u to your career. VYon 
must hare led a most interesting life. 

Sphinx. Tou are very inquisitive 
and extremely indiscreet, ana I have 
always carefully avoided being inter¬ 
viewed. However, go on. 

Pott. I believe you can read hiero¬ 
glyphs F e 

Sphinx. Oh yes; I can, fluently. 
Cut I never do. I assure you they 
are not in the least amusing. 

Pott. No doubt you have talked 
with hippogriffs ana basilisks F 
Sphinx (modestly). I certainly teas 
in rather a smart set at one time. As 
they say, >have “known hetterdays.” 

Poet. Did you ever have any con¬ 
versation with Thoth F 
Sphinx (loftily). Oh, dear no! 
( Mimicking.) Thoth he wath notoon- 
thidered quite anioepertkon. I would 
not allow him to be introduced to me. 
Poet.. Tou were very particular F 
Sphinx. One has to be oareful. 
The world is so oensorious. 

Poet. I wonder, would you give 
me the pleasure of singing to meF 
Adrian't (Hided Barge," for 
instance F 

Sphinx. You must really excuse 
me. I am not in good voioe. By the 
way, the "Gilded Barge,” as you 
oall it, was merely a shabby sort of 
punt. It would nave had no effect 
whatever at the Henley Begatta. 

Poet. Dear me! Is it true you 
played golf among the Pyramids F 
Sphinx ,( emphatically ). Perfectly 
untrue. You see what absurd reports 
get about! 


THE MINX.—A POEM IN PROSE. 



Poet (softly). They do. What was 
that story about the Tyrian ? 

Sphinx. Merely gossip. There was 
nothing in it, 1 assure you. 

Poet. And Ans? 

Sphinx. Oh, ho sent me some 
flowers, and there were paragraphs 
about it—in hieroglyphs — m the 
society papers. That was all. But 
they were enntradioted. 

Poet. Yon knew Amhon vary 
well, 1 believe F 

Sphinx (frankly). Ammon and 1 
were great pals. I used to see a 
good deal of him. He oame in to tea 
very ofton- ho was quite interesting. 
Rut 1 have not seen him for a long 
time. He had one fault—he tcould 
smoke in the drawing-room. And 
though I hope I am not too conven¬ 
tional, 1 really oould not allow that. 

Poet. How pleased they would all 
be to see you again! Why do yon 
not go over to Egypt for the winter F 

Sphinx. The hotels at Cairo aro so 
dreadfully expensive. 

Poet. Is it true yon went tnnny- 
flshing with Antony F 

Sphinx. One must draw the line 
somewherel Ci.xor atka was so cross. 
She was horribly jealous, and not 
nearly so handsome as you might sup¬ 
pose, though sho teat photographed 
as a “ type of Egyptian Beauty 1 ” 

Poet. 1 must thank you very muoh 
for the courteous way in which yon 
have replied to my questions. And 
now will you forgive me if 1 make 
an observation F In my opinion yon 
are not a Sphinx at all. 

Sphinx (indignantly). What am I, 
(hen F Poet. A Minx. 


THE LAY OF THE EXPLORES. 

1 rsED to think that if a man 
In any character could score a 

Distinctly leonine success, • 

’Twould be as a returned explorer. 

-So, when by sixteen tigers Aee’d, 

< >r when mad elephants were charging, 

I joyed to say—" On this, some day, 

My oountrymen will be enlarging." 

And when mosquitoes buzzed and bit 
(For ’Hh their pleasing nature to), 

Or fevers floored me, still this dream 
Helped me to suffer and to do. 

1 Imre returned! Whole dusky tribes [is!— 
I’ve wiped right out—suoh labour sweet 

And with innumerable chiefs 
Arranged unconscionable treaties. 

What ’a the result F I have become 
A^mtt for caeh humanitarian, 

Wlio call my exploits in the chase 
The work of a “ confessed barbarian.” 

And, worst of all, my rival, Jonhs, 

Who’d any trick that’s low and mean dare, 

( Vies—” Equatorial jungles! Pish! 

I don’t believe he r s ever been there! ” 

So now I just “ explore ” Herne Bay, 

With trippers, niggers, nurses, babies: 

I’ve tried for fume. I’ve gained it, too: 

I share it with the vanished Jxma! 


Noth ah» tluKinr. — At Aldershot the 
Queen expressed herself muoh pleased with 
the tattoo all round. ” Ignohaiius ” 
writes to inquire “ if ‘ tattoo-ing ’ is done in 
Indian ink or with gunpowder F " 


RULE, “BRITANNIA.” 

(Pea YachtiaU Version.) 

H.K.H. TUN P- 1 ! OV W-a sings: - 

When Vigilant, at Gowp’s oommand, 

Came over here to sweep the main, 

This was the lav that thrilled the land, 

And Yankee Doodle loved the strain— 

Lick Britannia! the fleet Britannia lick! 
And Johnny Bull may out his stick. 


But Vigilant, less fast than thee, 

Must in her turn before thee fall, 
Britannia, who hast kept the sea, 

The dread and envy or them all. 

Win, Britannia! Britannia rules the 
waves! 

(Though by the narrowest of shavis.) 


Six races in succession show 
The Yankee yacht has met her match ; 
Though she was hailed, not long ago, 

The swiftest dipper of the hatch. 

Rule, Britannia! Britannia rule the 
waves! 

The most appropriate of staves! 


I’m sorry poor Ditnkavin’s oraok * 
So prematurely has gone down; 

But mine has knit the winning took, 
And well upheld the isle's renown, 
Rule, Britannia ! &o. 


When Jonathan thy matoh hath found, 

.He ’ll to our coasts again repair, 
we’ll have another friendly round, 
with manly hearts and all things fair. 
Rid*, Britannia ! Britannia rules the 
mires, 

Six sequent wins Bwi.'s honour saves! 


TO ALTHEA IN THE STALLS, 

Ebon the Orohestra as I was staring 
So wearily down at the hall, 

The programme 1 held hardly caring 
To turn, I was tired of it all! 

For I know 'twas a futile endeavour 
With music my trouble to drowu, 

And I’d made up my mind that you never, 
Ah, never, would oome hack to town! 
When suddenly, there I beheld you 
Yourself—ah, the joyous amaze! 

I wonder what instinct impelled you 
Your dreamy dark eyes to upraise, 

That for oue happy second’s communing 

Met mine that, had waited so long. 

And the wail of t he violins tuning 
It turned to a jubilant song! 

'Mid organ-ehords sombre and mellow 
There breaks out a ripple of glee, 

And the voioe of the violoncello, 

Ai-Thka, is pleading for me! 

The music is beating and surging 
With joy no adagio can drown, 

In ecstasy all things aro merging— 
Because you have oome back to town! 


The Cobban Dtmcw.Tr. — “ Japan de¬ 
clines to withdraw." — (Telegram ) Thursday, 
July 12).'—“Ah,” observed Miss (Icon®, 
who is over ready, “that reminds me ol 
Bvine's line in Mateppu, quite applicable to 
the present situation— 

1 Again he urges mi hi« mild Corea.' ” 


New Won (by (he Chief Druid Minstrel at 
the Eisteddfod, dedicated to their Royal Sigh- 
nesses).-—'"IBM to heXarpy in Wales." 






PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 

A CRICKET MATCH. “HOW’S THAT, UMPIRE.?”!! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DUET OF TOST, H P. 

• 

Houte of lorit, Monday. July 8.— Playfair's leonine ooun- 
tensnee habitually cheerful. But never saw him looking to ploesed 
u when we walked through St. Stephen's Chapel onway to Lords just 
new. “ From point of view of old Honze of Commons man the Lords 
are, I admit, a little unreqMjWw,” my Lord laid. *' The chamber is, 
acoustically and otherwise, tlw Mpulohre of speech. Ton remember 


old Boose at Commons man the Lords 
my Lord said. " The chamber is, 
sepulonre of speech. Ton remember 
flie little lecture on 
margarine I delivered 
yean ago in the Com¬ 
mons F Bless me, how 
delighted the House 
was to see the table 
covered with small 
white pots containing 
. samples, with a bottle 

1 of best Dorset marga- 

\ rine hooked on to the 

A Maoe for greater oon- 

tSA venience of reference. 

Often I’ve enohained 
g7 an audience with my 

' objeot lessons. Up to 

[ present time that mo- 

| nologue on margarine 

I ranks as most suo- 

L cessful. But 1 ’ll beat 

the record to-night. 
aSl See thatf” (Here he 

|Ha slapped a something 

bulging out from his 
IgA trouser pooket.) 

“ Guess what that is t 
Bb C| Jgvi Thought you oouldn't. 

It’s oultoh. Know 

“Not unless it’s 
jgS jpBMK thebeginningof know- 
ledge,” I said, draw- 
^J jrK ing a bow, so to speak, 
at a venture. “ Posi- 




he sits on Treasury Bench with folded arm*, listening to the mo¬ 
notonous ripple of talk re n ewed on Budget Bill. 

“ Rustical expectat dum dofluat amnls,” 
saya Prihcr Arthur, looking across at the rustle Squire. 

"Alillt 

Labitur at labetur in oranc volubilis aivum,” 
added JoKtK, with approving glance at bench behind, where the 
Busy B.’a swum after week’s rest, humming round amendments 
with increased vigour. 

Almost imperceptible movement of river goes forward. The 
blameless Bartley on hia feet, entrancing House with particulars of 
a silver oup, prized heirloom in the humble household in Victoria 
Street, It eeems that one of Bartley's anocstora—he who came over 
with Hu Conqueror—had brought with him certain blades of buck¬ 
wheat, whioh he industriously planted out ou the site, then a meadow, 
on which the Army and Navy Stores now flourish. The buckwheat 
grew apace. One day King BTlFUKir, passing by on a palfroy. noted 
the waving green expanse. Enquiring to whom the State was 
indebted for mis fair prospect, a oourtier informed him that it was 
“ the anoeator of Geohoe Christopher Trout Hartley, Member 
for North Islington in the thirteenth Parliament of Queen Victoria.” 

“ By our sooth,” said the King, “ he aholl have a silver oup.” 

One was forthwith requisitioned from the nearest silversmith’s, 
and this it is which now adorns the sideboard in the beet parlour at 
St. Margaret’s House, Victoria Street, S.W. 

These interesting reminisoenoes of family history George Chris¬ 
topher Trout recited to a oharmed House in support of proposed 
new Clause, moved by Dick Webster, exempting from estate duty 
heirlooma under settlement. Suuikk op Malwood, usually imper¬ 
vious to argument in favour of alterations in his prized Budget, 
evidently moved. If Hartley had only thought of bringing the oup 
with him, had at this moment produced it from under his cloak, and 
flashed it forth on gaze of House, the Clause would have been added, 
and the oup, Estate-duty free, would have passed on through the ares, 
telling its simple story to successive strata of the Bartley family. 
As it was, SquiRR stood Arm. and Webster's Clause negatived. 


ing*a’bow, so to s^eak, 

yi n ninsfliBj^j^P fr Playfair' stared at 

I - LVV — ■^9- ’ movaoantly. “Cultch 

Swsted Statues fur ill.- Vacant Niche, in the “tjJt?, 1 part of the 
Inner Lobby. • ri ~ i * 

No. T* “The Majesty of the Uw!» SSS*5dhSS» 

Houso not in conditioA partioularly inspiring for lecturer. 
Benohes mostly empty; Stas ley of Aldorley completed depletion by 
rambling speech of half an hour’s duration, modestly described in 
Orders aB “a question.” Wanted to know how many lighthouses in 
England and Wales paid Inoome Tax; how many were behindhand 
with their rates; were Death Duties applicable to some of them; if 
so, which: and whether the tenants compounded for rates or other¬ 
wise. These inquiries not without interest, but Stanley not chiefly 
remarkable for concentration of thongbt or ooneisenees of phrase. 

At length Playfair's turn oame. A flutter of interest amongst 
Peers as lie was observed tugging at something in trousers pocket; 
hauled out what looked like empty oyster shell. 

“ Ah ! ” said Hrrschell, smiling, “ I see the lawyers have been 
before us.” 

“ moving the Seoond Beading of the Sea Fisheries (Shell Fish) 
Bill, I propose, if X may be permitted, to give your Lordships 
an objeot lesson. This particular shell.” Playfair oontinued, 
holding it up between finger end thumb, “ u oovered all over with 
mioroscopio oysters. Oysters in all stages of growth are seen there." 


But I wasn't thinking of that. 1 know very well what you had in 
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Siuinnt done .—Considering and nega- , \ i V. > ■* 4 

tiringnewClauwetoBudgetBill. jfa, * '• ,;’V y- 

Thundau .—All the oheerfulneee <rf to-day *• * V*### A ■ '■ 

ha* brightened Committee-room, where quea- xv ,^sr /<V4|w - 

tion of inoe of Writ, following on nppli- ■<£!%iv£r^L l<a ' 4<"Z. '■%• 

cation for CMtern Hundreds, i» ooneidered. «■*■■■> I >. jj /TrNyfA / ' is ^ 

The Swing under examination for nearly u 1 'WB J lfc-V'4j / ■■ .w f ' > 

two hours and a-tialf. Difficult to say which JhL, llftl — A 1 ' - JV ^ CJIS—-.i/?*-—® 7 

the more enjoyed it, the witnesa or the Com- j | 'Jt IffiByV 'jt V& k ■ 

“ What is the state d a Peer pending iaaue "V - —-F-j— if®] | fiE^SKSS SPSSuWBiF /'■''AffiL.InHnlw 6^ 

of Writ of Summonsi” silted tho Bqpihk, I l ill INv I TA nj^Ww-JKK^,i^f Myl¥/ ' 

suddenly taking to interrogate thp Com- £>PV*eYV-> 4V? 

mittee assembled to question him. Is he a 1 -.. mm i vylstih ml , - - 'JlMHUliraW" 1 Mf WMBa«\T Jk-* , 

oaterpillar pausing through a larva, spinning ■"*• “/ /V\$r —_ fnwpauiw ««r * MBtMHmfmi j I 

a ooooon of silk until he reaches a condition i /■ A\/ - V fflwf \ /jwMWMBr >■,. - ,i- - ■ 

where they toil not neither do they spin f ” ,' » w, fffflg -y l’ ' / M \ ' 

(Here, quite by aooident, his glanoe fou_upon tr / i I 1 i i 1 u'.Uv.' W \ 

Jo*kph, supposed to be citting upon him in // f n , 11/1i 1 '-\'\' I / VUIlllIra 

judioial capacity.) “ Theru is, ho continued jt r jf Jr \\\ ' W^„ 

(and hero he glanced at Phisck Amitoh.! // // lb " HKW 

smiling at the Jy hit dealt at his dear friend! , 7’ */ H ( , J-W, SH , 

J ok) “ an opening for philosophic doubt an ] f ’ Jnrf tmi ' '^SsSEr 

to the precise oemdition of this impouudedi « • J/ W' 

Peer in his intermediary state.” /V/K kB I ! i jMPCTPqjHa jH jWt 

The House still going about with millstone: f ^*W *|M ' j^K mdH| 

of Budget Bill round its neok, Bykke, j 'W ,•*< . I ] I MW 

Bctcukk, Bkacii, Bowi.ks and Baiitlki c &'4V si I &IL )• i ! ■ HK .ymmuflla 

tugging at it, Kaxyos-SnuiKY now and then 2 'rf II I -i® I , !■ BK V . ' WaKSw|{ I 

uttering obvious truths with air of super- Ip - tH 1 ,FB ; I lll!l Y ■ ■vwljlli 

natural wisdom. Okakd Yotrm 8 assxu 1/ 1 11 )!■ , I HB,\. a | 

(address Board of Agriculture, Whitehall B/ J' ,1 . 1MB \ HlK V jH 1 H 

Piaoo, H,W.) hands me scrap of i«per; says I- ' 1 p ' ; £B HR V 

be found it near Suuikk’h seat on Treasury I . [JH ' ■nM\ VAUm A 

Bench i but it doesn't look like his writing: r. , V I 

"T«o modes there are, O Brnws end Bctchkh, I fff 11 

It llviian would onl^ r burn up Botch kh, j flu sty Iv 

To bum and butcher Tommy towi.as!” - —-[fc 

»•«/««,—Tkhpi.k going about much as if J nmnfl\ lyaH*/ 

on Tuesday night he had got out of his cab i i .. . WSffifcj, V a ,.^ i 

in tbo ordinary fashion. He didn’t, you I wfl / yHK«|aV\ 

know. Taken nut in sentionH through the ffil ■Aim 

upper window by oouple of stalwart polioe- \ A1 sHHAM^kv, 

men. This owing; to mrouinstanoc that Irish \ _i5tun - , ^BPAlAn 

cab - driver having, after fashion of liis ,.<• V "jfrW(p’ WoW ; 

country, saved a trot for the avenue, dashed V / \ * - nV 

up against kerbstone and overturned cab. *. •' -— \ > ' dfl 

"Oavc me a start, of course,’' Tkmci.k 

said, as wo brushed him (Inwn. “Not a v 

eonvonieni way of getting out of your 

hansom. What 1 was afraid of was being CRUEL! 

mi'nf’trUing y™ n ToH n T V a m sc™te{i o'r'a'nSJr A«e#««* B»w» (e» hatpUMt purpott intent). “Auk you Dm mu anywhkk* TO-iionnow 

irying fil B.rrm h Sl%& liki *-> to abMr> « “•>* hi ™"> " Ut « , 

Ho™ if isn’t a isirtrmt A small thine that 1 * K0T DlUIKO ANYWBKBK TO UOUSOW." 

uX this OovSnt I Xoukt bSC?- ^<‘0 ,h ™’J h thr ar,! -^- " UM 1 l ’ 00 * Hbkohy you 

turned. What 1 fear is, that unless we wttL ” g 1 _ [” fennt.-serrmtty, 

keep our eye on them they’ll overturn the ■ .. ~ . . . . ' 1 1 .. 1 1 1 

'■tZLd .—Nut yet done with Budget. !iAllD ’ „ GOOD WI8HE8 ’ 

___ : [The Prinre of Walkh whs initiated aa a Bard the (To Mr. mui Mrs. J. M. Hatrie on thmr 

v = ~ --— ! other day at the Carnarvon Eisteddfod.] Marriage, July 9, 1894.) r 

Fash ionahi.r In k>rmatio!v and Scon eh- The Minstrel-Prmoe to hit Wales has gone, , ,l Wiien authors vtnture on a play, 
tion. The Duke and DuehesN of Bedford; In the ranks of the Bards you’ll lina him; They have been known to tind them un- 
havinK returned from Thomey will go to j His bardic cloak he has girded on. i done, 

Beds; - a delightful change, that is unless And his tame harp slung behind him. > But Mr. Barbie found the way 

they are rose-beds, which arc proverbially : 14 Land of Song l ” said the Royal Bard, ; To great smeoess in Walker, London. 

thorny. And 44 the Duchess of lloxiiUHfliiK 1 “ Tou remarkably rum-spelt land, you, A ready Toole he’d cIobc at hand, 

goes to Floors.” No Bods here; only Floors. One Prinoe at least shall try very hard And those who know her merry glanoe 'll 

>V hy not oombine the two establishments' To pronounoe you, and understand you.” Not find it hard to understand 

and get them both under one roof!* ' . . j v * v v * i How much was due to Mary Ansei.l. 

i The Prince tried hard, hut the tongs he heard 

.. _ r .. , ... t j V r ery soon brought his proud soul under, ; Her acting in the House-boat Scene 

• as the With twenty oonsoaants packed in a word, Led Mr. Ba*ui to discover 

prizefighter said of his light fist, after hlaok- ; And no vowels to keep them asunder! He’d lost his heart (although he’d been 
ing his opponent» eye and breaking the bridge So he said to the Druid, “ A word with you, Of Lady Nicotine a lover), 
of bis nose. Your jaw most be hard as nails. Sir; And those who felt sweet N a net’s charm, 

! Tour songs may do for the bold Cymru, Or who in Thrums delight to tarry, 

“The Knights of Labour” seem to be They’ve done for the Prinoe of Walks, Long happy life, quite free from harm, 

. banded together against 44 Days of Work.” Sir! ” Will wish this new-formed firm of Bakiuk. 


ir n y 




















APPLE OP DISCORD; OR, WHICH IS THE LAUREATE ? ” 

\aJapmi tiu) . . 8 ib Edtv-x Abji-lu. Jum . . L-w-s M-bb-s. Mintrra . . Alj-b-d A-st-i. 
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"THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE,” too. 

[Scene —Hounds on drag of OUer, which has turned up~small tributary stream . 

Miss Di (sixfed, in her stockings , to deeply enamoured Curate, five fed three in his, whom she has inveigled out Otter-hunting). "Oh, do 
ji'kt Pick mic up and Carry me across. It's rather Deep, don’t you know I" [The Rev. Spooner's sensations are somewhat mixed . 


THE APPLE OF JDISCOBD. 

(Modem Parliamentary Vernon.) 
(Replying to question* cn^crning the delnv in 
filling up the poet of Poet Laureate, Sir W, H*aii- 
i'.ourt said, ‘‘This i» a delirate question, Bnd, 
amidst conflicting elainis, I must shelter myself 
in the decency of the IcArned language, and I 
would reply, * /tab* namtur, non fit '.... My 
hon. friend must remember what happened te the 
shepherd Paris when he hod to sward the apple, 
and the misfortunes which bcfel him and his part- 
ners— epretaque injuria foiona.") 

Vnpoehcal Statetman tinge : — 

1 ’m Paris the Shepherd, pro tem., 

And here arc the three pseudo-goddesses !— 
I Afferent, tally, from them 
»Who appeared, without veils, skirts, cr 
bodices, 

Unto GCnone'a false swain. 

Well, I’ve no (Enone to wig me; 

But— at the first glance it ’a so plain, 

Paria can't give the fruit to—a pigmy. 

Hast: ? Ah! this must be she! 

A clnssico-Cambrian Juno! 

Propriety’s pink all must «ee; 

But what other olaima haa she ? Few knew! 
Ball decency’s all very line; 

She haa a fine smack of the ohapel; 

But, dash it, I still must decline 
To give Goddeas Grundy the apple! 

I'm sure she ’a domestic and chaste, 

A virtuous, worthy old body j 
But—that’s scarce a goddess’s waist. 

Her tone, too, is—well, Fisteddfoddy. 


I fear, if I gave the award 
To this ercellenteat of old ladies, 

Apollo might send me—Jtwere hardl— 

To read one of her Epioa—in Hade* 1 

Then Pallas! Well, Pallas looks proud, 

And 1 have no doubt might doserve a 
Big crown from a true Primrose crowd: 

But—she runs rather small for Minerva! 
Men might mistake her for her owl. 

"Her rhymes,” say swell Tories, “are 
rippin’! ” 

But still, though the Standard may scowl, 

1 can't award Pallas the pippin! 

And then Aphrodite' Oh my ! 

In that dress she must feel rather freezy. 
There’s confidence, though, in her eye, 

She is taking it quite Japanesy. 

That mutunic smile's quite a fetch, 

And vet—I acknowledge—between us— 
(They’ll call me a cold-blooded wretch) f 
I can't stand a Japanese Venus 1 

And so “ the Hesperian fruit ” 

I must really reserve—for the pument. 

Tes. Herb will call me a brute, 

And Pallas say things most unpleasant, 
Aphrodite—won’t the give me beans! 

Vrn.__A a 1 _ r. _ _1_a it f 


"Tun New Woman" (according to the 


; type suggested by the ‘ Revolt of the Bangh- truth of the anoient proverb whloh says 

waist, ten ’) should be known as “ The Revolting * the man who has a family has given 

•ddfoddy. Woman.” cages to fortune.’ ” 


A BALLADE OF THREE V0LUMI8. 

O a WFP i. sentence that we read, 

0 news that really seems to stun, 

For Messrs. have decreed, 

And also Messrs. Smith and Bon, 
Henceforth consistently to shun 
The trilogies we value so. 

And that, for thus the tidings run, 
Three-volume novels are to go! 

Reflect to what it soon must h a I, 

This rash reform which you’ve begun; 
How can the novelist succeed 
In packing tragedy and fun 
Within the space of Volume One ' 
Already his returns are low, 

Boon he ’ll be utterly undone— 
Three-volume novels are to go! 

And then for us, who humbly plead 
For long romances deftly spun, 

Will not these etem barbarians becd 
Our concentrated mulison ? 

Alas, your literary Hun 
Nor sorrow nor remorse can know i 
He dries in anger, “ Simpleton, 
Three-volume novels are to go! ” 

, Envoi, 

Prince, writere’ light*- forgive the pun— 
And readers’ too, forbid the blow ; 

Of triple pleasure there 'll be none. 
Three-volume novels are to go! 

.11 1 

Mbs. R. says she “ quite understands the 
ith of the anoient proverb which stye that 
he man who has a family has given ssu- 
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“ He '* going to oompofto ft 
he H c/ran Have I read his poetry or not P I know I had the 
book, booaune I diattnetly remember toHiniMvist k she wasn’t to read 
lt-bttt—well, that a of no consequence. He looks olever and quite 
respectable-nut in the least lucturesque-whioh is fortunate, I was 

teaattSaSs’Ai;; ,-1 “ i "-‘“ »«« ■««: 
jit. Sr !rra teat*paaarj 

different from what I exmictcd, I thought he would* how more 
H" tff, 1he h »™ ™«ewd to 


u UYT l r '” °^ a<k i' c “ ri>nr *° * didn’t put ra? address; but still 

i&iirsfstgts; •>» ■« u 4 m s 

nptfm Old jarirl seems us if she meant to be sociable • 

Ss-tesarfe w,, ' j "*“»»« 

Lady (hut Not on my ocoount thank you. 

r \ Broke the ioe, any way. (Aloud.) Oh, I don’t 

want it down, but some people are fond of fresh air. 


poem. How interesting! ” 

Snippets about the danoe at Sktmiinos last week. I’m sure I 
wonder how they piok up these things; it quite bears out what I 
was told i says the supper arrangements were “ simply diagraeeftfl: 
«o plovers eggs, and not nearly enough champagne ; and whai 
there was, undrinkable! So Me poor dear Lady Chksspase; 
hin”en h°! thm * S llko else. I’m sure I’ve given her 

Smrr. (to himself, tcith a suppressed grin). Wants to lot me see 
«Atf kn°wi some swells. ]Sow ain't that paltry ? 

t W< 1 the paper). Would you like to see it, 

Maimib . Just this bit here; where my linger is. 

k r ’f t f< flashing). I saw him smile. What must 
he think of us, with his splendid scorn for rank P (Aloud.) No. 
‘hank yon. Mamma j such a wretched light to read by! 
l 0ImuU *.for we to out ini ( Aloud.) Beastly 
light, isn t ltP Bon my word, the oompany ought to provide iu 
with a dog and string apiece when we get out! 

iody Cant (brwiinp a pair of Iona-handled glasses to bear upon 
**m). I happen to hold share* in this line. May I ask teAyyon 

sms^afiip “ dsfariiMr, ** uthe 1 
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:> If the 

't fanny your turning out to be »n 

\y Cant, Ton think to ? Itat I should barfly oail myself an 
mnUtwe . 

Spurr. (to ktmitetf). Old cet'a trying to beck out of it now; the 
shan't, though! (Aloud.) Oh, then I suppose you know Sir Rcpkst 
beet? 

Lady Cant. Yet, 1 oartainly know Sir Bonn better. 

Bpurr. (to himself). Oh, you do, do you? We’ll tee. (Aloud.) 
Nioe oheery did ohmp, Sir RpfiBx, in't he? I matt tell him 1 
travelled down in the dime carriage with a particular friend of Hi. 
(fb himself.) That 11 make her sit up! 

Lady Cant. Oh, tbenyou and my brother Harm have met already f 

Spun, {ayknot). Your brother! SrBprmwCuLViiinr your-! 

Exouse me—if I’d only known, I—I do assure you I never thould 
have dreemtaf laying—! 

1/idy Cant. {graciously). You’ve laid nothing whatever to di»- 
treu younelf about. You couldn’t possibly be expected to know 
who I wm. Perhsps I had better tell you at onoe that I am Lady 
Caktims, and this » my daughter, Lady Maisik Mull. (Spcbmll 
returns lady Mamie's little bow tn tie deepest confusion.) We are 
going down to Wyvern too, so I hope we ihall very eoon beoome 
better acquainted. 

Spurr. (to himself, orerwhelmsd). The deuce we ehall I I hare 
got myself into a bole this time; 1 wilh I could iee my way well out. 
of it! Why on earth couldn’t I hold my oonfounded tongue ? 1 
shall look an am when 1 toll ’em. 

[He tits staring at them in silent embarrassment. 

Scsnk y.—A Second-Class Compartment. 

I’utter shell {to himself). Singularly attractive face thia girl has; 
ao piquant end no refined! I can’t help fancying she is studying me 





so piquant end so refined I I can’t help fanoymg she » studying me 
under her ryelashee. Hie has remarkably bright eyes. Can she 
be interested in me ? does she expect me to talk to her ? There are 
only Bhe and I—but nq, just now I wonld rather be alone with my 
thoughts. This Maui* Mull whom I shall meet so soon; what 
is she like, I wonder 2 I presume she is unmarried. If I may judge 
from her artless littliletter, she is young and enthusiastic, ana she 
is a passionate admirer of my verse; she is longing to meet me. I 
suppose some men’s vanity would be flattered by a tribute like that. 
I think 1 must have none; for it leaves me strangely oold. I did not 
even reply; it struck me that it would be difficult to do so with any 
dignity, and she didn’t tell me where to write to. . . . After all, 
how do I know that this will not end—like everything el»e-iu die- 
illusion ? Will not such orude girlish adoration poll upon me in 
time ? If she were exceptionally lovely - or say, even as oharming 
as this fair fellow-passenger of mine- why then, to be sure—but 


sandy, freckled; she will render mo ridiculous by her uncusonminat 
ing gush. . . , Yes, I feel my heart sink more and more at the 
prospect of this visit. Ah me I , [He sighs heavily. 

His Hethw Passenger (to herself). It’s too silly to be sitting here 

like a pair of images, considering that- (Aloud.) 1 hope you 

aren’t feeling unwell ? 

Und. Thank you, no. not unwell. I was merely thinking. 

Hie yellow P. You don’t seem very oheerful over it, I must say. 
I ’ve no wish to be inquisitive, but perhaps you ’re feeling a little 
lowapirited about the pleooyou ’re going to ? 

Und. 1—I must Confess I am rawer dreading the prospect. How 
wonderful that you should hive guessed it ' 

His yellow P. Oh, I’ve been through it myself. I’m just the 
same when I go down to a new place; fed a sort of sinking, you 
know, as if the people were sure to he disagreeable, and I should never 
geton with them. 

Und. Exactly my own sensations! If I oould only he sure of 
finding one kindred spirit, one soul who would help snu understand 
me. But I daren't let myself hope even for that! 

Hit yellow P. Well, I wouldn’t judge beforehand. The chances 
are there ’ll be totnebody von can take to. 

Und. (to himself). What sympathy! What bright, cheerful 
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common sense! (Aloud.) Do you know, you encourage me more 
than you can possibly imagine! 

His yellow P. (retreating). Oh, if you are going to take my re¬ 
marks like that. I shall be afraid to go ou talking tn you! 

Und. (wilh pathos), Don’t— don't be afraid to talk to mo! If you 
only knew the oomfort you give! I have found life very sad, very 
solitary. And true sympathy is so rare, so refreshing. 1—I fear 
suoh an appeal from a stranger may seam a little startling; it is 
true that hitherto wo have only exchanged a very few sentences; 
and yet already I feel that we have aometning—much—in oommon. 
You can’t be ao cruel as tn let all intimacy cease here—it is quite 
tantalising enough that it must end 10 scon, A very few more 
minutes, and this brief episode will be only a memory; I shall have 
left the little green oasis far behind me, and be facing the dreary 
desert once more—alone! 


kina onough to call me—troii’i be left behindj not if it’s aware of 
it! I think I heard your friend mention Wyvcm Court! Well, 
that’s where I'm going. 

Und. (excitedly). You— you arc going to WyvernCourt! Why, 
then, you must be-— [He checks himself. 

Hit yellow P. What were you going to say; what must I be ? 

Und. (to himself). There is no doubt about it; bright, independ¬ 
ent girl; gloves a trifle worn • travels seoond-elait for economy; 
it must be Miss Mull herself; her letter mentioned Lady Cvlvkhiit 
as herffikut. A poor rotation, probably. Sho doesn't suspect that 

I am- I won't reveolmyselfjustyet; better let it dawn upon her 

gradually. (Aland.) Why, I was only about to say, why then you 
must be going to the eamsdiuuse ae I am. How extremely fortunate 
a ooinoidenoe! 

Hit Pellow P. We shall see, (2b herself.) What a funny little 
man; such a flowery way of tallringforafootniaa. Oh, but I forgot; 
he said he wasn’t going to wear livery. Well, he would look a 
sight is it! _ * 


Well, he would look a 


Whies to suiro a Youuo Hobs* to bk will Bioxxtr n ups 
Bimso.—Evidently to the “ Haokney Training School*.” 
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"EVICTED TENANTS." 

[“ It is impracticable to proceed in tlio present 
Session with Homo of tho grant maiuurua to which 
the OoTarnmant is pledged, ouch, for example, u 
that relating to the Church in Wales, the Kegia- 
tration [lilt, and the Local Veto Bill." — Sir Wilnem 
Hurccurt. 

Little Local Veto, loquitur :— 

Oa, exactly I Just what I expectedAnd 
after anoh volume* of talk! 

My prospects you told me were brilliant, and 
here it all onds—in a baulk! 

0, won't 1 just work up Sir Wiltkid, and 
won’t 1 juat wake Muter Caihe F 
But there, you can't tmat anybody, these 
timea, that 'a exceedingly plain. 

And you too, my own bringer-up, to turn me 
out of house and of home 1 
Oho, you unnatural parent 1 And where shall 
we wanderers roam—- 

Poor Taffy, and young (Registration) Bill- 
look at him limping I—and Me F 
And the other one* tucked up inside, and 
especially that impudonl Three, 

The Inch, the Scotch, and the London boya, 
whom you ao favour and pet, 

Are laughing at us from the window. But, 
drat them, their turn may oorne yet. 

They may have to turn out, after all! Blur 
Budget of course is all right, 

For you fought for your favourite ohe-ild, 


But I won’t. 1 will kiok 1 I’m not 
meek, like those other two poor little 
lliun; 

Look, how limp and dejected they go, though 


Call yourself boas of the place F 

Why, the Babtmeto, and Bowmans, and 
Ho frogs and Bran as simply laugh in 
your faoo 1 

What uae to he landlord til alt if you oan’t 
ohooao your tenants F Oh mv! 

That odious Bung—ono more Bl— has the 
lyigh of mo still! 1 eould cry— 


You won’t treat me so any more; you won't 
“ chuck” me again. I’ll be hound. 

And what Compensation have I, for Disturb- 
anoeF Kh! what'a that you say F 
“All right F ” — “ Reinstatement — next 
yearr”—"Pass away, my dean, please, 
pans away F 

Ah! it’e all very fine to look pleasant and 
promise fair things—at the door; 

But that ’c regular oonstable blarney, old boy, 
and you 're done it before! 

Meanwhile we’re Evicted, worse luck! like 
the poor Irish Tenonte whose cose 
Those busy B'a muster to fight over. Ah! 

you put on a bold faoe, 

But we ain’t the only Pill Oarlios! Mo; some 
of ’em still left inside 

Will yet join us, out in the eold, as will 
p'raps be a pill to their pride! 

[Exit with other Bills. 

Tub Colonist, an® the Quiver.— Our own 
Colonel SaueVkuon. M.P., wae never better 
at his best than when, in the debate last 
Thursday night, ha said, “ If the Bill passes, 
a quiver of horror will run through every 
tenant, &o., tho." Of oourse the gallant 
Colonel meant “arrow” or “dart, not 
“quiver.” A dart or an arrow will run 
through a person, piercing him in front, and 
reappearing at hock. But “ quiver ” doesn’t 
do this sort of thing. An arrow so transfix¬ 
ing a body may make it quiver—but this is 
another matter. More power to the quivering - 
elbow of the gallant Colonel! 1 


LA FEMME BE CLAUDE. 

When lovely woman stoops to folly, 

You ’ll find, aooording to Dumas, 

One certain cure for melanoholy 
Tue-la ! 

French law, that damns you in the letter, 
In spirit change tout cola : 

They always map matters better 

These are the lines to play the man on; 

Take her defenceless, cry “ Bold ! ” 

And trotting out the nimble cannon, 
Tue-la ! 

Or take for ohoico the oommon cartridge; 

Pop goes le p’lit fusil, comma f a! 

Yon bag her neatly like a partridge 
Ld-bai. 

“ L’Homme-Femme ’’may hannt the bosom 
British; 

La France goes trolling “ fo ira ! ” 

And waives the question with a skittish 
"Tue-la!" 

Mo mutual reoruninations, 

Mo oounterplea, et cetera ; 

One solves too simply these equations 
Ld-bae. 

Bo runs the play. We saw you foot it 
Featly therein, la belle Sara ! 

You were all there, or, so to put it, 

Touts Id. 

And now you go, and, if you’ll let ua, 
Reluctantly we say “ Ta-ta! ” 

Come back again, and don’t forget us 
La-bas. 

The Mew Motto (by our ohm Irishman). 
—England expects every man this day to psy 
his own Death Duly. 
































































tomm xmxmm. 





AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 

I.-ThI (i.Uii'K* op Smith, 

T tho Court of the Earl, by the meet* 

£-& Man pfanted a garden, a garden that 

M* In tin thick of the orowd, where they 

1 trend on your oora, 

\ v / ".■i’''' Iti«therethat a singular plant haa 

f&MnS' WjjlLr Hot days of desire and oool nights of 

n|3Pgj|ij||U^r They are mine when its bud keeps 
refusing to bust. 

SSSt%!!»kPvtrtr 0, Wheel of my weal! I am Waiting 

' lam waiting, I say, with a orush on 

my coni. 

In the 11 Garden of London ” where night-lights are spread, 

I watch Living Pictures, as old as the dead; 

’While a Tow-er Gigantic stands gruesome and glum, 

By the shadow of Knows that are certain to come. 

Will Duii/ shoot as I shoot on sixpenny slides r 
Will Die// w “nt as I wont rotatory rides P 
0, plant of a plant 1 I would barter my skin 
For the chance of Ixion his regntar spin I 

By Oar Schoolboy. 

Q, (a) Explain the allusion “ (Riorum Pars." (#) Give reference. 

R. Quorum ” is abench of magistrates who must be all Fathers 
of Families, or Pa's. Heaoe the expression (which is a kind of Latin 
Pun) “Quorum Pars.” {01 Tho rofeHsaooe are numerous, and all 
highly respectable. 


FOlt ARMS OR ALMS P 

An advertisement appears in a recent number of the ADu ntrum, 
headed “Devon Volunteer Commemoration,” in which “ Drawings 
are invited for a memorial of the fact that the Volunteer Movement 
of 185a originated in Devonshire.” According to the regulations, 
"Drawings must be aooompanied by tenders for carrying out the 
work." Moreover, “ the total cost, including all charges for design¬ 
ing, oarrying out, siijicrinteuding; and erecting the work, and sur¬ 
rounding the same with a suitable iron railing, must not exceed 
£200,” Now this is really a very fair sum, and to assist one of out 
readers to win the prise, we allot the money in appropriate items. 
Of course we can only give a rough estimate, hut it should be near 
enough to suit its purpose. 

Cora of the Devon Vor, outre* Commemoration Memorial 
D esign (lieing a sovereign more than the sum 

offered for a second prize).6 0 0 

Stone.10 0 0 

Engraving inscription. .‘WOO 

Gilding the names of the Committee, &o., engaged 

in the work. 50 0 0 

Designer's charge for oarrying out, superintending 

and egmdinv work. .400 

Balance (to be used for surrounding memorial 
“ with a suitable iron railing") . . . loo 0 o 

• £200 0 0 

Anil now, having shown how tho thing may lie done, we hope that 
tho best man may win. It is pleasant to find Art so greatly 
appreciated in Devonshire—a county which apparently is as rich and 
as generous as its own cream! 

Post Paajrnui..—If the geraniums and rosea in ray Loom's 
garden oould speak, what celebrated dinner-giver would they name r 
—Loo! cpu. tra! . 


6 0 0 
10 0 0 
30 0 0 
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FAREWELL TO McGLADSTONE. 

(From the Beart of Midlothian .) 

[“ I mint here add. in explicit terra*, the few decisive words to which, after all that has happened, I feel a natural reluctance to give utterance. It is 
not my intention, at the age I have now reached, to ask re-election (for Midlothian) when the present Parliament shall be dissolved.”—Jfr. Gladstone's 
Farewell Letter to Midlothian.] 

Air-" Farewell to Mackenzie." 


Farewell to McGladbtohe, great Chief 
of the North! 

Midlothian remembors when tint setting 
forth. 

The Chieftain she 'a mourning hisoourse 
here began. 

Launching forth on wild billows his bark 
like a man. 

And stirring all hearts with his eloquent 
voioe.-- 

Farewott to MoGi.adstohe, the Chief of 
our ohoioe I 

0 swift was his galley, and hardy his 
crew, [tTue. 

Her Captain was skilful, her marinors 

In danger undaunted, unwearied by toil. 

Though the storms might arise, and the 
billows might boil, 

In the wind and the warfare he seemed 
to rejoice.— 

Farewell to McGladstohe, the Chief of 
our ohoioe 1 

Blow bland on his parting, thou sweet 
southland gale! 

hike the sighs of his sailors breathe soft 
on his sail; 

lie prolong'd as regret that his vassals 
must know, 

He fair as their faith, and sinoero as 
their woo: [of voice, 

Ho so Boft, and no fair, and so friendly 

Wafting homeward McUladstoke, the 
Chief uf our ohoioe! 

lie was pilot experienced, and trustv, 
and wise, 

To measure the seas, and to study the 
skies; 

Ho would hoiBt all her canvas on Vic¬ 
tory's lack, 



Kind Heaven orowd it fuller when waft¬ 
ing him back 

To his home in far Hawarden, where 
hearts will rejoice 

To welcome McGladbtoHe, the Chief of 
our ohoioe. 

Midlothian no more.' ’Tisa sorrowful 
cry, 

And we gaze on the wavee, and we 
glance at the sky; 

We shall long, when clouds darken and 
wild waves o’erwhclm, • 

For his voice through the gale, for his 
hand on the helm. 

Nowweshout through the shadows, with 
tears in our voioe: 

Farewell to McGladstohe, great Chief 
of our ohoioe! 

Midlothian no more! Faith.We fancy 
we hear [knew fear, 

The ory of the Chieftain who never 

Stout still through its sadnsss, “ Keep 
up the good fight! 

I,et Midlothian, let Scotland, still stand 
for the Eight!” 

Thelast burden brave of thevalorousvnioo 

Of dauntless McGladstohe, great Chief 
of our ohoioe! 

Midlothian no more ! In despite, Chief, 
of aU, 

The Heart of Midlothian responds to 
your call. 

Its echoes shall live, though no longer 
your form [storm. 

Shall steer us to sunsbino, or oheer us in 

Then farewell to the presence, but not 
to the voice 

Of “Auld Wuli.ie” Gladstone, great 
Chief of our choice 1 


THE COPPERATION AT WINSER. 

On, didn't the grand old Copperation have a grand treat last week 
at Winner! Her graihus Majoety the Qukkh asked ’em all down to her 
hutiful l’allaoe to hear the aoOem Recorder read to her their joyful 
feel logs at the birth of her dear little Great Grand Son 1 And then, 
to the great joy of ail on 'em, Her Majhstv read suoh a dolishus 
eraser as amost brort tears to tho eyes uf some of the young uns of 
the Party, and sent ’em away to the hutiful Lunshon Room to refresh 
cxhorsted natur with a delicate Lunch, and sum exkisit Madeary, suoh 
as King Guo hub tub booktu is said to have saved xpressly for 
Btmmilar glorius ooasions. 

Don't let it be supposed as 1 wants people to beleove as 1 was 
there; but 1 had the hole sooouut given by one as was, and I ain't 
ixagorattd it not a bit. 

There is a certain Body of gents in lamdon as cwidentlv wonts to 
play fust liddol in the government of our grand old City, hut I 
havent heard of their being asked down to Winser Carsel to con¬ 
gratulate her Most Grayshns Maoestt on the late appy swent. 
Should they be so I should most suttenly make a pint of seeing ’em 
ail start, if it were only out of ouriosity to see what rert of State 
M Marine Gownds they would all wear 1 

1 had allmost forgot to menahuu that tho two Sherryffs, and the 
Chairman of the big Tower Bridge, was all henightedsdind came out 
of the presents Chamber nailing like ancient Cherubs. 1 am told as 
how as the Cooperation was so werry much delitod with their roval 
wunt to royal winser, that they has been and passed a werry similer 
wote of thanks to the Dook ana Dutohess of You, and araked them 
to roeeeve ’em jest tho same as the Queeh did, hut they is both werry 
sorry to say, that their Fallis not being near so big as Her Mausti's, 
they hopes as only a small Deppytatiun of Aldermen and C. C.’s will 
attend. 

Oh won’t there be jest a rush for plaoce, as every one on ’em is 
naterally anxious to show his loyelty on so hinteresting an cession, 
tho of course they carat expee to havo hevery thing exaclv the same 
t *ui they had at. Hoyel Winser. ‘ Robert. 


OPERA NOTES. 

Tueedau, July 17.—“The onera seassi will terminate July .70.” 
To-night Vebdi's opera of Aida, " with the dotlets on the i.” First 
appearanoe of Madame Anm, a spacious prima donna who amply 
fills the part. Giulia Ravooli an excellent Amnerie. Opera 
apparently not particularly attractive, or mure powerful attractions 
elsewhere. 

Saturday, 21 .—Pagliacci followed by new opera entitled The 
tadu of Longford, though it would have been more polite had the 
Pagliaooi allowed the Lady to preoede them. But Pagliaooi will be 
Pagliacci. The J.ady'e Librettists are Sir Dkusioi.anus Pokiiccs 
and Mr. F. E. W kathbhlv. The music is by Evil Bach. The 
Gentlemen of Longford are represented by Messrs. Alvarez and 
Edooabd db Reszkk, while the Lady, the big lady, is Emma Eambs 
—“ quite the lady ’’—and the Uttle lady is Lvf.lt* Huohks. This 
new Lady turns out to be our old friend the one-aot drama by 
Tom Taylor entitled A Sheep in Wolfe Clothing, set to musiof the 
comic characters being omitted, and the end made tragic instead of 
happy. The music dees not entitle Bach to take a front seat. 
Emma Eambs excellent; Fahey Hushes funny; Alvarez good; 
Jkae de Reuses first-rate a]l-round-hetd Colonel, but more Eke a 
Cathedral than a Kirk. Composer and Librettists oomplimented; 
Mancinelli oonduoted; house full. General satisfaction. 


Hard Case or “Evicted Tbkaets” nr Dbubt La he.— At a 
general assembly uf the Theatre Royal Drury Lane Company of Pro¬ 
prietors last Wednesday, Mr. Cum is reported to have observed that 
after putting £300,000 into the building without reoeiving a farthing 
in return, they were now to have their money oonfiaoated by the law, 
but in suoh ciranmstanoea as one would not have expected from s 
nobleman in the Daks of Brbtord’s position." Ahem! Why did 
not Sir Drcriolarus arise and, remembering the Beurhor of Seville, 
ring “Chittt, Chittt, pianof piano!" Bat naturally the Drury 
1 Laneites must feel a bit hurt. 
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THE "CIAMD MATMH/U." 


HOW IT IS DONE. 


TRUST. 

A Mcthho has recently 
taken place at Groevenor 
House to establish a National 
Trust, the idea bung to pre¬ 
serve places of historio in¬ 
terest and natural beauty. 
Announced at the meeting 
that already a beautiful cliff 

We understand the following 
promises bare also been re¬ 
ceived :— 

The Duke of TV-etm-n- 
et-r. — A very handsome 
ground-rent. Intended to 
support and sustain beauti¬ 
ful oliffs, Ac. 

The Duke of D-v-neh-re. 
—Ch-tsw-rth ; which, owing 
to recent legislation, be oan 
no longer afford to keen jp. 
Intends to take a small cot¬ 
tage, it is. believed, at some 
inexpensive town on the 
East Coast. Several Dis¬ 
tressed Dukes have also pro¬ 
mised, on their death, to 
deare their estates to the 
Trust. 

A Lover of Chone.—k 
particularly braoing breeze. 
To be dedicated to the public 
for ever. 

The. London Count;/ Coun¬ 
cil.— The Shaftesbury foun¬ 
tain. The L. C. C., we 
understand, welcomes the 
prospect uL handing over to 
the Trust the responsibility 
attaching to this insoluble 
problem. 

A Uertfordehire Gentle¬ 
man.—A thoroughly reliable 
right of way. 

Mr. Th-m-t B-ch-m .— 
A unique collection of sign¬ 
boards in eilu. These are 
placed in the midst of the 
most lovely natural scenery!) i 
and in themselves will very 
soon, it is hoped, be of his¬ 
toric interest. 

Sir Fr-d-r-ck P-U-ek will 
arrange in every case to 
supply a good title. 

Mr. J'unch heartily com¬ 
mends so patriotio a scheme 
to his readers. Any beauti¬ 
ful cliffs, ground-rents, rights 
of way, &o., sent to him at 
*5, fleet Street will imme¬ 
diately be forwarded to the 
proper quarter. N.B.—It is 
just possible sa exception to 
this rule might be made in 
the case of ground-rents. 


(An Art.Recipe.) 



Take a lot of black triangles. 

Borne amorphous blobs of red; 

Just a sprinkle of queer spangles, 

An ill-drawn Medusa head; 

Some red locks in Gorgon tangles. 

And a scarlet sunshade, spread: 

Take a “portiere" quaint and spotty, 
Take a tum-up nose or two; 

The loose lips of one “ gone dotty,” 

Aoheese-outter chin, askew: 

Pose like that of front-row “ Toma,” 
Hat as wont by “ Coster Loo ” ; 

Take an hoar-glass waist, in section, 
Shoulders handled up camel-wise; 


(live u look of introspection 
(Or a squint) to two black eyes; 

Or a glance of quaint dejection, 

Or a glare of wild surprise; 

Blub ana slop them all together 
With a background of sheer 
sludge; 

(Like a slum in foggy weather), 

And this blend of Boruwi and 
smudge 

Vend as ART—in highest feather! — 
Dupes in praise will blare and blether. 
Honest BurcheUs will cry — 
“FUDGE!!!” 


A Demi-French Octave. 

{Picked up in a Pressing-room.) 
Mr razor, you 'ro a true 
rassur. 

That is, you bore me badly! 
You ’re blunt, you gash— tie 
tout men emur 

1 hi ass you wildly, madly! 
I'raiment, e'est roue qu’ fai 
en horreur 

Each morn on rising sadly: 
Were’t not that shaving'» 
tie rigueur, 

In turn I’d cut you gladly! 

Ik VT*w of Holidays. 
A Hun - .—Of oourteif you’re 
on pedestrian tours bent—if 
you’re a hicyolist you’ll be 
still more bent—you cannot 
do better than, as a pedes¬ 
trian, get Walkkb's Maps. 
If you are going to eoil, 
or by steam, you aro again 

referred to- “ Wamcku, 

London.” There is a good 
idea in these Mans which 
might be still fnrther deve¬ 
loped, and that is not only to 
show the route and the 
manner of making your 
journey, but by arrange¬ 
ment with the prinoipnl 
Steam - boat and Railway 
Companies some sort of 
“ itinerary " might be added 
to the Map, with informa¬ 
tion as to the “ means 
whereby,” which to the 
toiler in search of a brief 
holiday “by rail, by river, 
or by sea,” and perhaps hy 
all three, would be moat 
useful were it available as 
an almost “instantaneous 
process " of referenoe. 

1II8LKV. 

Pelt or drizzly. 
Weather— Bis! eg ! 


Fikakcial Pkoiilkm (the 
effect of reading the Budget 
Debates). —Why is the fn- 
oome-Tax so sharply felt t 
Because, disguise it as you 
may, it’s a ease of tin- 
tax 1 


Lokdok Knioht nr 
Knight. — The Boucmm- 
Ozkzuai. Knighted last Wed 
neaday at Windsor. Will 
Bob (Iheonly name by which 
his many friends know him) 
henoeforth he known as “ the 
Queen’s Shilling " f 


RANELAGH IN RAIN. 


How sweet this road is, fringed by hedge¬ 
row elm, 

Where peeps in May the hawthorn’s 
snowy bud, 

A fairy place that rooms Titania's realm 1 
By Jove, what mud 1 

How sweet this turf, aa soft as finest 


Such “ ganon anglais ” we alone oan 
get. 

Oh hang it, no! I cannot walk aaross. 

It’s soaking wet! 


How sweety that lake, where gentlc^fcdies 

Bat ^alf around seems lake, through 
rainfall dim. 

Why want a pond, when on dry (!) land 
to-day 

Wo almost swim ? 


How street —to get 

And*leave this 
I do not love thee, 

Beneath 


a Hansom home 


rh, in rain, 
gamp. 


WHAT’S IN A NAME INDEED f 
“ Euwasd, Albert, Christian, George, 
Andrew, Patrick, David, 

Drink life's pleasures with free gorge! 

From its paint be savid! ” 

So said Punch at the White Lodge, 

His old optica glistening. 

Son anch names ill-look should dodge; 
Bure suoh names no babe c ’er bore, 
Patron Saints 1 You ’vs all the four 
To blew the Royal Christening 1 


A CoMFAXr THAT OUOHT TO “FlOAT.”— 
"TheCork Company." , 
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the top of the mil, however securely hie brethren might hove peeked 
£643,000 J (3) whofaqueation hod been thoroughly threshed out in him in ite lowest depths. But, rewrding him just mow ss he cnti- 
Committ.ee. To raise it again at eleventh hour seemed too much to deed the Sunni s arrangements for the Session, I oould not hel 
uk even in oonneotion with Budget Bill. thinking what o loss the motion-room hss only partially survive 

Nevertheless Babtutt, not yet breathless, moved Ws multi- by his turn into the field of politics. If in early life, or even 
tudinous Amendment, Resumed his seat with oonsohrasaeis nf man middle age, he had only taken to the rostrum, the shade d the nraoh 
who had dona his duty. Tho Bonin* would get up to answer Mm; over-rated Bonus would have been dimmed m glory. Observe how 
debate would follow; at least two hours would be piossStetiy well he looks the pwt. Bee with what unoonaoious effect he produces 
oocupied. Instead of Bqoibx. A rTORinnr-OeHJiBAi. rose. "WfMT s stumpy pWoe of lead pnaoil, and lodts round for bids. Listen to 
said Bmhuess, throwing himself into attitude of attention, the clear sharp notes of bis voioe. ‘ What shall we say, gentlemen, 
" let’s hear what he has to sav.” for the Equalisation of Bates BillHow many days will you give 

Turned out to be exceedingly little. "Government scale has been for it P Name your own time, gentlemen. There is no reserve. Shall 
attacked and defended many times,” said Attorn KV-GEwmui, “ I we say six days P Does the tall, somewhat stout gentleman with a 
do not think it neoessaiy to defend it again : but,” here he leaned white waistoOat, on the Treasury Bench, shake his head P Very well, 
on the table with engaging look at tho now Bnv.ATnt.lne Bahtlbt, we will say four days. Going at four days; ' and the penoil, 
“ the hon, gentleman can take a division if he thinks tit.” scratching out six, substitutes four. This may seem very easy 

Babti.it sat and audibly gasped. Joxim gal----—— -— when it’s done: but it's art, Tobt, even genius. 

lantly protested against this treatment of bis lion.! j If you think it’s easy for a man discussing State 

friend; threatened to move adjournment of debate.! ja-'v. i bnsipess, suddenly hut completely to invest the 


j If you think it's easy for a man discussing State 
j business, suddenly hut completely to invest the 
i high oourt of Parliament with the tone and atmo- 
j sphere of an auction-room, just reckon up how 
i many other men of first rank in public life ooufif" 
do it. Not to go further afield, oould Prince 
I Abthub manage it, even after a week's training P 
I Very well; then don’t minimise a successful effort 


i friend; threatened, to more adjournment of debate, j v, 

i pHiNCKAuTHUttsontfor; arrived almost as breath-1 
{less as Babtuy ; thunder boomed, lightning 
Hashed round head of Attobnky-Gesebai, who ia r> 

always finding himself astonished. " The hon. /, 

I and learned gentleman,” said PurNcx Arthdr, r f 

j with delightful assumption of anger, “ has abused Vr; 

| the situation. Tho Opposition have no means of 
; compelling him to talk sense, but talk he must.” AjM 

i Butting OF Mai, wood, who had fied before pros- ~JsT''X 

] peet of king speech from Bartley, hastily brought jm 9L// 
book. Don't know where incident would have , fu . 
ended hod it nut been for Kinton-Blanrt. Find- < j 

ing opening he slipped in. Threw himself into Ty. _' A 
easy oratonoal attitude; proposed to considerptin- 
oiple of graduation adopted in Bill. Would do so 
under three beads; injustice to tho poor, iqjustioe Su 
to the middle-class, injustice to the rich. jjkf 

j This too much even for Opposition. With 
' groans of despair they rushed into Division Lobby; 'JfBTt f t 
| Barti.et’h scheme negatived by majority of 82. V 'jV/.t 
^ H mint in dune. - Budget Bui passed Iteport 

l?W»r»i/«p.. St. John Bhobhick sitting on " * ! 

front Opposition Bench through Committee of! 

Supply on Army Estimates this afternoon, in- 
vestedneighbourhoodwithunwontedsiroffasmon.; "The Von 

Not that there is, as a rule, any lack of stylo on .. 

port of leaders of Opposition regarded as s body. Only somethin! 
»» nt nut jnoi, about Hbomrtcx that suggested profoundest dept! 


of Pool*. Couldn't help oomplimenting him on his turn out i a bouquet of flowers to be presented to the Queen, whilst Szuthi'kk 
“ Evidently you spare no expense,” 1 said; " though why even a pare, plumped on his knees, weloomed his Sovereign within the gate- 


particular person.” Burnett Arne, — Hicxs- 
Biaoh, oomploiningthat Ministers have dropped | 
a large number of Bills for lack of time to pass 
them, and asserting .that the time remaining at 
their disposal for passing the poor balance is too 
short, reduces it by three hours, in order that be 
and his friends may lament the fact. 

Friday ,—House heard with keen satisfaction 
that Seluu i‘EK is around again. Not having seen 
iu the newspapers any telegrams from him lately, 
there was vague idea that he had succumbed to 
his exertions on occasion of tha happy event at 


tesEsSlB White Lodge. Perhaps he was a little fatigued, for 
SKTSbW" Seivmfrb, in addition to being Mayor of Rioh- 
*W moB< i' is almost human. No man born of woman 
•py oould with iinjmnitjtfire off such a succession rf 
l telegrams as on that memorable day Szlumpbb 
“ The Voitu* IVuIct Party.” dealt out to his Bovereign, the Heir Apparent to 

-- the Throne, the Crowned Heads af Europe, and 

his ducal neighbours at the White Lodge. But on Royal Christen¬ 
ing day Bzi-OMPsawas around again, with a little Bzmwvih carrying 


millionaire should wear an overooat a day like this seems wicked 1 way of ancient Richmond. 

waste of property. Hope yon are not growing desperate in anticipa- “ Ah, re Seuthpsb I ” said Babe, " he delights me mere and more, 
tion of Death Duties; spending your money reoklessly so that Hab- He represents, if you think of it, the eesenoe of our English social 
covbt may he disappointed when, for taxing purposes, he acmes toI life. He is part of the foundation of the British Constitution, whioh 
aggregate your property ?” j everyone, especially those regarding it from a distance, regards at the 

' “ My dear hoy,” said Broubick, giving the overooat a dexterous perfeetion of good government.” Bum ess done. —A doll night 


' “ My dear hoy,” said Broubick, giving the overooat a dexterous perfeetion ml good government.” Butinett done. —A doll night 
lift by the lappels that added fresh graoe to its fit at the bade of the speeohmuking on Irish Evicted Tenants Bill. a 

neck, “you’re out of it altogether. This is the thirteen-and-six- .... - - — . 

penny coat supplied to Tommy Atkins in whioh,—following tho nTB . nun . VI , , 

advice of l)r. Jon noon, wasn’t itP—I, as I told the House the other OXFORD AND I ALE,— (Jilt 18.) 

day, took a walk down Bond Street. The surtout underneath, whioh A vkbt good fight! Come egain to ns, Yale! 

1 will fully display when the Housegets e little fuller, oast ssventeen- We know a true Tank knows not how to spell" fail,’’ 

and-six net. lou will observe it is so made, that you can Hicxox and Sheldon oan throw end oan jump! 

button it aoros* and so save a waistooat. If you m&t'have a waist- And e’en in the racing you made our lads pump 

coat, we can do it at eight-ind-ninepenoe. As for trousers, these Come again, Tale, ooraeagain, and again; 

oost me thirteen shillings.” (Here he stretched out end fondly Viators or vanquished such visits aren't vain. 

regarded a manly leg.) " If I had taken a couple of pair, ont at the One of these daye you will probably nick us, 

same time you know, I oould have had the two for 25i. I see your We don't crow when we Rut; wa won't cry when yon link us 1 

eyes fixed ou the boots. As you say, the shape of the foot may have . . —. 


eyes fixed on the boots. As you say, the shape of the foot may have 
something to do with it. But apart from .that, the artiole is equal to 
what you pay thirty-five shillings for in Regent Street or Piccadilly. 
Kloven-ond-ninepenoe was the figure. Misfits, very popular with 


_ every day. 

whenever House in Committee ou Army Supply 
ward on Army matters. It encourages Caw 


entStreet or Piccadilly. *Ua, Sir! 

fits, very popular with " Wo sre informed that tho Qi-bxn has boon pleated to confer the honour 
linenenoe flS course I of a Baronetcy on Dr. Jons Williams, of Brook Street. Dr. Williams ia 
Horn that; put ’em OH the. Physician who attended tho Ducks* of Tonx.”—Dsify Paper, July 16. 
ily or debate going for- - We congratulate Sir John, who ia now a 8ar-g»on in every sense 
Iawhkll - Banbibmax, of the word. 
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worr m mtepayehs. 

Augutl let — Deer-shooting 
in Viotori* Paik oomi»enoes. 

2nd.r-Distribution of 
venison to “Progressive” 
County CounoUkwi and their 
families—especially to AU«r- 


3rd. — Stalking_ 

burnt in tho Marylebone <U>- 
mad grave-word {■ pannittad 
fron thto day. A atafl of 
oompatent anrgaou will be 
ontdd* tha palings. 

4<A.—Chamois-oourslng in 
BroakmU Park. 

5(A.—A few rogue elephants 
baaing bean imported (at. con¬ 
siderable expense to tha rate*), 
and located in tha Repent’* 
Park, the Chairman of tha 
L. C. C., aaaiatad by tha Park- 
keepara, will give an exhibi¬ 
tion of tho method Miployed 
in snaring them. The ele¬ 
phant! in tha Zoological Gar¬ 
dena will be expected to 
assist. 

Oth.—Eaak Holiday .— 
Popular festival on Hampstead 
Heath. Two herds of red dear 
will be turned on to the Heath 
at different points, and three 
or four specially procured 
man-eating Bengal tigers will 
he let loose at the Flag-staff 
to pursue them. Visitors may 
hunt the deer or the tigers, 
whichever they prefer. Ex¬ 
press rides recommended, also 
the usqof bullet-proof ooata. 
No dynamite to be employed 
againsf the tigers. Ambu¬ 
lances in the Vale of Health. 


Avy . 





GENEROSITY. 


Andrew (preparing to divide (he orange). 11 Wilt VOl' iTIuosI' THX Bio 
HALT, OxOKltlE, OB THK WXK HAL??" 

George. “ ’Conasx I ’tt CHOosx th* Bio «*».” 

Andrew (with reeignalion). “ Then I’it jest 8AVX ro mask ‘xn Kvitf," 


The Council’s Band, np 
same of the tallest trees, 
will perform musical selec¬ 
tions. 

7M. - Races at Wormwood 
Scrubbs between the Council's 
own ostriches and leading 
cyclists. A foroo of the A1 
Division of the Metropolitan 
Police, mounted on some at the 
reindeer from the onoloanre at 
. ring Gardens, will be sta¬ 
tioned round the ground to 
prevent the ostriches es¬ 
caping into the adjoining 
oountry. 

■M.—Sale of aktrioh feathers 
dropped in the contests) to 
Vest-End bonnet-makers at 
j Union prices. 

I 9th .—Grand review of all 
: the Council's animals on 
Clapham Common. Procession 
through streets (also at Union 
rate). Banquet on municipal 
venison, tiger chops, elephant 
steaks, and ostrich wings at 
'Spring Gardens. Progressive 
i fireworks. 


; Rather a change ~ foe 
I tub BAlT*K.~They (the 
dockers) wouldn’t listen to 
Bsn Timjbtt, They cried 
out to him, “Wo keen you 
and starve ourselves," Hullo! 
the revolt of the sheen! are 
they beginning to think that 
their leaders and instigators 
are after all not their best 
, friends Y “ 0 Tiu-ett not in 
! Gath! ” And Little Bee may 
j say to himself, "I'll wait 
i Tiix-ett's over.” 


LINES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 

V.- Simoon. “ A Distant View.” 
"Distance lends enchantment”—kindly 
Distance! 

Wiping out all troublm and disgraces, 

How we seem to oast, with your aiiiatance, 
All our boyish linos in pleasant places! 

Greek and Latin, atrugglea mathematic, 
These were worries ieaviog slender trace*; 
Now we tell the boys (we wax emphatic) 

How our lines fell all in pleasant plaoes. 

How we used to draw (immortal Vaehfvrd!) 

Eucud's figures, more resembling faces, 
Surreptitiously upon the black-board, 

Crude yet tolling lines in pleasant places, 

Pleasfbt places! That was no misnomer. 

Impositions ?—little heed soape-graoes; 

TV siting out a book or so of Hohxb, 

Even those were lines in pleasant placet! 

How we aoampered o'er the oountry, leading 
, Apoplectic farmers pretty chases, 

Over crops, through fenoea all nnheading. 
Stiff cross-country lines in pleasant plaoes. 

Tes, and how—too soon youth’s early day 
flies— 

In the purling brook which seaward neat 
Hoto we used to poach with luscious Hay-flies, 
Casting furtive lines in pleasant places. 

Then the liolringtl How we took them, 
scorning ’ 

Girlish outcry, though we made griminee; 
Oidy smiled to find ourselves next morning 
Somewhat marked with line* in p leae ant 
' places! 


Alma Mater, whether young or olden, 

Thanks to you for hosts or friendly faces, 
Treasured memories, days of hoyhqM gulden,' 
Lines that fell in none but pleasant plaoes! 


LONDON BICYCLISTS. 

[“Mr. AsatTTB »«iil thst 4* was informed by 
the Chief Commissioner of tho Metropolitan Police 
that undoubtedly numerous accidents were rallied 


Bicycles and tricycles were carriages, and should 
conform to tho rules of the road, and tho police, a» 
far ns poaaiblo, enforced the law n« to riding to the 
common danger.” —JJaity Graphic, July 2d.] 

Round the omnibus, past the von, 
Rushing on with a reckless reel, 

Darts that horrible nuisance, an 
Ardent cyolist resolved that he ’ll 
Ride past everything he can, 

! Heed not woman, or child, or man. 

Beat some record, some ride from Dan 
To Beorsheba; that seems bis plan. 

Why does not the Home Office ban 
London fiends at the whiriiag wheel t 

Let them ride in Die country so, 

Dart from Dunoansbay Heed to Deal, 
Shoot as straight as the flight of crow, 
Sweep as swallow that seeks a meal, 
We don’t care how the dew* they go, 
But in thoroughfares when we know 
Cydiats, hurrying to and fro, 

Hake each peaceable man their foe, 
Riders, walkers alike ory “ Wheat 
Stop these fiends of the whirling 
wheel!” 


ODE ON SACRIFICE. 

Amid the glowing pageant of the year 
There comes too soon th’ inevitable shook, 
That token of the season sere, 

To the unthinking fair so cheaply dear, 

Who, like to shipwreck’d seamen, do it hail, 
And ory, "A Sale! a Hale! 

A Solo! a Summer Sale of Surplus Stoek!" 

See, how, like busy-humming bees 
Around toe ineffable fragrance of the lime, 
Woman, unsparing of the salesman’s time, 
Reviews the stook, and chaffers at her ease, 
Nor yet, for all her talking, purchases, 

But takes array, with oopper-bulgdd purse, 
The textile harvest of a quiot eye, 

Great bargains still unbought, and power to 
buy. 

Or she, her daylong, garrulous labour done, 
Some victory o’er reluctant remnants won, 
Froth from the trophies of her skill, 

Things that toe needed not, nor ever will, 
She takes toe well-earned bun ; 

Ambrosial food, Diketii erst design’d 
As the appropriate food qg womankind, 

Plain, or with comfits deck'd and spioo; 

Or, daintier, daUies With an ice. 

Nor feel* in heart the wore* 

Because the haberdashers thus disperse 
Their surplus stook at an astounding sacrifice! 

Vet Contemplation pauses to review 
The destinies that meet the silkworm's care, 
'the fate of fabrics whose materials grew 
In the same fields at cotton or of fiax, 

Or wared on fellow-fioekmeu’s fleecy back*, 
And the same mill, loom, ease, emporium, 
shelf, did share. 


tol. era. 
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“ADDING INSULT,” &c. 

SoKNI —Hunters cantering round Show Ring. 

Youth on hard-mouthed Grey {having just cannoned against old Twenf.ffntun), “'flaunt mk, Sir,—'bligeD TO dd IT. Nothing i.khk 

than A Haystack stops him 1” 


THE EIDEE’S VADE MECUH. 

(For Ute in Rotten Row.) 

Qucetion. What part of London do you consider the moat dan¬ 
gerous for an equestrian Ik 

A newer. That part of flle Park known as Rotten Row. 

Q . Why i» it bo dangerous ? 

A. Because it if overcrowded in the Season, and at all times im¬ 
perfectly ke]>t. 

Q, What do you mat by ” imperfectly kept ” ? 

A. I mean thut the soil w not free from bricks and other impedi¬ 
ments to oomfortuble and safe riding. 

Q. Why do you go to Rotten Row P 

A. Because it is the most convenient place in London fur the resi¬ 
dents of the West End. 

Q. But would not Battersea Park do as well P 

A. It is farther afield, and at present, so far as the rides are con¬ 
cerned, given over to the charms of solitude. 

Q. And is not the Regent’s Park also available for equestrians P 
•A. To some extent: but the roads in that rather distant pleasaunce 
are not comparable for a moment with the ride within view of the 
Serpentine. 

Q. Would a ride in Kensington Gardena be an advantage P 

A. Yes, to some extent; still it would soarooly be us convenient 
as the present exercising ground. 

<2. Then you admit that there are (and might lie) pleasant rides 
other than Rotten Row P 

A. Certainly; but that fact does not dispense with the necessity of 
reform in existing institutions. 

Q. Then you oonsider the raising of other issues is merely a plan to 
confuse and obliterate the original oontention P 

A. Assuredly; and it is a policy that has been tried before with 
success to obstructors and failure to the grievance-mongers. 

Q. So as two blacks do not make one white yon and all believe that 
Rotten Row should be carefully inspected and the causes of the recent 
accidents ascertained and remedied! 

A. I do; and, farther, am oonvinoed that enoh a oonrse would be 
for the benefit of the public in general and riders in Rotten Row in 
pertionlar. 


"PEBSONALLY CONDUCTED.” 

'Tin a norrible tale I’m a-going to narrate; 

It hapnened—veil, each vone can fill in the date! 

It’s a heartrending tale of three babbies so tine. 

Whom to spifflioatc promptly their foes did inoline. 

Vcn they vos qvite iufants they lost their mamma; 

They vos loft all alone in the vorld vith their pa. 

But to vateh o'er his babbies vos always hie plan - 
(Chorus)— 

’Cos their daddy he von sich a kcerful old man! 

He took those three kiddies all into bis charge, 

And kep them together so they shouldn’t “ go large.” 

Two hung to his coat-tails along the hard track. 

And tbs third one, he olung to his neck piok^a-back. 

The fees of those kiddies they longed for their bleed, 

And they swore that to carry ’em As shouldn’t suoceed. 

But to save them poor babbies he hit on a plan— 

( Chorus)— 

'Cos their dadda he vos sioh a artful bid man! 

Home hoped, from exposure, the kids would ketch cold, 

And that oroup or rheumatics would lay ’em in the mould; 
Bat they seemed to survive ovary babbyish disease, 

Vich their venomous enemies did not qvite please. 

But, in coarse, sich hard lines did the kiddies no good; 

They gtfcvet in the storm, they got lost in the vend, 

Bnt their dad oried, “ 1 ’ll yet save these kids ir i con! ”— 

( Chorus )— 

’Cos their feyther he vos rich a dogged old man 

Foes hoped he'd go out of his depth.—or his mind,— 

Or, cutting his stiok, leave his babbies behind, 

Ven they game to the margin of a vide roaring stream. 

And the kids, being frightened, began for to scream. 

But he cries, cheery like, “ Stash that hnUabulloo! 

Keep your eye on your father, and HI ’ll pull you through! 
Vion some thinks he rill do—if any von can— 

( Chorus )— 

’Cos Sir VuiYtrn he is rich a w&lliant old man! , 
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LYRE ANO LANCET. 

(A Stotry in Nunc*.) 

PART V.—CROSS-PURPOSES. 

ScRNK VI,— A First-Class Compartment. 

Lady Maine (to herself). Pool* don’t seem to have muoh self- 
possession. He >earns perfectly overoomo hr hearing my name like 
that. If only bo doesn't lose his head completely and say something 
about my wretched letter! 


geniuses never are. And uititmaUfrad! Aail’mwnke’iTWT 
natural and simple, and I shin Hite him when I know him. _ 

[The tram eiackems, 

. . n . tm . . ji_i. iLI.fi AL k 


SpurreU (to himself). I’d better tell ’em before they find out for I (PfftLLiPSOir hurries had 
emselve*. (Alum; des- , . i 


to meet ns—you will find ni Lew when you come book. 

fici.VE VII .—On the Platform at Shuntingbridge. 

Lady Cant. All, there you aw. PjnsMreoir! Yes, you oan take 
the jewel-case; and now you had better go mu see utter the trunks. 


themselves. (Alum; dtt- 

r raid I/.) My lady, 1 - I fuel 
ought to explain at none 
how 1 oomii to be going down 
to Wyvern like this. 

[Lady Musi* only jut! 
suppresses a terrified 
protect. 

Lady Cautire (benignly 
amused). My 'good Sir, 
there ’* not the slightest 
necessity, I am perfectly 
aware ot who you are, and 
everything about you! 

Spurr. (incredulously). 
llut really 1 don't aee hme 

your ladyship- Why, I 

haven’t said a word that- 

Lady Cnnl. (with a mlemii 
wuggishucss). Celehri tl es 
who mwui to preaerve their 
ineogniln shouldn’t allow 
their friend* to aee them off. 
I happened to hear a certain 
Andromeda mentioned, and 
that, woe quite enough for 
Me! ; 

Sparr. (to himself, re- 
limed). She know* ; aeon 
the sketch of me in the ling 
fancier, 1 exueot; goo* in 
for breeding null* herself, 
very likely. Well, that ’e a 
load off my mind ! (Aloud.) 
You dou’t aay so, my lady. 
I’d no idea your ladyship 
would have any tasto that 
way; most agreeable sur¬ 
prise to me, 1 oan assure you! 

Lady Cant. 1 see no rcs- 
aon for surprise jn the 
matter. 1 nave always 
endeavoured to cultivate my 
taste in all directions; to 
keep in touch with even 
modern development. 1 
make it a rule to read and 
see everything. Of course, 
I have no time to give more 
than a rapid glance at meet 
things; but 1 hope some day 
(o be able to have another 
look at your Andromedu. 1 
hear the most glowing ao- 
oount* from all the judges. 

Spurr. (tu himself). She 
knows all the judges 1 She 
mutt be iu the fancy t 
(Aloud.) Any time your 


you had better go and eee after the trance. 
& to the luggage-van; SrnsaBU, returns.) 

WM, Mr.—I alwuya forget 
names, so (hell oall you 
“AnwioKtn*.”—have you 

found- The omnibus, is 

it ? Very well, take us to 
it, end we’ll get in. 

[ They go outside, 
Undereheli [at •another 
part of the platform — to 
himself). Where has Miss 
Mini disappeared to t Oh, 
there she is, pointing out 
her luggage. What a quan¬ 
tity she travels with! Can't 
be such a very poor relation, 
How graoefu and oollected 
she ia, and how she orders 
the porters about! I really 
believe I shall enjoy this 
visit. [To a porter.) That's 
mine—the brown one with 
a white star. I want it to 
l go to Wyvern Court—Sir 

l Rui'KBT Culvmus's. 

V Porter (shouldering it). 

lit A L Right, Sir. Follow me, if 
Id fiT you please. 

[f/e disappears with it. 

' 1 ' Und. (to himself). 1 
"Uf lit mustn’t leave Migs Mum, 
J Kj alone. (Advancing tu her.) 

ni ||f Can 1 be of any assistance ? 

H Phillipem. It's all done 

H || now. But you might try 

W ]f and find out how we’re to 
II /, ]i get to the Court. 


" Searching every pooket but tfie right one.” 


I U NDKK6H KI.I. departs; is re¬ 
quested to produce hie 
ticket, and epende several 
minutes in searching every 
Spocket but the right one. 

Sons'* VIII .—The Station 
Yard at Shuntingbridge. 
Lady Cant, (from the 
interior of the Ifyrern om¬ 
nibus, testily , to Footman). 
What are we waiting for 
twwT Is my maid coming 
with ua—or how P 
Footman. There’s a fly 
ordered to take her, my lady. 

Lady Cant, [to SrcBHgu., 
who is standing below). Then 
it’s you who are keeping us 1 
Spurr. If your ladyship 
will excuse me, I’ll just go 
and see if they ’vo put out 


auj Lime yuur ' my 

ladyship likes to name X shall be proud and happy tu briny her Lady Cant. ( impatiently ). Never mind about your bag. ( To 
round for your inspection. Footman.) What have you done with this gentleman’s luggage ? 

/.wry {ant. {with nmdesrenston). If jou are kirn? enough to Footman. Everything for the Court is on top now, mv lady, 
otter mo a copy of Andromeda, I shall bo most pleased to posses* [ILe opens the door fur Sfuhrell. 

011 ^ Teddy Cant, (to SruRRBLL, frAo is still irresolute). For goodness’ 

Spurr. (to hnnsntj ). Sharp old customer, this; trvinjr to rush me sake don’t hop about on that step! Come in, and let us start, 
fur a pup. 1 never offered her one! (Aloud.) Well, as to that , Lady Mai tic. P/eoseget in—there’s plenty of room! 

myJauy, J ve promised so many already, that, really 1 don’t “hut Spurr. (to himself). They are chummy, and no mistake! (Aloud, 

tlu re J II aee what 1 win do for yon. 1 Ml make a note of it; you as he gets in.) I do hope it won’t, be considered any intrusion—my 
must it t mind having to trait a hit. coming up along with ytour ladyships, I mean! 

Lady Cant, [ratting her eyebrows). 1 will make an effort to sup- Lady Cant7\anappishly) . Intrusion! I never heard such non- 
purt existence ip the meantime. sense! Hid you expect to be asked to run behind t You really | 

Lady Mame (to hereof). 1 couldn’t have believed that the mm mustn’t bo ridiculously modest As if your Andrvmgfo hadn 11 
who c<mM write Much lovely verses should bo su—well, not exactly procured you tho entree everywhere 1 [ The omnibus starts. 

a r gvntlenian! How jwUy of me to have such thoughts. Perhaps Spurr. (to himself). Good old Hrummy! No idea I was such a j 












“THE LITTLE MORE AND HOW MUCH IT IS.” 

SB {engaged to another), "Wit DON’T 8ERJC TO BC OITTINO ON VINT WILL ; SOHRTBINO BXBMa TO BE WXIOHINO TS DOWN I ” 

He (ylootnily ). “ It 's that Diamond and Sapphire Kino ox tour left hand. Wn mould bk all right if it weren't 
por that 1” 


I ’U keep iny tail up. Shyness ain’t one of my failing). 


ray lady, it’s too dark to—- {The mate snores peacefully.) Her 
ladyship seems to be taking a snooze on the quiet, my lady. (To 


ladyship seems to be taking a snooze on the quiet, my lady. (In 
Lady Mainik.) (To himself.) Not that Mat's the word for it 1 
Lady Mnieie (distantly). My Mother gets tired rather easily. (To 
hereelf.) It’s really too dreadful; he makes me hot all over! If 
he's going to do this kind of thing at Wyvera! And I’m more or 

less responsible for him, tool 1 must see if I oan't- It will be 

only kind, (Aloud, nerwmely.) Mr.—Mr. Blair I 
Spurr, Exouse me, mymdy, not Bum— Spurred!,. 

Lady Maine, Of course, how stupid of me, I knew it wasn’t 
really your name. Mr. Spbukeli, then, you—you won’t mind if I 
give you just one little hint, mil you '< 

Spurr. I shall take it kindly of your ladyship, whatever it is. 
Lady Maieie (more nervously stiff). It's really such a trifle, but— 
but, in speaking to Mamma or me, it isn’t at all necessary to say 
‘ my lady ’ or ' your ladyship.’ I—I mean, it sounds rather, well- 
formal, don't you know! 

Spurr. (to himeelf), She’s going to be chummy now! (Aloud.) 1 
thought, on a first acquaintance, it was only manners. 

Lady Maieie. Oh—manners r yes, I—I daresay—but still—but 
still —not at Wyvem, don’t you know. If you like, you oan call 
Mamma ‘ Lady Caxtxrk,’ and me 1 Lady Maisik,’ and, of course, my 
Aetnt will be ‘ Lady CtiLVUtix,’ but—but if there are other people 
staying in the house, you needn't call them anything, do you see t 
Spurr. (to himeelf). I’m not likely to havu the chance! (Aloud.) 
Well, if you ’re sure they won’t mind it, because I’m not used to 
this sort of thing, so I put myself in your hands,—fur, of course, you 
know what brought me down here t 
Lady Maieie (to hereelf). He means my foolish letter! Oh, I 
must put a stop to that at once! (In a hurried undertone.) Yes- 
yes; I—I think I do. I mean, I do know—but—but pleute forget 
it— indeed yon must! 


vrrins will take oare I don t forget that! (Aloud.) But, I say, it a 
all very well; but how con I ? Why, look here; I was told I was to 
oome down here on purpose to ——. 

Lady Maieie (on thorns). I knew—you needn’t toll me! And 
don’t sneak so load! Mamma might howl 

Spurr. (puzsMd). What if she d&7why, I thought her la— 
your Mother know! 

Lady Maieie (to hereelf). He actually thinks 1 should toll Mamma 1 


Oh, how dense he is 1 (Aloud.) Yes- yes—of courso she knows— 
1 but—hut you might wake her 1 And—and please don’t allude to it 
again—to me or—or anyone. (To hereelf.) That I should have to 
beg him to he silent like this 1 But what oan I do t Goodness only 
knows what he mightn’t say, if I don’t warn him! 

Spurr. (nettled). I don’t mind who knows. I’m not ashamed of 
it, Lady Mamin— whatever you may be! 

Lady Maieie (to hereelf, exasperated). He dares to imply that I've 
done something to be ashamed of I (Aloud; haughtily .) 1 ’m not 
ashemed—why ehould I be P Only—oh, oan’t you really understand 
that—that one may do things which one wouldn't oare to be re¬ 
minded of publidly r I don't wieh it - isn’t that enough ? 

Spurr. (to himeelf). I see what she’s at now—doesn't want it to 
oome out that she’s travelled down here with a vet! (Aloud, 
stiffly.) A lady’s wish is enough for me at any time. If you ’ro 
sorry for haying gone out of your way to be friendly, why, I m not 
: the person to take advantage of it. fhope I know how to behave. 

[i/e taker refuge in offended eilenee. 

Lady Maieie (to hereelf). Why did I say anything at ail 1 I’roonly 
made things worse—I’ve let him see that he hue an advantage. 
And he's certain to use it sooner or later—unless I am civil to him. 
1 ’ve offended him now—and I shall have to make it up with him! 

Spun, (to himeelf). I thought all along she didn’t seem as 
chummy as her mother—but to turn round on me like this I 

Lady Cant, (waking up). Well, Mr. Andromeda, I should have 
thought you and my daughter might have found tome subjeot in 
oommon; but I haven't heard a word from either of you since we 
left the station. 

Lady Maieie (to hereelf ). That’s eome oomfortl (Aloud.) You 
must have had a nap, Mamma. We-we have been talking. 

Spurr. Oh yes, we have been talking, I eon assure you—er—Ledy 
Cantuos ! 

Lady Cant. Dear mo. Well, Maisie, I hops the conversation was 
entertaining 

Lady Maine. M-moat entertaining, Mamma! 

Lady Cant. I’m quite sorry I missed it. (The omnihne etope.) 
Wyvera at last! But what a journey it’s been, to be sure! 

Spurr. (to himeelf). I should |nst think it had. I’ve never 
been so taken up and put down in all my life 1 Bnt it’s over now; 
and, thank goodness, I’m not likely to see atnr more of ’em t 

’ [if* gote out wdh alacrity. 

Mia. £. has often had a cup of tea in a storm, but she cannot for 
the life of her soc how there can possibly bo a storm in a tea-cup. 
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INFELICITOUS MISQUOTATIONS. 

Hostess. '■ You ’vk eaten hardly anytiuno, Ma. Sihpwne ! “ Ur. S. "My dear Lady, I ’ye Dined ‘ wmir, but mr too wbil ! 


THE COBEAN COCK-FIGHT. 

[“ Russia's lava of pence la outweighed by hor 
duty to safeguard hrr vital interests, which would 
aeribualy suiter wore Japan or China to modify the 
present elate of things in Core*."— f^Ieiii /Rumen 
fine of the Ceretm nitration, given by “ tiaitg 
Telegraph ” Cotreepmimt at St. Petersburg.) 

Bruin, loquitur, 

“ Duty to safeguard my interests?" Quito so! 

Nine way of putting it, yea, and no moral,' 
Yet I love Peace! Pity game-oeokt will 
light bo! 

Disfigures their plumes and their oomhs’ 
healthy “ ooral." 

Itig Cochin-China and Bantam of lap 
Feel at eaoh other they must have a slap, 
Cock-u~duudle-tU>~u~o.u ! !! 

Humph! I must keep a sharp eye on the two! 

Peaoe.now! She is suoh a loveable darling! 

Goddess 1 worship in rapt contemplation. 
Spurring and crowing, and snapping and 
snarling, 

Wholly unworthy a bird—or a nation! 

Still there is Duty! 1 have an idea 
Mine lies in watching this light in Corea, 

('iick-ii-tluudla-tlu-u-o-u / ;! 

Bull yonder looks in a bit of a stew ! 

Some say my destiny pointeth due Nhrlli, 
loe-oaves are all very well—for a winter- 
rest. 

But BauiN’s fond of adventuring forth; 

In the "Far East" he feels quite a warm 
interest: 

Bull doesn't luce it at all. But then Bull 
Fanoiee that no one should feed when Ac's full! 

Cuok-a-doodle-do-o-o-o ! ! ! 

I /m still hungry, and love chicken-stew! 


To make the Corea a cook-pit, young Janpy, 

May suit you, or even thatnuge Cochin- 
China ; 

But- -lighting you know always makes me 
nnhappy. 

I feel, like poor Villikins robbed of his 
Dinah, 

As if I oould swallow a oup of “ooldpison.”— 

But—still—these antagonists 1 must keep 
eyes on. 

Cock-a-dtuidls-do-o-o-o ! ! ! 

CookHghting is cruel, —but stirring fun, too! 

Duty, dear boys! Ah! there’s nothing like 
Duty. 

Gives one " repose ’’—like that Blooksmith 
of Longfellow ! 

Go it, young Jap! That last drive was a 
beauty. 

But-jour opponent's an awfully strong 

Little bit slow at first, sluggish and lum¬ 
bering. 

But when he makes a fair start there’s no 
slumbering. 

Ceejt-a-rfom/fe-db-o-o-o / ! 1 

Sokes! yow his new steel spurs shone as he 


Game-cook is game—though a little mite 
midgety. 

Well, whate’er the, end be, and whichever 
win, [out in. 

I think tha game's mine, when 1 choose to 
Cock-a-doodlu-dtuo-o-c ! !! 

I'm safe for a dinner—off one of the two! 

[Left considering and chortling. 


THE WAB CBY. 

(Dedicated (without permission) to the Pioneer 
, Club) 

House ye, ye women, and flock to your banners! 

War is deolarednn the enemy. Man! 

If ws can’t teach Km to better his manners, 
We’ll oopy the oreatnre as close as we oan! 
No longer the heel of the tyrant shall grind us. 

House ye and rally 1 The despot defy! 

And the false craven shall tremble to find us 
Uesolved to a woman to do or to die. 
Chorus. 

Then hey! for the latchkey, sweet liberty’s 
symbol! 

Greet it, ye girls, wtth'your lustiest oheer! 
Away with the scissors! Away with the 
thimble! 

And hey nonny no for the gay Pioneer,! 

Why shonld we writhe on a clumsy side-saddle 
Designed on a most diabolical blan f 
Women! submit ye no longer! Hide straddle. 


Storm the iniquitous haunts of his pleasure, 
Leave him to nurse the dear babes when 
they fret, 

Dine at St. James’ in luxurious leisure, 

And woo the delights of the sweet oigarette! 

Look to your latchkeys! The whole situation 
Upon the possession of these will depend. 

Use them, ye women, without hesitation, 

And dine when ye will with a gentleman 
friend. 

Han’s a concoction of sin and of knavery— 
Women of India, China, Japan! 

House ye, and end this inglorious slavery! 
Down with the tyrant! Dowd, down with 
the Man ! 
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IN SHEER DELIGHT. 

(ASvrny&Hvial.) 

In (hear delight I ting the 
country'll praise. 

The town no longer takes 
me day er night 
'Hid seontod^roses one ihould 

The oora field* unto harvest 


with your acquaintance on the 
following morning, and dis¬ 
arrange your plana for a life¬ 
time. 

Lastly, if you dream that 
you have deoided to give up 
gadding about on a bank holi¬ 
day to remuin at home, you will 
see that it is better to follow 
your f anoy, and avoid the ride 
of making a mistake by adven¬ 
turing to strange places and 
pastures nejr. 


THMC8 ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE EXPRESSED DIFFERENTLY. 

" Well, ooon-nvK ros the I'Bkkknt, Dearest I I Morn you ’ll be 
qlTITR WELL AND KTSONO WHEN I CAN NEXT COME AND SEE YOU." 

"Ob, I Horn I shai.i, sk well Ann stronii mumn to he awav 

BEVOllK THAT I ” 


7V train (South 

to wing his flight 
No lover of the Surrey side 
delays. 

My own ease yon suggest P 
Of course you ’re right. 
Which p'r’nps explains wby 
I to spend my days 

In Shere delight 1 

" Sorter Aquatic.*" ; OB, 
Maxim fob the MAiDE»n> AD 
Reoatta.- -After a rattling 
race with KlIJ»Y of Staines 
(who was wom to a stand¬ 
still), and CoHEJt of Maiden¬ 
head (who pitched overboard), 
Vehitt of Weybridge easily 
retained the Upper Thames 
Single I’uating Champion¬ 
ship. Why, oert’n’ly! What 
Bays the old Latin saw P 
Magna eat Veritaa, at prn- 
rahhit! Whioh (obviously) 
moansGreat is Verity, and 
he shall prevail 1 


LORD ORHONT’S MATE AND MATEY'S AMINTA. 

By li'”GE M'K'D'TH. 

Volume II. 

The die was now a-easting. Hnrtled though devious windings 
far from ordered realms where the Syntax dueen bolds sway, spin¬ 
ning this way and that like thb whipped box-wood beloved of youth 
but deadly to the gout-ridden toes of the home-faring Alderman, 
now sinking to a fall, now hnpetuously whirled on a devil-dance, 
clamorous ns Cooytus, the lost souls filling it. to the brink, at last the 
meaning glimmered to the eye —not that wherein dead time hung 
just above the underlids, but the oommon reading eye a-thirst for 
meanings, baffled again and again and d rooping a sopori tie lid slowly, 
nose a-snore, and indolent mind lapped in slumber. They discussed r. 

“ Am 1 a Literary Causerie ? ” breathed Amint.i. 

11 No, but food for such." 

“ Aud if 1 am f ” she said. 

“ Turgidity masquerading as depth. Was ever cavalry general so 
tortured into symbolism P ” 

“ I remain, she insisted. 

“ I go to I'aris,” was his retort. 

" My aunt stays with me." 

“ Thank Heaven 1 ” he muttered. 

Tne design was manifest. Who should mistake it P For a fencer 
{days you the acrobat, a measure he, poised on a plum-box with 
jargon-mouth agape few what shall dome to it. Is the man uncon¬ 
scious P Hie worse his fate. For the fact is this. All are Mero- 


The question flickod him like a hansom's whip, that plnoks you 
out an optic, policeman in helmet 'looking on. stolid on the mum- 
; ohance. Out it goes at whip-end end no remedy, blue, green, 
brown or bloodshot. Glass can imitate or poroelain, and a pretty 
! trade’s a-doing in these, making a man like two light-houses, one 
I fixed as fate, the other revolving like the earth on its axis. 

“ Brown,” he answered, humbly. 

“ Moesfielu’ s after her,” said Lady Charlotte. 

| “Let him.” 

“ But he’s dangerous.” 

“ I can trounce such. Did it at school, and can remember the 
triok. M .... 

A lady came moving onward. Nhe hud that in her gait which 
; showed command, her bonnet puokered to the front, a fat aunt 
: trailing behind. They came steadily. It was Awinta with her aunt, 
j Lord Ormoxt, his temper ablaze like his manuscript, thirty-four 
! pages, neither more nor less, fortidcations planned, advice given 
| gratis to the loutish neglecting nation, stepned forwurd. 

“You must remove her,” he declared to Wkybukn. 

“ But the aunt ? ” questioned Matey. 


vooable quivering in hi# eyeball, destiny mooning wun oareies* gioe, 
while Morsftkld and a bully-captain saw their chances and Just 
missed the taking. 

Away they clattered, Matet and Amibta, leaving the Paonell to 
her pasrion-breathing Moksfielu. 

Eni> of Vol. II. 


deep in the compound, and no distinction. 

Clatter, crash, bang. Helter-skelter comes dashing Lady Char- 
LOiTK, a forest at her heels dragged is chains for all a neighbour 
may pout and fret and ride to hounds. She switched him a brat-faoe 
natter-down of an apology tamed to the net-ponds of a busk-madder, 
blue nose vermilion, mannish to the outside, breathing flames and 
scattering apish hop-poles like s ptmohute blown into wane by the 
bellows of a hugger-mugger oanforarity. “I can mew, die said. 
“ Old women con; it’i a way they have. The person yon call.,. 
butno-I pass it Was ever suehfoRy inanamf And that man my 
brother Rammer. But you have seen her yah say—a Spaniard—4y 
at mil ISehorita, and the rest at the gibberish, what is her ooioor P” 


Tlffi END OF THE OPERA SEASON. 

Bah anS Charm. | Who knew so “ where he are!" 

The Opera time began in May, j , h* o» , 

And ended but lust Saturday. campaign can p an 

. We hope it bos been made to pay ] With sure suoeoss! no better man 
Chorus. Aboustus Druiuo- , For operatic venture than 

lanuh ! j Chbrua (»» umsoh). Auacsirs 

I Soto. Not in the days of Mario , Dxuxiolasus! 

; Was there on Impretario, Ml. 

, Arranger of armaria, | Tho Opera time, ftc. (as above). 

1 Maxim fob Ctcusis.—" Try-cynic before you Huy-oyclc.” 


















THE PARLIAMENTARY SWIMMING BATH. 

(A Seasonable Suggestion .) 

It is proposed to establish Baths'at the Houses of Parliament for the use of Members .”—Doily Frees. 
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REAL ENJOYMENT. 

N<m-(fotfer ( middle-aged, rather stout, who would like to play, and has been recommended it as healthy ami amusing). " WcU, 1 cannot 
ill! WHERE THE EXCITEMENT COMES IN IN THIS GAME 1" 

Caddie. “Eh, hon, there ’a moke Swkakino dbkd oykk Gout than anv other Game I D've no ca' that Excitement?" 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DUET OF TOBY, M.P. 


O'Brien hotly interrupts. To make the reminisoence complete Joseth 
contributes a speech in whioh he heaps oontumely and scorn on 
representatives of Irish nationality. Tim reminds him how different 
was his attitude, how, varied his voice, at epoch of Kilmainham Treaty, 
Tim has a rough but effective way of fastening upon a name 
or phrase, and even blatantly reiterating it. Tuns, when Old 
Mokalitt, in his kindly manner, once alluded to a visit paid to him 
at a oritioa] time by his “old friend Mr. Walter,” Tim leaped 


present attitude towards Ireland and the landlord party with that 
assumed by him twelve years ago, he insisted upon calling the 
Arrea^p Bill of 1882 “the Chamberlain Act.” It wasn't Joseph’s 
personal possession or invention any more than it was the tkiiMRE ok 
Malwooh’s. But that way of putting it doubly suited Tim’s pur¬ 
pose. It permitted him, without breach of order, to allude by name 
to the member for West Birmingham; there’s a good deal in a name 
when the syllables are hissed forth with infinite hate and scorn. 
Also it aooentuated the ohWged position ru-o-tu Ireland to whioh 
further reflection and honest oonrietion have brought the prime 
mover in the Kilmainham Treaty. 

Irish Members, forgetting their own quarrels with Tix as he 
fustigated the common enemy, roared with delight A broad smile 
lighted np the serried ranks ox the Liberals. Prince Author wore 


Tuesday .—As has been noted on an earlier occasion, Britannia has 
no bulwarks, no towers along her steep. It is, consequently, the 
more oomforting to know that Ellis Awmead-IUbtlett (Knight) 
keeps his eve on things abroad as they affect the interests of British 
citizens. The Member for 8abx tells me he has a faded oopy of tho 
Skibbereen JSuofr containing its famous note of warning to Napoleon 
the Third. Was published at time of the irruption of Colonels. 
These gentlemen, sitting on boulevards sipping absinthe, used to 
twirl their moustache and— saerr^e !—growl hints of what they 
would do when they as conquerors walked down Fiocudillee, and 
rioted in the riches of Leestar Square. 

Napoleon the Third did not escape suspicion of fanning this 
flame. Howbeit the Skibbereen Eagle came out one Saturday 
i morning with a leading article commencing: " We have our eye on 
Napoleon the Third, Emperor of the French.” 

Thus Ellis Ash mead-Bartlett (Knight) digs eagle claws into 
the aerie heights of the Clock Tower, and watches over the interests 
and cares of an Empire un which the sun rarely sets. 

“All the kinder of him," Sark says, “sinoe they cannot he said 
directly to concern him. In an effort to redress the balance between 
the Ola World and the New, United States has lent us Ash mead. 
The temporary character of the arrangement makes only the more 
generous his concern fur the interests of the Empire in which he 


instigated the common enemy, roared with delight. A broad smile 
lighted up the serried ranks of the Liberals. Prince Arthur wore 
odooorous look af sympathy with his wronged right hon. friend. 
The Duke of Devonshire,—'* late the Leader of the Liberal Party,” 
—from tiie Peers' Gallery surveyed the some with stolid countonanoe. 
Joseph, orohid-decked, sat in nil corner seat below the gangway, 
staring straight before him a* one who saw not neither did he hear. 

• Busmese done.—Tat Healt goes on the rampage. Evicted 
Tenants Bill read seoond time. 


contemptuous uKheir treatment of the Patriotic Emigrant. Hard 
to say at whioh office door. Foreign or Colonial, Ashmead hangs his 
head with more distressful result. He takes them in luooesewn, with 
dogged oonrage that would in anyone else excite admiration. Of the 
two janitors, perhaps Edward Grey's touoh is the lightest. He 
replies with a solemn gravity that puzzles Ash mead, and keeps him 
brooding till Speaker stays the merry laughter or the House by 
calling on the next question. Buxton is more openly contemptuous, 
more severely ttroaatic, end sometimes, whan Ashmead’s prattling, 


when earned to the Trananol where they think all Members <a 
Parliament are responsible men, he smartly raps out. Between the 
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iw0 «u n nr» mate m wammutA. 

B* 0"*aK M*E*D*TH. 

YounmUI. ' 

An now tin oHseax commnot with tongue-lolling Aeep- 
fleeee wolves, ears on top nomlnlr imei for slaughter 
at the Meeting imitated lamb, hen * fang notating 4# anlw- 
moot pit not of stomach tat of Acheron, tail waving in de¬ 
rision of wool-bearers whom the double-rowed deelrif month 
soon shell grip, food for mamma-wolf end 
wolf looking on, licking ohnpe expectant of whet shell rattan: 
end tip goes AeroUmour of flooke over the oountry-mla, and 
up rose howting of shepherds shamefully tricked hyJEsop- 
fable ertidoo or doggish dereliation of primely duty; for * 
watch has been set through which the wolf-enemy broke 
paws on the prowl; end the King feels this, end the Govern- 
ment, a slab-faaed jubber-mubber of contending pqnies, 
party-voters to tin front, oo n sojen o e 
no men cen tell, and Ae4ot|nt 
his chtw-beoon hobnail* like a 
he thinks, in unbreakable A 1 
man’s fault, while A* slow aoo 
bursting, guns jammed, aim a 
wer-offioe drifting to the tide-i _ 

on a lumpy cricket-field of national interests. But this was a 
climax revealed to the world. The Earl was deaf to it. Lady 
Charlottz dumbed it surprisingly. Change the epriUng, put 
a for u end n for b in Ae dumbed, and yon have the way 
Moubfielu mouthed it, and Matkt swimming with Bbowhy 
full in the Harwioh tide; head .under heele up down they go 
in Old Ocean, a glutton of such embraoes, lapping eoftiy on a 
pair of white duoks tar-steined that very morning and no 
mistake. 

“ 1 have you fast ! ” cried Matet. 

“Two and two’s four,” said Brownt. She slipped. “Are 
four,” oorrcoted he, a tutor at all times, boys and girls token 
in and done for, and no change given at the turnstile#. 

“ Catoh as catch can,” wae her next word. Plop went a 
wave full in the rosy mouA. “ Where’s Ae oatch of tide ? ” 
stuttered the men. 

“ A pun, a pun! ” bellowed the lady. “ But not by four- 
in-hand from London.’' 

She haa him there. He smiled a blue acqulesoenoe. So 


■mw~ 






to a dislike of immersions two at a time, and the hair clammy 
with salt like oottage-baoon on a breakfast-table. 


NO END TO HIS INIQUITIES. 

(From a Yorkshire ifoor.) 

Sportsman [awaiting the morrow, and meeting Keefer an he strdltn round), 
“ Well, Rodoers. thixim look eaihi.t hofekul for To- morrow, kh 1 " 
Itatgm {strong Tory). “Well, Sir, miuun', pketty Him, in'. But, oh 


Lord 0kmoxt eat wiA the jewels seized from the debating, pear, it'n awk'ard this 'ere Twelfth bein' fixed of a Sunday r 
unbeaten sister’# grasp. (lYUh much, wisdom.) “ Now, hiobt Me. Gladstone ha' had hanytbino 

• • She is at Mario*, he opined. to do wt’ that arranoement, Sib f ” 

“ Wae,” put in Lady Charlotte. — ------- —— - , t , 

The answer blew him fo*nemorv. General’s nest, General’s wife to hear him company, and lo! the 

11 Morsfield ’» dead,” hu lordAip ventured; “jobbed by a foil General brings a grand-nephew to the supplantof, convinced of 
with button oil,’’ nobility beyond petty conventions of divoroa-oourt rigmarole. So the 

“ And a good job too.” world wags wilful to Ae oflshoot, lawn-mowers gTating. grass flying. 

Lady Charlotte was ever on the crest-wave of the moment’s and perspiring gardener slow in his shirt-sleeves primed with hojieof 
humour. He smoked a back-stroke to the limits, shaking Ae sparse : beer that Aallline his lean rihs at supper-time, mne o olook is it, or 
hair of repentanoe to Ae wind of her jest. But Ae unabashed one eight—parishes vary, and a wife at home has rules. A year later ho 
oontinuea. wrote— ' , 

"I'llnot call on her.” “ Sts,—Another novel is on hand. likely you will purchase. 

“ You A all," said he. Iteadors gape for it. Better then acroaties, they my, iit for hfty 

" Hhan’t,” was her lightning-perry. puzzle-pages. What price? ., 

" You «h«11 » he persisted. “ G m *oe BVd’m." 

“ Never. Her head ie a water-flower Aat speaks at earn in the The End. 


oontinuea. wrote— ' .... 

"I’ll not call on her.” " Sts,—Another novel is on hand. likely you will purchase. 

“ You A all," said he. Iteadors gape for it. Better than acroaties, they my, tit for hfty 

" Hhan’t,” was her lightning-perry. puzzle-pages. What price? ., 

" You shall,” he perristod. “ G m *oe BVd’m." 

“ Never. Her head is a water-flower Aat speaks at ease in the The End. 

open sea. How call on a woman wiA a head like that f ” . — .. - 

,The ehock struck him fair and square. 

"We wait,” he mid, and Ae conflict elotad wiA advantage to Ae THE MAltCH OF CIVILISATION. 

A footman bore a letter. Hie step wee of Ae footman order, ealves {From a lteeord tn the. Far Out. ) 

stuffed to a longed-for bultxmsnem, food for donkeys if any such Step One.—The nation takes to learning the English language, 

should chanoe: be presented it. Step flee.—Having learned Ae English language, the nation 

“I wait,” he murmured. begins to reed British newspapers. . , , 

“ Whenoe and whither oornes It?” Step Jitam.—Kfsving mastered Ae meaning of the leaders, the 

“ Postmark may talL” ; nation starta Parliament. , „ , , , 

“ Beet open it,” said thoartnlry general, ever on the dash for open Step Fbar.—Having got a Parliament, Ae nation establishes school 

country where squadrons may deployright Aoulders up, serre-illes boards, ruilways, stockbrokers, and penny ices, 
in rear, and a hidmu olatter sf serjeant-nujon spread over all. He Step Fite ,—Having become fairly civilised, the nation takes up 

realirod considerable weahh, the nation pur- 

“ Go and ha-” the words quivered into completion, supply Ae ebasea any amount of ironclads, heavy ordnance, and ammunition. 

blank who wilL Step Setnm.— Hiving the mean* within reach, the nation indulges 

But he? punishment was certain. For it muat be Ana. Never a A rtorrifto war. ..... 

lady left her wedded husband, hut Ae must need* And hersdf Step Eight and Last,— Having lost everj-fhing, the nation returns 
weighted wiA charge <AuTin U i.r^w^0am^t sits he twiihl .ighrf relief to old-foAiSned barbarism. 
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(Acorsr 11, HIM. 


, Phill. Ob, 1 think lout give a tolerable gueiu at what youlit. 

LYRE AND LANCET■ XML You recognia* the (tamp of the Mo* upon mo, then P 

(A stow in Scout.) Phill. Well, I shouldn't have taken you for a groom exactly. 

™ iS ,S H0IJ!B - ffifm Iyou'd 

Sckn^ IX. —Ths Entrance Hall at n ytern. ■ never have taken me for a lady'* maid ! 

Tredweli {to lady CawtiuL This way, if you please, my lady. , Und. I might—if I had any desire to make an unnecessary and 
Her ladyship is in the Harober Boudwore. [ lnasUtio* remarlr. , , 

Lady Cantire. Wait !**s foots round.) What haa become of Phdl. Insulting P Why, it’s what I maid to l.sdy 

that young Mr. Ataman-1 (Perceiving Smuekli, who hat j Maiaik. 1 thought your mysterious instinct told you all about it P 

keen modestly endeavouring to efface himself.) Ah, there he is ! Lnd. (tohmiuff— after the first shock). A lady s, maid. Graraous 
Now, come along, and be presented to my sister-in-law. She *11 be; Heaven! Mhat hare I been saying~or rather, what haven tl? 
enchanted to know you 1 ! (Aloud.) To—to be sure it did. Of course, I quito understand thnt. 

SpurreU. But indeed, my lady I-I think I’d better wait till shei (To himself). Oh, oonfound it all, I wish we were at Wyvem! 
sends for me. ! Phil. And, after all, you’ve never told me who you are. Who 

My Cant. Wait? Fiddlesticks' Whatf A famous young | ors you S' . ....... ,,, ,, 

man like you! Bomembcr Andromeda, and don't make yoursdf so! Und. (to himself). I must not humiliate this poor girl (Aloud.) 
ridiculous! 'IP Oh— a very insignificant person, X assure you! (To hinuelf.) 


man like you I nememoer Anttromeaa, ana don t make youreeu so! (/no. t'« mmeey i muss nos uumunw sow nour.ui, , 

ridiculous! HP Oh—a very insignificant person, I assure you! (To hinuelf.) 

Spurr. (miserably). Well, Lady CevriBjt, if her ladyship say* This is an occasion in which deooptioniipardimable—even juatih- 
anything, 1 hope you’ll bear me out that it i able! . , „ , .. , 

■* " 1 ’ - ■’ Phill. Oh, I knew that. But you let out 

just now you had to do with a Mews. You 
aren’t a rough-rider, are you P 

Uni. N -not exactly not a rough-rider. 

(To hinuelf.) Never on a horse in my life! 
- unless I oount my Pegasus. (Aloud.) But 
you are right in supposing 1 am connected 
with a muse—in one sense. 

Phill. 1 mid so, didn't I? Don’t you think 
** it wag rather clever of me to spot you, when 
■— you ’re not a bit horsey-looking P 
' Und. (with elaborate irony). Aocept my 
I oompliments on a power of penetration which 
: is simply phenomenal! 

— Phill. (giring him a little push). Oh, go 
along—it ’e all talk with you -1 don’t believe 
you mean a word you say 1 

Und. (to himself). She’s beooming abso¬ 
lutely vulgar. (Almttl.) I don’t—I don't ; 
it’s a manner I have; you mustn't attach 
any importance to it—none whatever! 

Phill. What! Not to all thosS high-flown 
compliments? Do you mean to tell me you're 
only a gay deceiver, then P 

t ’ml. (in horror). Not a deceiver, no; and 
decidedly not fay. 1 mean I did mean the 
compliments, of oourse. (To himeetf.) I 
mustn't let her suspect anything, or she’ll 
ftet talking about it; it would be too horrible 
if this were to get round to Lady Maisik or 
the Ciu.vkeins-so undignified; and it would 
ruin all my Ptstige! I’ve only to go on 
playing a part for a few minutes, and-maid 

- or not—she 'a a most engaging girl! 

— (lie goee m playing the part, with the 
unexpected result of tending Miss 
Pnu.r.ipson info die of uncontrollable 
laughter. 

Scbwk XI.—The Back Entrance at Wyrcrn. 
The Fly hae fuel eet down I’mn.ii’nov 

Iwring old oonocrnP You must be rath) r « What munc, if you ptosse, Sir P ” 1,'kOBMlUStt. 

easily contented, then! Tredweli (revell ing FnauwiN). I*dy 


wasn't- 

Lady Cant. Bear you outP My good 

C ng man, yon seem to need lomcbody to 
r you in! Come, you are under My wing. 
1 answer for your welcome—so do as you’re 
told. 

Spurr, (to hinuelf, ae he follows resignedly). 
It’s my belief there 'll be a jolly row when 1 
do go in; hut it's not my fault! 

feed, (opening the door of the Amber 
Ihndoir). Indy Caktirb and Lady Maisik 
M um.. (7W8 itrrku,.) What name, if you 
plimto, Sir P 

Spurr. (dolefully). You ran say “Jaukn 
H iTjMUiM, "—you needn’t bellow it, you know! 

Trod, (ignoring thin suggestion). Mr. Jamkh 
SPCKSKI.l.. 

Spurr. (to hinuelf, on the threshold). If I 
don't got the chuck lor this, I ihn/l be sur¬ 
prised, that's ell! [lie enters. 

Bckxk X.—ln a Fly. 

I 'ndershell (In hinuelf). Alone wit h a lnvt ly 
girl, who has no suspicion, as yst, that 1 am 
the poet whose songs have thrilled her with 
admiration I Could any situation ho more 
romantio P l think I must keep up this little 
mystification as lung as possible. 

Phillipson (to herself). I wonder who ho 
is. Somebody's Man, 1 suppose. I do bc- 
liove lie’s struck with me. Well, I’ve no 
objection, i don’t see why I shouldn’t forgot, 
Jim now and (lien— he's unite forgotten me! 
(Aloud.) They might have sent a decent 
carriage for us instead of tills ramshackle old 
summerhouse. We shall be hours getting to 
the house at this rate! 

Und. (gallantly). For my part, I oarc not 
how long we may bn. 1 feel so unspeakably 
content to lie where I am, 

Phill. (disdainfully). In this mouldy, lum¬ 
bering old oonocrnP You must be rathir 
easily contented, then! 



unouy ihuisviuvu. Mil’ll . a i nirw i-ss m « si j s J 

Und. (dreamily). It. travels only too swiftly. Tome it is a veritable Maisjk’h maid, I presume? I’m the butler here—Mr. T RKDwnr.t,. 
enchanted oar, drawn by a magic steed. Your ladies arrived some time back. I ’ll take you to the honsc- 

Phill. 1 don’t know whether he’s niogio—but i’m sure he’s lame, keeper, who ’ll show you their rooms, and where yours is, end I hope 
And I shouldn’t oall stuffiness enchantment myself. you’ll And ovon-thing oomfortable. (In ftn undertone, indiWling 

Und. I’m not prepared to deny the stuffiness. But cannot you UxMtsnKLi., who is awaiting recognition in the doorway.) Do you 
guess what has transformed this vehiole for me- in spite of its un- happen to know who it is with yon r 


nn’t <|ss,it% make him out he’s so 
he belMtgt to Mme Mewe or other. 

_ WT- __’-Li_L. 


(rut. I’m not prepared to deny the stuffiness But cannot you Unpersiikll, who t* awaiting recognition m the doorway.) Do you 

guess what has transformed this vehiole for me in spite of its un- happen to know who it is with you r 

deniable shortoominffs - or must I speak more plainly still P rhillipson (in a whisper). I can’t quit% make him out be’s so 

Phill, Well, considering the shortness of our acquaintance, I must flighty in his talk. But he says he belongs to some Mews or other, 
say you ’ ve spoken quite plainly enough as it ia! Tred. Oh, then I know who he tt. We expect him right enough. 

Ind, l know I must seem unduly expansive, Cfl wanting in He’s a partner in a craok Arm of Vets, We *ve amt for mm special, 

reserve; and yet that is net my true disposition. In general, I feel I’d better Bee to him, if you don’t mind nttdiag your own way 

an almost fastidious shrinking from strangers- to the Housekeeper’s Hoorn, second door to the left, down that 

Phill. {with a little laughs Itorflly, 1 shouldn’t have thought it l corridor. (Phillipson departs.) Good morning to you, Mr.—ah— 
I'nd. Beoause, in the present oase, I do not—I cannot—feel os if Mr.-f # / 


shouldn’t have said “ Mixs "—Lady Maisik Mull is the name. 1 shouldn't say myself she’d require to see you—well, not before 

l ad. (to hitmelf). Lady MaimiN Mull ! I attach no meaning to to-morrow morning—but you won t mind that, I dareeay. 

t itles and yet nothing but rank could confer such perfect ease and Und, {choking), Not mind that ! Take me to her at once l , 

disii notion. (Aloud.) 1 should have said Lady Maisik Mull, un- Trod, Cmddtrt take it on mysslf. Sir, really* There’s nopar- 

doubtedlv-forgive my ignorance. But at least I have divined you. Moulkr *ttrry/ let her ladyship know you’re ’are; and }f die 

Does nothing tell you who and what l may be f wants yen, anell send far you; but, with a Jwrty staying in the 
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’ome, and ether* dining wMbuato-night, it ain't likely as (he'll 
have time for you till to-nanear. 

Uhd. Oh then, whtnever her ladyship ahould find leisure to ra- 
oollect my existence, yill yon here the goodness to inform her that I 
have taken the liberty of returning t# town by the next train f 
Tred. lor! Mr. Pannawfim, you aren’t ao preaaed aa all Mai, 
are yon f I know my lady wouldn't like you to go without aeeing 
you personally; no more wouldn't Sir Burnt. And I understood 
you waa ooming down for the Sunday I 
Vnd. (furious). So did /—bat not to he treated like tide 1 


hack by the next train, I tell yon. 

Tred. But there ain'l any next train up to-night—being a loam 
line—not to mention that I've aent the fly away, and they can’t 
Bpare no one at the stables to drive you in. Come Sir, make the beat 
of it. I’ve had my herders to see that you 'remade oomfortable, and 
Mrs. Poukbkt and me will expect the pleasure of your company at 
supper in the 'ouaekeeper'e room, 9.30 sharp, I '11 lend the Steward's 
Boom Boy to show you to your room, 

rffe poet, having UvDIMKBU speechlsss. 

i/nd, (almost foaming). The uuolenoe of theee eursed enetooratel 
Lady CirLVtmx will aee me when the has time, fpnooth! 1 am to be 
entertained in the servants' hall! This is how our upper olasses 
honour poetry! I Won’t stay a single hour under their infernal 
roof. .I’ll walk. Bat where to f And how about my luggage ? 

[PaiLursoH returns. 

Phi'll. Mr. Thkdwxu says yon want to go already! it can’t be 



your artless flattery—a banquet with your aunt’s 


A BETTING MAN ON CEICKET. 

Ckickxt may be a gams, but I can’t oall it sport, 
For “ the odds ” at it aren’t to be reckoned. 
There the last’s oftdn first ere you come into port, 


But, thanks to the in-and-out form of the three, 

You never know when you have got, 'em! 

Fur when I backed 8urrey with oheerful oontent. 

Why Kent walloped Surrey, and Sussex whopped Kent!!! 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ Thkb* are, methinks,” quoth the Baron. “ two or three novels 
—one certainly 1 can call to mind—wherein the interior domestic life 
of Jews strict in the otserranoe of their ancient and most touching 
religious rites and ctremonies is more amply, as well as more 
minutely, described than iu Mr. Fajusok’s Aaron the Jew. which, he 
'it my pleasing duty to testify, is one of the best cf this prolific 
author's works; a simple, touching story, the intercat being well kept 
up, as of ooorse the “interest” should be when dealing with the true 
history of one who cjpimenoed as a pawnbroker.” As to the rites above 
mentioned, no special or intimate personal experience is shown to be 
possessed by the author, who could very easily have obtained his 
materials from an interesting work entitled, as 1 fancy, The Jew at 
Home, which has, the Baron regrets to say, disappeared from its shelf 
in thc Banm’s library. Aaron is Uvsly, is gay, is witty, a “ Jew 
d’esprit," and, like Hr. Peter Magnus, he amuses a small circle of 
intimate friends; hut his story, and that of hit sweet wife Rachel, as 
related by Hr. FabjMH, will increase this friendly circle to a v 
considerable extant. The Baron ventures to think tost a good d 
of the dialogue and of the descriptive writing is unnecessary,-but 
Mr. Fabjuob likes to give everyone plenty for their money,—and 


have reduoed t he three volumes to two. Bnt altogether, the novel 
is “ recommended ” by the iateevsted hut. disinterested 

Bam* m Book-Womu 


A VOTE OF THANKS. 

By a Bard-up Journalist, 

[A strange light has appeared on that part of the surface of Mars not 
illuminated by the sun. The W'estiniuster Gazette of August 'A asks the 
question, 11 Is Mura signalling te us F ”] 

On, men of Mara, we thank you, your behaviour's really kind! 
(Forgive us if you’ve lately slipped somewhat out of mind !) 

For now the silly season’s set in with all it* “rot,” 

Yon onoe more raise the question whether you exist or not. 

No doubt the good old topios will trot out yet again 

"Is Flirting on the Increase I” “Is Marriage on the Wane I” 

Big gooseberries as usual with sea-serpents will compete, 

To help the British Press man his oolumns to complete! 

But you, my merry Martians, have opportunely planned 
A mud hut new sensation for the holidays at hand ; 

Your planet's “ terminator,” it seems, is now ablaze— 

'Tis, say the cognoscenti, a signal that you nuse! 

What is it that you 're shewing terrestrial teleioopes ? 

Is't pills you ’re advertising, or booming patent soaps 1 
How on earth can one discover what by this beacon’s meant, 
Whether news of Boyal Weddings or Bailway Strikes is sent f 

Alas !^Ve haven't mastered the transplanetic oode; 

Your canals are yet a riddle, ip vain yonr fires have glowed! 

Still, do not lot your efforts, etch Anguat-tide abate— 

You furnish ua with “ oopy,” which malntoina the Fourth Estate! 

UlsTixauisn&n Visitor* to IhmaaKmirmi.-Thc Royal Bath 
Hotel announcis “Private Suites.” Is “General Bitters” there 
atoo? ___ 

SnmjATKWAX Moito. (For Hr. Artaud's ««?.)—“ A place for 
every child, and every child in its piece.” 
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All fury aad wild 
They ahrUk aad tin 


ladtheyhaak 


Till chivalry shoddan end hUnhea, 
knA bo the machina-gnU, .1 Aad, 

Ii joet the oca thing will amst ’em. 
They’ve gage loatthar head, hot a fair ni 

Fkpad on them will try 'em end teat ’em I 


WUr-r-r-r! Gaousi’ how Jit 'i mowing 

Their*Sdvino* guard,—“ Anmnd manta ” 
they dub then I 

They (warm thick and thioker. The handle 
turns quicker! 

'Tia dreadful ; butthenwe muii drub them. 

As Courthtt ao valiantly aaid, 

’Tie “ deplorable ”; tronblea m» aofely. 

But if Abtkto and Jos won't make terms, 
why, you know, 

They really can’t blame me aad Mosiei ! 


ON A CERTAIN CONDESCENSION IN FOREIGNERS. 

lb. "Ou, von 'he from Am URIC*, ARE von» People often bay to me, 1 Don't you 
DISLIKE Am Kill I ANSI’ Bin' l ALWAYN BAT ‘l RELIEVE THERE ARE BOMB YERY NICE ONKS 
A MO Vi ,T|IEM.' " 

She. “Aa, I HARE BAY THERE MAY RE TWO OR THREE NII'E PkOI-LE AMONUST SIXTY 
Millions ! ’• 


“ MOWING THEM DOWN!” 

1“ lie (Sir William Harcookt) ooiif.-s«ed that 
ho wu not onamourml of them exceptional 
moaaurea, and ho resorted to them with oxtromo 
regret. But if ho woro aaked for a justification of 
thin motion, ho would refer lion, gentlemen to tho 
Order Book of the llouso of Commons.”) 

Gunner Hakcocbt, loquitur :— 
Exceptional meaeuraa 1 hate, 

1 ’d rather not alwayn be battling: 

The good old “ Brows Bern ” I prater, I 
confess. 

To a new (Parliamentary) Gatling. 


, To fight in the old-faahiaaed way, 

I Good temperedly. fairly. Dolitelv. 


la more toamy mind; hut tWe fellows, I find. 
Will not lot a leader be knightly. 

If Baumm would only fight fair; 

And impose that oondition on Bahtlxy ; 

If Joe would not ravage and shriek like a 
savage; 

Did Tommy talk loss, and leas tartly; 

Wero Goscukn leaa eager for ecaipa, 

And kept a tight rain upon Banbury ; 
Why then ’twere all right; we’d soon get 
through our fight 

And hatred in love’s flowing oan buy. 


AIRS RESUMPTIVE. 

II.— The Links or Love. 

My heart ie like a driver-oluh, 

That heaves the pellet hard and straight, 
That oarries every let and rub. 

The whole performance really great; 

My heart is like a bulger-head, 

That whiiflet on the wily tee,— 

Because my love distinctly said 
She’d halve the round of life with me. 

My heart in also like a oleek, 

Resembling most the maahie sort, 

That spanks tho object, so to spoak, 

Across the sandy bar to port; 

And hers is like u putting green. 

The haven where [ boast to be, ■ 

For she assures me she is keen 
To halve the round of life with mo. 

Some wtnr their hearts upon (heir sleeve, 
And others lose ’em on the links ; 

(This play of words is, by your leave, 
Esther original, one thinks;) 

Therefor,: my heart is like to some 
Lost ball that nestles on the lea, 

Because my love has kiudly come 
To halve the nmnd of life with me. 

Basse me a bunker, if you oan, 

That beetles o’er a deadly ditch, 

Where any but the bogey-man 
Is practioally bound to pitoh; 

Plant me beneath a hedge of thorn, 

Or up a figurative tree, 

What matter, when my love has sworn 
To halve the round of life with me 1 


THE YELLOW AGE. 

Tint poets sing of a Golden Age. 

Are we trying to start its fellow l 1 • 

The Yellow A tier is all the rage; 

The Yellow Itaoee in war engage; 

The Primrose League wi|d war doth wage. 
And the much-boomed Book in oover ana page 
Like the Age itself is—Yellow. 

Well, Yellow’s tho tint of Gold—and Brass! 
Of the Uolden Calf—and the Golden Ass 1 
Of the “ livery ” face and tha faded leaf, 

But ’tis tedious, vary, beyond belief. 

I own 1 am little inclined to smile 
On tho colour of age, decav, and bile 
And mustard, and Othello ; 

I’m tired, I own, at it’s very look, 

Audi feel compelled to cook a snook 
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A LITTLE HOLIDAY. 

Sunday.—How exhauslfcg is London life! Up late, night and 
morning, Club. See summer number of illustrated paper. Pictures 
of pretty girls, reclining in punts, hammocks, or deok-ohairs, doing 
nothing, men helping them. True holiday for jaded Londoner. 
Perhaps better snthout pretty girl*. Even more reposeful. Must 
get right away. Seoluded place. No pretty girls. That tiny inn 
Jokes told me about. Miles from everywhere. 

Monday .—At Tiny Inn. Fine afternoon. Feel quite happy. 
With summer clothes, summer numbers, flannels, straw hat, and 
other suitable things. Seven miles from station. Beautifully clean. 
Perfectly quiet. Weather changing, Raining. Landlord says, 
“ Soon over." Eggs and bacon for supper, To bed early. 

Tuesday .—Wake at five. Upatsix to enjoy morning air. Eggsand 
bacon for breakfast. Si ill raining. Landlord says, “ Very remark¬ 
able, sinoe in this place it never rains.” Somehow the clonds always 
pass over neighbouring village, following the oourse of the river, 
the ridge of the hills, or something. Have notioed in all country 
places that the alouds always do this, exoept when J am there. Im¬ 
possible to lounge udder a tree in this ram. Stop indoors, smoke, 
and read summer numbers. Eggs and bacon for lunch. Rain 
going on steadily. Put on flannels, go out. Drenched. Eggs and 
bacon for dinner. Landlord says they hope to give me some meat to¬ 
morrow. Batcher calls once a week apparently. Wet evening. 
Somewhat tired of sitting on horsehair sofa with damaged springs. 
Enow all the summer numbers by heart. To bed at ten. 

Wednesday. — Woke at four. Toss about till six. Then up. 
Still raining. Breakfast,- eggs and bacon. landlord ears if I cross 
two fields l shall And the river and a pant. Thanks. Will wait till 
rain stops. He soys it is snre to stop soon. Ask him if one eon get 
a London paper. Bays they sometimes have one at the stationer’s, 
four miles off, bat generally only when ordered. Lends me a local 
paper of lsst week. Rsduoed to summer numbers again. Begin to 
wish then were some pretty girls hero, after alL They mi lit enliven 
things. After lunch,—of eggs and bsoon,—resolve to go out. Ask 


landlord where one can go. Don’t like to ask " if any girls about, 
anywhere ? ” Accidentally landlord does happen to mention Farmer 
MmiaKRtnoE's daughters. I pretend indiiforenoe, but inquire as to 
direotion of MuooEBinoE'e farm. Lose my way. Wander helplessly. 
Steady downpour. Return, drenched. Batcher has not been. Eggs 
and bacon for dinner. Smoke, and read advertisements—plenty of 
them—in summer numbers. To bed at nine. 

Thursday. .Wake at three. Toss about till seven. Then break¬ 

fast—usual dish. Rain not quite so heavy. With fuller directions 
as to road, start hopefully for Muuoebiouk'n farm. Arrive thero. 
Heavy rain agoin. MrodEBiDOK loafing about. Country people 
always loaf about in rain. They seem to enjoy it. Chat with him. 
He asks me in to have some cider. Accept. Chance of seeing 
charming daughters. They enter! Now! . . .Oh! awful! . . . 
Cider arid. Obliged to drink it. Hurry back. Lunch. Usual dish. 
Still raining. Call in landlord, and ask eagerly about trains to 
Urndon. The next is to-morrow morning, at. K.S4t>. (live way to 
despair. Refuse eggs and baoon for dinner. Bed eight. 

Friday. - Leave in landlord's oart at seven, after usual breakfast. 
Still raining steadily. Gave landlord all those summer numbers to 
amnse future weather-bound visitors with imaginary pictures of 
rural happiness. London once more! Hurrah! Dinner-nof eggs 
and bacon. Theatre. Smoke at olab. Avoid Jokes. Tell Smith 
I know the sweetest place for oountry peace and seclusion. He 
writes dowmflhe address eagerly. Thote summer numbers will amuse 
him. To bed—any time]_ 

At the Wrrntow.—Judging from the tone of J a ires Pate’s delight¬ 
ful Halt- Book this week, one fears that charming and olieery goesiper 
has been “laid up,” has been oompelled to take his “Notes’’from a 
sick-oouoh at a window—hat, in fast, for the t ime, become a window- 
Pavk I Well, a window ie no bad ooiga of vantage for an observant 
"The World from a Window” would make an ox cell tint 
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SATURDAY pops. 

N1W R KBITS. 

“ Rusncos,” who is dearly 
"Ectsticds Kxmctans," tu 
moved to write to the Chronicle 
on July 31st, to say that, 
though not a rich man, he 
lives in a pretty Surrey village 


has a fairly luge and quiet 
garden, win field, &o. ‘ f The 
trees are all at their finest,” 
heprooeeds, “the flowers look¬ 
ing very gay and walking in 
tlie garden.” Capital fun this, 
when flowers actually walk 
about But no! it’s “walk¬ 
ing in thq garden to-day the 
thought came to mo,” so it’s 
awalkingthought, comparable, 
doubtless, to a running com¬ 
mentary, Anyhow, “ Kern¬ 
el's” is moved—bythe thought 
of a “tired working-mill or 
band of City workers” who 
would find in his garden plea¬ 
sure on a quiet Saturday after¬ 
noon—to make an offer. Here 
are Mb words:— 

“I am a bachtlor, therefore I 
say, men, you are welcome to my 
very simple hospitality if it is of 
any use to you. I oan do with a 
limited numbor every or any 
Saturday. Any creed or class u 
welcome. All 1 stipulate for is 
honest souls. Come and smoke 
and talk under the troea and spend 
a quiet time away from the town. 
I simply condition—no publicity 
or fuss, the giving and acceptance 
of the invitation quietly,honestly, 
brother to brother, would you. 
Sir, forward any lottersonto mol” 
This is nf course an example 
which will be followed, and 
Mr. Punch has already had 




*'K ft 
i -• u 


A TOWN MOUSE. 

Aunts. “ Weli, my UTri-ti Maw, what auk too thinking auout i” 
Lmuhm Boy (who has never been out of IVhilccKuytl before'., " i *M THINStN' 
IT 'a time, YEK Mother rtrr ye it into Tkousshs t” 


the fallowing letter (amongst [ 
others), which he now prints I 
with pleasure. 

StE,—Owing to the Heath 
Duties, 1 am no longer a rioh 
man, hut I have a little house 
in Piccadilly, not more than 
a twopenny ’bus ride from 
Charing Cross. It has occurred 
to me that somo hungry work¬ 
ing-man might like to drop in 
to a quiet little dinner some 
night. I am a Duke, there¬ 
fore I say, oomrados in depres¬ 
sion, yon are weloome to my 
roof, if it's of any uae to you. 

1 oan dine a hundred or so of 
you any or every night. All I 
stipulate for is that there shall 
bo no speaking, for speaking 
bores me horribly. 

D-v-nmi-bb. 

LOW EKED! 

Hates, rates, rate*, 

Of an exigent L. C. C. I 
And 1 'm glad they oan't hear 
the language 
We utter so frequentlee! 

0 well for the excellent Chair¬ 
man [bit! 

For trying to reduoe them a 
0 well for those Councillors 
wary [meats ” sit! 
Who on costly " improve- 
And “demand-notes” still go 
on, [bled.; 

And our pockets are steadily 
But “ 0 (wo oft sigh) for a 
tenpenuy rate, 

And the sine of a ‘ Board’ 
that is dead! ” 

Rates, rates, rates 1 
Thanks, men of the L.C.C. I 
We trust the farthing now 
token off 

Will never go back to ye! 


“AFTER THE HEALTH CONGRESS IS OVER.” 

Scene —A Ball foam at the Mansion House. 

He {resting). Good floor, isn't it P 

She. Quite. But tell me, have you been attending the Congress P 

He. Of course: that is why I received an invitation to-night. 

She. And you found the lectures and all that most interesting P 

He. Yes, very; and then there were the Opera and the theatres in 
the evening. 

She. But do let us talk about the Congress. Hid yon not discuss 
sanitation P 

Me. Discussed it very much indeed. So fortunate too that we 
had the meeting before everybody had loft town. 

She. Yes. But did you not inquire into microbes and all that P 

He. Certainly; had a lot of talk about them, and finished them all 
up just in time not to interfere with Goodwood. 

‘%e- And I suppose yon found oat the way to keep everyone iu 
perfeot health P 

He. That was the idea, and yet we floored Lords and the Oval. 

She. But oughtn't every town to be in a satisfactory condition P 

He. Why, yes. But that depends upon the aeason of the year. Of 
course, some plooes are deadly dull when nothing ’• going on from a 
soci al point of view. 

She. I mean from a health point of view—oughtn’t everything 
nowadays to be limply excellent P 

He. Yes, of oourae. That's the modem theory. 

. “**• And yet, aooording to the papers, London is full of fever and 
insanity. 

He. I daresay ■ the Pram men generally get their figures right. 

, She. But if, theoretically, everything i* right, why ahould most 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FBOM THE DIA8Y OF TOBY, H.P. 

House nf Commons, Monday, July 30. —Having settled Budget 
Bill, and, iucideutally, brought Cuanceu.oh oe Kxohkotkii to 
Death’s Door by observations on Death Duties, Tommy Bowmss has 
time to turn his attention to another social question. Looks as if he 


She. But you are strong upon health, are you not P 
He. Very—in the loeture-room. And now, if yon are reeled, we 
will have another turn. {Bxeunt dancing. 


affection ana esteem of lintish publto. liiayolo mend has increased, 
is increasing, and, at least, ought to be registered. Ho oomes upon 
tho hapless rider or pedestrian in quiet country lanes, brushing him 
aside as if the earth were tho Fiend’s and all the highways thereof. 
Bad enough in the country, where there is room to get out of the 
way. In crowded streets of metropolis. Fiend pounoes round unsus¬ 
pected corners upon elderly gentlemen, scattering streams of peaceful 
passengers at peremptory sound of fearsome bell. 

Tommy B. got his eye on him. Not without suspicion that this 
new departure has something to do with old, now closed, campaign 
against the Budget. Tommy warned the Swum: whilst in Com¬ 
mittee that Ms Death Duties would not reap the full harvest antici¬ 
pated. Every little helps. What with actual concussions and 
sudden frights, Biorole Fiend leads in oourea of fioaneial year to 
considerable wucessum of property changing on sudden death, with 
concurrent tnlrpaid to Treasury. If the Bioycle Fiend oan only be 
placed on same footing as the common carrier, or the harried 
h&nsom-o&b driver, the death-rate would ippreoiablv decrease, and 
with it the flew ca legacy and suooesrion duties. Tommy may or 
may not look thus far ahead. No matter, if ha only succeeds iu 
restraining a nuisance that is a disgrace to a civilised community. 

The Member for Babe tells me he has a Short Wsy with the B. F., 
whioh makes him to considerable extent indifferent to slower action 
of Home Skcbitaby, who has evidently never had his shins barked 
by this agency. Sabi says when he takee his wslks abroad he 
usually carries a stick or umbrella. When, crossing a road, he hears 
the tinkle of the Fiend’s bell, insolently and imperatively ordering 
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Mm «ut of the wav on min of 
Mn* m over, ha, instead of fly¬ 
ing for hislife, uu theuse of too 
ordinary citizen, carelessly throw, ' 
■tick at umbrella lanee-wfse across 
hollow of right or loft am, accord¬ 
ing u the Fiend approaches from 
one direction or the other. Thtu 
armed he leisurely purines hie wav. 

If the Fiend continue! on the tram, 
he will run with faoo or cheat on 
to the point of the umbrella. At 
that would be inconvenient to him, 
he^tlowt up or goes on another j 
took, and when he arrive* homo ] 
write* a letter to the Bicycling 
Sluter, indignantly denouncing a 
*treet passenger who wouldn't get 
out of hi* way. 

Bueincn dimt. - Vote on Account 
through Committee. 

Tuesday .—“ Pkjkc* Abthok,” 
(aid Sark, looking ocro*s at the 
Front Opposition Bench whilut ij 
CotiuTNar wa* speaking, “ succeeds 
in biding all trace* of storm behind 
a trailing oountcnanoc. Joski’u, 
on the contrary, more ingenuous, 
let* acute in practice of worldly 
wile*, enable* one to realiae, even 
at thia long diitiuioo of time, what 
Balak, tlicaon of ZirroB, King of 
Moab, looked like when he stood 
in the high place* of Baal, and lis¬ 
tened to Balaam's remark* on tlic 
motion for the time-clo*ur« to be 
applied to the Children of Israel, 
who had pitched their tents in 
the plain* of Moab beyond the 
Jordan at Jericho, and declined to 



AMnmjmd Jm bb£ t riaging 



!K> 

Hmtor down tlmjjS^lwjAin 
the ahovel and th»hoe;putantheir 
coat*; bang about owner* rf Lobby 
in approval.afiik* fashion. H 
Haebbrt and the Blamelre* Baki¬ 
uk could only bo induced to itick 
short day pip* in aide of mouth 
(bowl downwards). fasten a leather 
W strop outride thair trenaar* iwt 
' below the ka*e,aod drink four-kli 

out cl pewters at bar in the Lobby, 
some would be complete. 

Strike only partial. Fully one 
half the men refine to go out; 
standby the master*, turning deal 
ear to blandishments and threats 
of pickets outride. Strange thing 
is that, working at half strength, 
output more than doubled. Time- 
closure, with all hands at work, 
proposed to complete Committee 
by eleven o’clock next' Tuesday 
=j? night. At ten minutes past six 
y thie afternoon the whole thing 
through. Hot hurried either. 
Thoroughly debated, divided on, 
Ijjjy and Bill, in more than one instance, 
l amended. 

“Faot is,” said the Surtax, 
beaming with chastened delight at 
- turn event* taken. “ we are over- j 
THE CARSON BANSHEE. manned just, as London is over- ! 

Mo, You sre if. all right, my little men. I totd you von ^WdnoeTmlfe 

needn't l.n frightened of him. It was only hi. vspour. We're through 

tlio Common, now I Come along, and I’ll leave you at the door of the Ueense* for fresh OleO- 

I„rd.’. Keo how you get on there!” turns when vacancies occur/’ , 

llu.uness done. Evioted 

ap to highest pitch of exoitement I Tenants Bill through Committee. Building Societies Bill fur 


b 1rarenre id of“ K r1rlia™e K nUrv Z°ZZ°t * during license. for M oleo- 

ISh^rZ ^ e0 k°w you got on there! ” Uon, when recanmesoccur/^.^^ 

effective. Crowded House worked up to highest pitch of exoitement Tenants Bill through Committee. Building Societies Bill fur 
by swift encounter, m which John Moui.ey had followed Prince advanoed. 

Slmar™ ’y.rSimreK^'L^d 1 ®?^! -f'-u/cv.-Back in the mud again. .Strike operative only when 

closure on Evicted Tenant* Bill in speech tho studied tameness and foRenort^tuge B MMnwhil?t^e”un Main ^u*Sation U of Itatos 

C » airikc rtreS i^tireli 

Ask “ Oats said a fTw woX nreZ-ibmv io making Sb! their eagerness to get to work again, their kero delight in sound of 

holiday ; then Coi'BTNKY rose from .FosF.ru’8 side to oontinue debate, ft?? ° W1 wm 68 ™?tho^oofwrri^?NFA^r al^herfaffain^wilk 
Members, taking it for granted that, he, possibly with some reserva- 

tiona in favour of Eviction Bill whose second rending he hod sup- ^ ancrtts ) wobbling ap over the place, like a hen 

ported, wa* about to sty ditto to Joski u ouquestion of Closure, began Pumim,}. fbi?V !* °“ tfor th£ ’ /,fe ° f herJUsUt 
to move towards dour. Arrested by Coi ktnky's solemn tone, and his ™ 8 nanute , ' un * where she left it. 

expression of regret, evidently unfeigned, at deplorable condition in Smitten done.—Hardly any. As Bartley says, “ must make up 
which the House found itsolf. "Woe to those through whom for lost time when yesterday and day btfore work advanced by leaps 
offences come I ” cried Couktnkv in voice which, as he said, was of and bounds." 

one crying in the wilderness, and seemed for its jierfeot effeot to lack ----- 

only hirsute garb, stave and honeypot, “Through whom did the n -nr . , . .. . , , 

offence come? Surely,” continued the Prophet, bending shaggy eye- Crtitoobammatiht Waftru. — After a plain matter-of-fact 
brow, upon the bench where the Busy B» hive, “the offence lies p™« r »P>» “ *“<* limlu telegraph, stating that “Lord Ohxvh.w 
with those Members who, disregarding the true uses, fnnotions. leaves town to-day for'Harrogate" (toundergo the “tonic sul-phur” 
duties, and high mission of the House, abuse their powers, intent to euro, of oourse, i.e., of water-oourre), there appeared this mysienons 
destroy possibility of the right (sinduet of public business.” announcement, Lord Jtowroir /fares London to-dav for some 

Not Ministers, then, with the Squire at t heir head, responsible for the if"’**' ..A 0 " where “ Home weeks” P Ofeouree as hu Lordship 
deadlock, ns Fame* Abthuii bad minted the scene, and as Josfvh “as uiutted town for some weeks,” he evidently prefers "some 
had touched it up with stronger colour. It was the Busy Bees wcek “> wherever it is, to London. And that is all we kndlv at 
Thoy and “ a junta of irresponsible landlords enforcing Their will P re “ ait ' StraD «« disappearance. Weird. 

ujson those who ought to resist them.” _ 

p Bai-aav I Bat.aaw ! M.P. for Bodmin. Was it f.-r this Jokp.fii • 

led thee into the field t'f Zophini, to tho top of Pisgah P For this did , -f®* Costir Kisiobt. — There are pictures on almost dll the 
PatKC* Art era build seven altars, and otter up the San hr or Mai- hoarding*, in the suburbs especially, of the celebrated Mr. Albert 
wood on every one of them P Ling time sinoe snoh a scene was Chevauru. This chevalier “ sans pear et sane reproehe " is so 


«onr.—Time-Closure resolution oarried. WCKET, — " Xlie Lancashire JtuWier U«tipany"-i« this 

yAwrerfoy.—Buro larksl lesteidaytime-olosureoame into opera- thing new in the way of Massagef or is it aCompsny got i 
t urn m oonneetion with Evtoted Tenants Bill. Arranged that if the express purpose of supplying Society srith Whist-players ? 


The Lancashire Rubber Orotpany 


-is this aome- 
mny got up for 


... --,-. " ’ »VUWU>W USUI AAAiMJKvtt vUtttl II 

debate on Clause 1. not finished by eleven o’dock to-night, idl 
AmCTidmttntri remaining on paper dial! be aubmittod to vote without 
further debate. Obstruotion sootehed; wrigglea helpleasly, like eel 
tn muddy depths 0 / river, smitten by the spear. 


The Latest Made ov Honors ax Hicbuobd.- 
StLmrtB, Knight. 


Sir Jakes W. 
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■OSS OSSAXBHTAI 

thav mm. 

{A Itgntd afllu ffemOstytt. 
School Board.) 

Tbx Committee ml waiting 


in* the appointments the 
rlolamst hwf%ad no efleot. 
Than wenaertaulpn manor 
of person. in the waiting-room, 
bat the uehar had deeUred that 
they did net pomes. the ele¬ 
mentary quail tioationi far the 
poet that the Committee mete 
seeking to 1111 with a soluble 
official. * 

“Usher,” oried the Chair¬ 
man at length with some im- 
patienoe; I am sure yon 
must be wrong. Let us see 
some of the occupants of the 
adjoining offioe.” 

The Usher bowed with a 
grace that had been acquired 
by several years study fn de¬ 
portment in the Board Sohool, 
and replied that he fancied 
that most of the applioants 
were too highly eduoated for 
the ooveted position. 

“Too highly educated!” 
exclaimed the representative 
of municipal progress. “It is 
impossible to be too highly! 
educated! You don't know ; 




Wtm 


Why I can't read nor vet 
write!” 

“Better and better,” said 
Committee Man No. One. 

“ First rate,” murmured 
Committee Han No. Two. “ 1 
think we have at length found 
our ideal." 

Then the usher read the 
advertisement. 

“What! shake the hall 
mat!" oried the oandldeto. 
“Why I could do that little 
job on my head!" 

Bo there being no other 
applicant for the post, the 
backwoods' ignoramus was 
appointed office-sweeper at a 
couple of hundred pounds a 
year. 

" Bather high wages,” said 
the Chairman to himself, as 
he went home on the top of 
an omnibusj “but what can 
one oxpect when we eduoate 
all the children at the cost of 
the rates. Last year there was 
an additional farthing; this 
year wo have to pay five 
shillings, and goodness only 
knows how much it will be 
hereafter! ” 

And as he thought this, the 
Chairman (in the names of the 
rest of the ratepayers) heartily 
cursed the School Hoard. 

RE-DRKSS REQUIRED. 


what you 're talking about! ” j 
“ Pardon me. Sir,” returned ( 
the Usher; with another grace- , 

1..1 :_11_a!_it. I_J I 


RETURNED EMPTY. 


[A wrilnr in the Lancet draw* 
attention to the fact that the n- 

the Usher? with another* grace- Old Mayfly {who had dropped his Flask further dawn stream, aivl has just now worn as ordinary ladies’ 
tut inclination of the head, ^ a rttunml (0 him by HoneM Iturtic). " Dkae mf. I Thank von I Thank attire.] 
nut .would not impertootly yot , j» (,yj M him „ shilling.) " Don’t know what I kiiobi,i> ha’ uonr 
acquainted with the subjeotof W1TH0 „ ,r|- (Begin b uLLo top.) “Mat 1 okskr top a- '• „!“* *,. Z JhiZZiL l 

Sshed f bS? Jjth yom Bm ? M “^ Ku " TI, * NK 7 ‘: SlR ' Mrr ** ASD HY M * T *' NJT likl the idea of the oapof'and 

Cmisdon, I wifi obeyyou!” !»««« * abovt, wk'vk takn what thkrk weuk insidk. _ th(J >pmtl is j uat 1>e rfe<-t, while 

And then the offioial re- . . the little bonnet suite me to a 

turned to usher in an aged'man wearing spectacles. The veteran T. Met cousin Fred, who said it was \ fetching, and that they 
immediately fell upon ms knees and began to implore the Com- wanted some of my sort at the hospitals. I said 1 thought the 
mittee to appoint him to the vacant post. patients had good enough nurses at prosent; he replied lio didiit 

“ I can assure you, Gentlemen, that, thanks to the Sohool Hoard, mean the patients—he meant the doctors. Of course 1 oouldn t 
I am a first-rate Latin and Greek scholar. I am intimately stand the drudgery of a nurse’s life \ but that s no reason why 1 
acquainted with the Hebrew language, and have the greatest pos- shouldn’t appropriate the uniform, is it? 

sible respect for the Union Jack. I know all that can be known Walking down street. Met another nursiv—a real one, I suppose, 
about mathematics, and can play several musical instruments. 1 am She stared, turned red, and then looked horribly offended. I believe 
also an accomplished waltz er; I know the use of the globes, and she must have made Home sign to mo that I didn’t understand. Are 


the labour required of you f ” Square, when suddenly a man driving round a corner in a cart got 

“Alas, no l” returned the applicant; “but if a man of eduoa- upset, and was pitched on to the road close to me. A small crowd 

tion-” gathered immediately, and evidently expected »« to help. One man 

“Remove him, Usher!” oried the Chairman; and the veteran shouted “Hi! Come and bind up his head, Miss! And his head 
vfes removed in tears. was actually bleeding! I couldn’t do anything, exoept feel awfully 

A seoond, a thiid, and a fourth made their appearance, and disap- inclined to faint, and then the mob began to hiss and jeer! Mouie- 
peared, and none of them would do. They were all singularly body said I must know how to render ’ first aid to the injured, 
accomplished. and if I didn’t come quick the man would bleed to death. I was so 

At length a rough man, who had been lounging down the street, frightened I ran away, and the mob ran after me, and 1 had to take 
walked into the Counoil-ohamher. shelter in a shop, and ask the shopman to explain to the crowd that 

“ What mar you want. Sir ? ” asked the Chairman, indignantly. I was not tttliy a nurse at all. Then they used dreadful expressions, 
“ What’s that to you P ” was the prompt reply. “ I air?t a going and I hadflPbe got out by a back way, I don t thiok the oostume is 
to tell everyone my business —not me—you bet J ” half as beooming as it seemed this morning; I m going to sell it as 

“ Ungrammatioal! ” said Committee Man No. One. “ Very pro- a " cast-off garment.” Lucky for me it warn t a torn-off garment. 


to tell everyone my business -mot me—you bet!” 

“ Ungrammatioal! ” said Committee Man No. One. “ Very pro¬ 
mising. 

“ Unoouth and vulgar! ” murmured Committee Man No. Two. 

Where were you educated ? ” queried the Chairman. 

“ Nowheres in particular. I was brought up in the wilds of 
Canada. There's not mooli book learning over there,” and the rough 

“ Ah! that aoooumts for your stotaaving enjoyed the great advan¬ 
tages at the Sohool Board. Have yon seen the riroular—have you 
read the details of the proposed amwintawnt P ” 

“M. rad!” «ria*Sr«<lSSro«; “oh, 


Boott on the Hew Women. 

(At the Wizard of tht Jfrrth mould haet mrWttt now.) 
N»w Woman! in our hour. of oom 
A smoking rival Bard to plteae, 

Within* to pat Han in the shade, 

Collar Ms fay* and take hi. trade; 

When pain and anguish wring; the brow, 

A swaggering, “ spanking ” Ptpchm thou! 
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THE COW WAS THE STAMP TO IMPRESS SUPERIOR BUTTER " 

" kW A '■°" Nn 1!E MoTIIXR SAYS WILL YE II 1'UT THE Cow OK 

__ it, i o.i kiik h our Company ! ” 

BlWt FOR THE ALPINE SEASON. Think of your leg*, the boy*, the girl*, the 
T ** ! * nd ft* «M«ly Nam,™*. 

Middle-aged icoulii-be Mountaineer [log.). • witch the world with noble “ Ioemanship ” 
Fain would I climb, but,—well, my belt’s twi v V*i M if you ohanoe to slip, 

■mall. ’ ’ 3 j } our hones a fathomless abyss may strew, 

Mr. Punch (in reply), I . P ,ne death,—and they'll ail pine for 

“ *”"■ Jlra'Sw fifty fit. not th. nblun,, 

’’** l >' ” »• — SlKXK.'SS'.JS.B'S™, 


mil 'Cow’s ran# 


LIIES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 

VI.— K*w Gaxuxns. 

In the gardens at Kew 
It were oertainly tweet 
To be wand’ring with you, 

Far from city and street; 

’Twere the one thing, dear Nellie, my joy 
and oontent to complete 

In the garden* at Kew. 

In the garden* at ifew, 


I am tore you would dote on the dear little 
(looks in the lake 

In the garden* at Kew. 

In the garden* at Kew, . 

Having tea d lafrauei, 

We would cheerfully stew 
’Neath the fierce solar ray*, 

And in “eloquent silence” you’d meet my 
affectionate gaze 

In the gardens at Kew, 

In the gardens at Kew 
We would sit in the shade 
For an hour or two, 

Without ohaperone’s aid, 

And your head on my shoulder (who knows -) 
might bo lovingly laid 

In the guldens at Kew. 

In the gardens at Kew, 

Far away from the crowd, 

Though I'm longing for you, 1 
To stern Fate I have bowed : 

For it grieves me, dear Nellie, to tell jou, 
No doff. are allowed ” 

In the gardens at Kew! 

NOT MASTER OF HIMSELF THOUGH 
CHINA FALL. 

[“The Emperor (of China) is still cursed with 
tne violent temper of his adolescence, and “ breaks 
things.”—“ Timet" Correspondent at Pekin. } 

• is this announcement plain truth P 
Or is it mere genial mockery P 
Xndwhat does this choleric youth 
Of China thus break—it it crockery P 
It does seem unfifing, you know— 

At least as we Westerners sec things— 

1 hot the lord of Souchong and Pekoe 
Should be guilty of smashing up tea-things! 
Of crane, if he had an idea 
Of brooking the Japanese bondage, 
w breaking their hold on Korea,— 

Well, youth is a fiorv and fond age, 

And old age might find an excuse 
lor breaking the peace; but kind wishes 
( an hardly invent an excuse 
For breaking the plates and the dishes. 

He is youthful, UkeTittle An Sin, 

Jt would be very mean to malign a 
*>«J* hoy; yet a true Chinese kid „ 

Should not start with the smashing of China! 


The Cry of the (Literary) Croakers. 
Batbachians may doubt if King Stork or 
ti .^‘1? 1,08 Toontrulier; 

Be the Jrog-pmd * most suitable lord and 
But Grub Street's unfortunate unlanded frog 
Jeathes the rule of the new King Log- 
Roller!^_ 

*t». BY AN OVfKWOBKm 0*1. 

With “ brain-fig " cur swift, feverish age is 
nfe, 

And death ia oft the mere " fag-end” of life. 

Something like a “Packed Mektinq.” 
—The meeting of the v«rious Arotio Expe¬ 
ditions in the Polar Ice Pack. 
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“JUSTICE AS SHE 18 SPOKEN IN PRANCE." 

Dear Mu. Fojich,—Now that we aro close upon the silly season, 
when it is most difficult to rot interesting: “ oopy ” for the columns 
of the daily palters, may I be permitted to make a suggestion ? No 
doubt you have seen an acoount of the examination of Cabkkio 
Sabto by the President, of tho Court on the occasion of his trial. 
Could not the idea be naturalised in London by the Metropolitan 
Polioe Magistrates? I would not, of course, propose to apply the 
method in eases of a serious character, but used in what are known 
as “ the night charges,” the praetioe would become very interest¬ 
ing. To better explain myaaeaning. I will imagine that a prisoner 
who has been arrested on a charge of being “ drunk and incapable ” is 
standing in front of his worship. 

Magistrate (with sarcasm). You aro sober now. 

Prisoner (in the tame tone). Aa a judge. 

Magistrate (indignantly). Judges aro always sober. 

Prisoner (with a laugh). How should you know ?—you. who are 
only a magistrate 1 [Murmurs. 

Magistrate. You insult mo! But that will not serve you. Drink 
is.the curse of the country 1 

Prisoner. You have tried it? It has been a curse to you! 

[ Cries of disapproval. 

Magistrate. You are young to bandy words with one old enough 
to be your father! 

Prisoner. My father! You my father! What an honour! 

Magistrate. I do not envy him! Nor your mother! 

Prisoner (excitedly). You shall not speak of my mother. My 
mother is saored. She shall not be referred to in the tainted atmo¬ 
sphere of a Court of Justice. [Applause. 

Magistrate. This hypocrisy shall not serve you. You never loved 
your mother! [Prolonged sensation. 

Prisoner. Your worship, you are a liar! [Loud cheers. 

Magistrate. This to the Bench from the gutter! For you know 
you were found drunk and incapable in the gutter. What were you 
doing there ? 

Prisoner (tearfully). 1 was dreaming of my mother, my loved 
mother. [Sympathetic applause. 

Magistrate. You do not deserve to have a mother! 

[Prolonged sensation. 

Prisoner (scornfully). Only a magistrate could make such a odd- 
blooded observation! [Cheers. 

Magistrate. For all that you aro lined ffve shillings ami ooets! 
Remove the wretched prisoner! 


[7'As accused teas then removed amidst expressions if sympathy 
from the body of the Court, 

There, Sir, would not that be far better reading than paragraphs 
about gigantio gooseberries and leaders upon tho sea serpent? 
Perhaps my suggestion may be adopted in the proper quarter. 
Hoping that this may ho the case, the police ease, 

I remain, Yours respeotfully, 

Thk Maw in the liEroMKE's Box. 


NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 

(New Version.) 

‘ Let Art and Commerce, Laws and Learning die, 

But leave us still our Old Nobility! ” 

Without them, in our democratic day. 

Who will the part of prinoely patriot play ? 

Who else will keep a splendid Family Neat, 

And olaim—for its defeneo—a mighty Fleet ? 

Who else will make Book Holidays a joy 
To wandering workman and to wondering boy ? 

Who else will rear big fortunes upon Rent, 

Or palaces on Unearned Increment ? 

Monopolise art's treasures and life's pleasures, 

And throw out dangerous democratic measures ? 

Who rise will keep up England’s glorious name ? 

Who else preserve her prestige - and her game ? 

Who else will wear the purple and the ermine, 

And proudly stamp out Socialistic vermin ? 

Who else in one grand field-day, 'midst the Peers, 
Undo the labours of ijptoble years ? 

Who else in solemn ranks, like three-tailed Turks, 
Dfffend the power of Privilege and Perks P 
And 'tit these most magnanimous Mamelukes, 

Our patriot Earls and foe-defying Dukes, 

A traitorous Chancellor would dire to— Tax !.'.' 

Ah! where's the dungeon, and oh! where's the 
axe? 

Noblesse oblige ! Bnt sure the obligation 
Cannot involve that horror, Graduation! 

Is’t not enough to rule, end guide, and bloss, 

And aoar aa diking samples of Buooess ? 

While with our Nobles England’s glory waxes. 

The Proletariat's proud tc—pay tho Taxes! 
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LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A HUm/ in Sana,) 

PART VII.-IGNOTCM PRO. MIRIHCO. 

8cei*k X1L-W# Amber llmuioir at Wyvern - immediately 
after Ini y Cantire and her daughter have entered, 
lady Cantire (in reply to Lady Cciveih). Ton f oh yet, my deer; 
anything warm! I’m poeitively perished — that tedious oold 
journey and the long drive afterward*! 1 always tell Rupert he 
would eee mu far of tenor at Wyvern if he would only get the Com- 
tnnv to hriofl* the linn nmtul clnm tn tlio Piplr Atiix hnt if-. «n 


effect upon him I (A* Treuwkll announc*is Spurrkll, who enters 

in trepidation.) Mr. Jake# StMjEtEU.! Who’t Mr.-P Oh, to 

he mire; M«<’i the name of my intonating young poet— Andromeda, 
you know, my dear! do and he pleaaant to him, Alarm, he want* 
reassuring. 

Lady. Culrerin (a tritle?nercous). How do you do, Mr.—ah- 
SimEREUP (TVi her tty.) I laid he 
ended in “ ’ell"! [Aloud.) ' So pleaaed | 

to see yon! We think io mueh of your A 

Andromeda hero, you know. Quite Wv'iA { 

delightful of you to findtime to run •MK ' 

chummy, t«o!^01d Prunimy ^lulls me 

name it, my la-hum—lady Cut- •' 

v£Hin. No trouble at all; only too 1 f 

proud to get your summons! x 

Lady I'tilr. [to herself). He doean’t I JjL 

MH'in very revolutionary! (Aloud.) JB 

That ’» bo sweet of you; when «o many JjWHKft MMi JH 
mu st he absolutely fighting to get you I , . 1 iHn 

Npurr. Oh, u for that, tliere is EctB ; 

rather a run on me just now, but 1 put ' ' sB.: .' cSb! 

everything else aside for you, of course 1 11 H Ap 

l.ody rule, (to herself). He ’a auoa (ft | . KJ ‘-ffiMk 

reassured. (Aloud, with a touch of 
frost.) I am sure we must oonsidcr 

ourselves most fortunate. (Turning i/HEbIHH A '/Ah/ 
to the Countess.) Vou did say oream, jjlU B 
Kohekia? Sugar, Mamie clearest P . ^ 

■s ’purr, (to himself). I’m all right • '£xPMa!I1 

up hi now! I auppaaa I’d better say BftMflB, e®§S||I B 
nothing about, the horse till they do. BH^HSp '''uSi P ■ 
I fool rather out of it among these ii H 

nobs, though. I ’ll try uml shun on IftHIH If,n 
to little I July Maihjk again; she may 

have rat over her temper by this time, ‘ vr ^Kml:2 £&0^r A |9 
and she’s the ouly one I know. (He IEm.' : WOA 

approaches hsr.) Well. Lady Mamie, BH 
here 1 am, you see. I’d really no idea IM ml ’ ■ - '' H 

your aunt would be so friendly! I W* iffl 

say, you know, you don’t mind speak- ftft ' J 

tug to a fellow, do you P 1 've no one B&hl , j 

else I eon go to-and-and it’s a hit Bjgm Jd*!) 

strange at first, you know! HRTi . JMV 

Lady Maisie (coloured with mingled Hyjmn . _, nff* 

apprehension, vexation, and pity). If ,~JB|tamih> 

I eon be of any help to you, Mr. — 

SmiHKU.—•! Iff/ 


to her,if they are bounders, 
d, I wish I’d gone hack to 


Spare. Well, if you’d only tell me 
what 1 ought tu do! “ily keys! Why, what 

Ladu Maisie. Sorely that’s very simple; do nothing: just take 
everything quietly as it comes, and you can't make any mis¬ 
takes. 

•Spurr. (anxiously). And you dun’t think anybody ’ll see anything 
odd in my being hero like this P 

Lady Maisie (to herself). I 'tu only too of raid they will! (Aloud.) 

1 ou really must have a little self-oonfidenoe. Just remember that 
no one here could produce anything a millionth part as splendid as 
vour Andrmneda It’s too distressing to see yon so appallingly 
humble! (7o herttff.) There's Captain Thiukksm: over there—he 
might eome and resone me; bnt be doesn't seem to oare to! 

Spare. Well, you do put some heart into mo, Lady Maisie. 1 feel 
equal to the lot of ’em now 1 ; 


“ Aly key* ! Why, what do you want thm fur t ” 


pretty little Lady Mamie’s annexed him. Can’t you oontent your¬ 
self with one victim f 

Mist Sprite. Don’t be so utterly idiotie I (To herself.) If Maisie 
imagines she’s to be allowed to monopolise the only man in the room 

worth talking to!- • 

Captain Thicknette (to himself, at hswatches Lady Maisie). She is 
lookin' prettier than over! Forgotten me. Used to be friendly enough 
once, though, till her mother warned me off. Seems to have a good 
deal to say to that Foot fellow; saw her colour np from here the 
moment he oome near; he’aimim Petrarohin', hang him! I’doross 
over and apeak to her if I could catch h«r eye. Don’t know, though; 

*v„ ..... o ai« -i „i* . 1 .- 1 . -I.i.,1 Sul 


likes these olever chaps; don’t signify to her if th 
I suppose. I’m not intellectual. Chid, I wish I’d gone hack to 
Aldershot I 

Lady Cant, [by the tea-table). Why don’t you make that woman 
at yours send yon np deoent oakes, my dear f These are oinders. 
I'm afraid you let her have too rnneh of her own way. How, toll me 
—who are your party r Vivikk 8m,- 
ware I Never have that girl to meet 
\ me again, I can’t endure her; and 

,, V.. that affected little ape of a Mr. Pit,- 

1 1 1 ' \ user — h’m! Do I see Captain 

- ' I TbicxsesseP Now, I don’t object to 

V ft'tf X hint. Maisie and he used to be great 

viM-'»!' A A.— A friends.... Ah, how do you do, Cap- 

tom Thicekesse ? Quite pleasant 
Om £. Ii ; p 'Vi finding you here; suoh ages Since we 

’ (wfaWi I j A | 6 -* / <>w &n T™ing of you ! Why haven’t 

luL* r Mi j .An;? you been near us all this time P... 
fte/aJ * ' I r ^* - |f Oh, I may have beon ont once or twioe 

■klJE A I i when yon oalled; but you might have 

kSuHhI/JC'I 'A tried again, mightn't you P There, 1 for- 

v \ i give you; you hod bettor go and seo if 

1 you oan make vour peaoe with Maisie ! 
('apt. Thick, (to himself, as he 
obeys). Doosid odd. the Countess cornin’ 
ERHfflBFaV round like this. Wish she'd thought 

IMPr of.it before. 

BiA -Lady Cant, (in a whisper). He's 

i|mM | K always been such a favourite of mine, 

llfl w J E « Thoy tell me his uncle, poor dear I/ird 

Nil MmW Dorbehhead, is so ill—felt the loss 

llmmr of his only son so terribly. Of course 

f it will moke a great difference—in 

/I BB / many wavs. 

I Mt Capt, Thick, (constrainedly to Lady 

I IBM Maisie). How do you doP Afraid 

j Wm you've fonotten me. 

W'BmH -Lady Maisie. Oh no, indoed 1 (Hiir- 

Sl Bv riedly.) ■ You—you don’t know Mr. 

I If/ Spomkli, I think? ( Introducing 

I H f them.) CanUin Tbick.s'Ekse. 

f W{ Capt. nick. How are yonP Been 

| BN bearin’ a lot about you lately. Andro- 

1^. «•*;, don’t you know; and that kind 

Spurr. It's wonderful what a hit she 
seems to have made—not that I’m sur¬ 
prised at it, either; I always knew- 

Lady Maisie (hastily). Oh, Mr. 
SiTEEKU, you haven’t hod any tea! 
do you want thm for >» 1)o « » efc it ’» taken 

. . , away. [SPumutLt goet, 

lapt. Thick. Been tryin’ to fret you to notioe me ever since you 
oame ; but you were 10 awfully absorbed, you know! 

Lady Marne. WmIP So absorbed asaU that! What with P 
fri^ X ^AteA*, Well, it looked like it—with talkin’ to your poetical 

Lath Maine [fluking). He is not my friend in particular; I—I 
admire his poetry, of oourse. 


Capt. Thick. C to himself). Can’t even fceak of him without 
a ohonge of colour. Bad sign that! (Aloud.) You always were 

lrnan nltmif n>uk(sm and lUnaaC.... J Al_ a il ..nil. * a. 


a minute to think—book everybody’s readin’ just now—iio end of a 
clever book. [Him Stelwanb ruehes across to Lady Mains. 


what to do with his hands quite, though, does he P 
Miss Spehrane {coldly). He knows now to do some very exquisite 
l*wtry with on* of them, at ail events. I’ve been reading it, and I 
think it perfectly marvellous! 

Pill, f see what it is, you’re preparing to turn his matted head 
for him 0 l warn you you ’ll only warte your eweetum That 


That’s the journey. I tuppoae. (Whispering.) Do tell me-is that 
really the author at Andromeda drinking tea close by ? You ’re a 
grsat inmd of his. I know. Do, be a dear, and introduce him to me I 
I declare the dogs have made fnends with him already. Poets have 
such a wonderful attraction for animal*, haven’t they P 

[Lady Mamie *«s to bring 8*ueeeu up and introduce him 
Captain Thicekem* chooses in consider himself dismissed. 
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Mils Spelw, [with thy adoration). Oh, Mr. SnnutKU, I feel u if J 
I >nl talk to you about Andromeda, 1 did so admire it I 


aweet on “ bulla ” in tips houae! (Aloud.) Very glad to hear you 
eay an, I'm aure. I've aeen nothing to touch her myaelf, 1 don't 
know if you noticed all her points-P 

Min Spelw. Indeed, 1 believe none of them were lost upon me; 
but my poor little praisemust Mem so worthleaa and ignorant 1 

Spun. ( indulgently ). Oh, 1 wouldn't say that, I find some ladies 
very knowing about these things. I'm having a pioture done 
of her. 

Mils Speltrl Are you really? Hove delightful! Asafrontispieoe? 

Spurr. Eh f Oh no—-full length, and aideways—so aa to ahow her 
legs, you know. 

Min Spelw. Her legs P Oh, of courts— with “ her roseal toes 
cramped.' I thought that such a i ponder fid louoh! 

Spun. They’re not more cramped than they ought to be; she 
never turned them wi, you know! 

Miss Spelw. (mystified}. I didn’t mean that And now tell me—if 
it’s nob an indiscreet question—when do you expeot there'll be 
another edition P 

Spun, (to himself). Another addition! She 'a cadging for a pup 
now! (Aloud.) ■ Oh—or—really—oouldu’t say. 

Miss Spelw. I ’m sure the lint must be disposed of by this time. 
I shall look out for the next so eagerly! 

Spurr. (to himself): lime I “os "edit. (Aloud.) Afraid I can't 
say anything definite—and, exouse me leaving you, but 1 think 
Lady Oulvsbin is linking my way. 

Miss Spelw. Oh, by all means.' (To herself.) I might as well 
praise a pillar-post 1 And after spending quite half an hour reading 
him up, too I I wonder if Bertie Pilunib was right; but I shall 
have him all to myself at dinner. 

Lady Cant. And where ia Riipkbt ? too busy of course to oome 
anil Hay a word I Well, some day he may understand what a sister 
is—when it’s too late. Ah, here's our moe unassuming young poet 
doming up to talk to you. Don’t repel him, my dead 

Spun, (to himself). Better give her the ehanoe of telling me 
what’s wrung with the horse, I suppose. (Aloud.) Er—nice old- 
fashioned sort of house this, Lady Culvertn. (To himself.) I’ll 
work round to the stabling presently. 

Lady Cult-, (coldly). I believe it dates from the Tudors—if that is 
what you mean. 

Lady Cant. My dear Alwnia, I quite understand him; "old- 
fashioned ” is exactly the epithet. And I was born and brought up 
hero, so perhaps I should know. 

fA footman enters, and comes up to Spurbill mysteriously. 


Spun, (in some alarm). My keys! (Suspiciously.) Why, what do 
you wont them for ? 

Lady Cant, (in a whisper). Isn't he deliciously unsophisticated? 
ttuite a child of nature! (Aloud.) My dear Mr. Spurrell, he 
wants your keys to unlock your portmanteau and put out your 
things; you ’ll be able tolress fur dinner all the quiokcr. 

Spurr. Do you mean—am I to have the honour of sitting down 
with all of you ! 

Lady Culr. (to herself). Oh, my goodness, what will Rupbbt 
sav I- (Aloud.) Why, of oourse, Mr. Bppiiukli ; how can you 

ask? 

I Spun, (feebly). I—I didn't know, that was all. (To Footman). 

; Here you are, then. (To himself'.) Put out my things? he’ll tlud 


" CLUBS 1 CLUBS!” 

r« Fby of Wsdham,” iUuitriotn all-round athlete of Ojford, holds that 
Golf is no bettor than " glorified Croquet’’] 

On, Fey of Wadham, you ’veopened your mouth, 

And "put your foot in it!” Hera in the South, 

Talked to death by wild golfers, we 're likely to cry 
Hooray, to see Link-lovers roasted by Fby. 

Oolf-glorification 'an terrible tax on 
The muscular Cricketing, Footballing Saxon. 

To whom thegame teems just a little bit pokey. 

But Far of Wadham, Sir, “ glorified Croquet" I 
Champion of Champions, you 're going to catch it 1 
Each man loves his sport, swears no other oan match it 
Charm n sun gndt! And he '• father to blame 
Who’s prompt to make game of another man's Oome 1 

“TO BE TAKEN AS READ." 

Dun Mb. Punch,— Thanks to the action of the Circulating 
libraries, it seems that the old-faahioned three-volume novel it 
doomed to become a work of the past Most, of the popular writers 
have abandoned it, and now the publishers are beginning to fight 
ehyofit, The principal argument 

a | I I believe, in favour of its retention 
1 I is that it gives a chance to “the 
11 little road. The Circulating Iibra- 
H ries are oalled upon to fiu boxes 
|jJ intended for the edifioation of sub- 
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nothing to put out exoept a nightgown, sponge bag, and a oouple of 
brushes 1 If I *d only known 1 should he lot in for this, I’d have 
brought dress-clothes, lint how could 1 ? I— Iwonderif it would be 
any good telling ’em quietly how it is. I shouldn't like ’em to think 
1 hadn't got any. (He looks at Lady CANTist and her sister-in-law, 
who are talking in an undertone.) No, perhaps I'd better let it 
alone. I—1 can allude to it in a joky sort of way when 1 oome 
down I 


Tut Last Chajtrb. 

And so amidst the joy bells of the old ohuroh and the songB of the 
nightingales, and the pleasant laughter of the little children, Edwin 
and Angelina were married. As they passed under the oaken puroh 
the Duke gave them his blessing. Need it be said they lived happily 
—like a prince and a prinoess in fairy tale— for ever after ? 

Captain MoNTMon*Nrr Ouit.T, kicked out of bis club and warned off 
the Turf at Newmarket, left England with his ill-gotten gains for 
Cairo. Arrived in Egypt, ho disappeared into the Soudan. Those 
of the Arabs who came from the desert dealers that there is a white 
ruler in Khartoum. Whether it be he, who knows ? Still, th? stories 
of cruelty brought back by the swarthy traders are not unsuggestive 
of the men who brought poor I'auune to her grave and broke the 
Bank at Monte Carlo. 

Edwabb Watts did marry Maby Beetles, and they are now doing 
well at Little Pennington. The village all-sorts shop has grown into a 


iTO MY BEEF TEA, 

(£y Our Dyspeptic Post.) 


When the doctor's stern decree 
Rings the knell of iibertee, 

And dismisses from my sight 
All the dishes that delight; 
When my temperature i* high— 
When to pastry and to pie 
Duty bids me say farewell. 
Then 1 hail thy fragrant smell! 


When my poultry too he stops. 
Then, reduced to taking “ slops,” 
I, for solace and relief. 

Fly to thee, 0 Tea of Beef! 


When to p^toy and to Pie But-if simple truth I tell- 

Duty bids me say farewell, I «ra brock thee none too well; 
'then 1 hail thy fragrant smell! TJiy delighti.O Bovine Tea, 

Have no speoial charm for me! 

When the doctor shakes his head, Though thou comest piping hot, 
Banning wine or white or rad, Oh. believe I love thee not! 

And at all my well-loved joints Wary of thy gratis reign— 
Disapproving finger points; Givemeoystertaad champagne! 


And what became of Paul Peterson P Overwhelmed with the 
secret soragr that could never he shared by another, he went his 
wav to the wilds of Australia. And there, under the atarlight 
influence of the Southern Croes, and amidst the glorious giaours of 
the Boomerang Mountains, be tries to forget the terrible and half- 
forgiven details of the “ Deed in Drab," 

The Eero. 

There, Sir, you have the ending of ninety-nine novels out of 
a possible hundred. In the hands of an experienced writer the 


Yours faithfully, 


MULTU* IN PABVO. 
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Ur . "And how oi.ti abx t 
LtUle Min. "I should 


YE GEHTLEMEN 07 HOILAMD. 

An Out to thi Dutch CaicasTKts. 
Alt—“1« Marincrt of England." 

l. 

Yit Gentlemen of Holland 
That guard your Dative atampa, 

Ye oome to bat on wioketa damp, 

And block the bell that bumps, 

Tho “ glorious game” you play amtin, 

And may you match the foe; 

And amite left and right. 

While the balls for” boundaries "to; 
While your batsmen run ’emfaat endlong, 
And the belli for " boundaries" go! 

n. 

The spirits of your fathers 
Should watch you from the wave !— 

The brine, it was their field of fame; 

On turf you 're just as brave. 

As Van Tnour's and Dr Koran's did 
Your manly breasts mutt glow 
As vou smite left and right, 

While the balls for ‘‘boundaries" go; 
Whilst the batsmen run ’em fast and long. 
And tho balls for “ boundaries ” go I 

m. 

Bsitakhu loves to enoounter 
Her ancient foes—in peace. 

Our maroh is to the wickets green, 

Our home is at the crease. 

With volleys from her native wood. 

She meets the friendly foe, 

At they smite left and right, 

And the balls for " boundaries ” go; 
While the batsmen run ’em fast and long, 
And the balls for “ boundaries” go ! 

ir. 

The willows of old England, 

Dutch willows shall not spurn! 


Your team we’ll cheer when they depart, 
We ’ll weloome their return I 
Then, then ye willow-warriors. 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name, 

When to Holland back ye go; 

When the shout “ How’s that?” is heard 
no more, 

And to Dutohland back ye go! 


PUTTING HIS FOOT IN IT; 

Or, The Wiff W Market. 

[“The House of horde, for some reason, always 
assumes speoial care of Ireland, a fact whloh may 
account for a few of the curiosities of Irish political 
and domestic economy.”— Mr. Punch'a Etamce of 
Parliament, June 3,1361.] 

Air—" Widow Mtckrte.” 

Wilful Market, it ’a luike thunder ye frown, 
Otlumt.' Wilful Market! 

Faith ye’d plase yer proud Farthy by kinking 
me down, 

Oekone ! Wilful Market! 

How haughty your air, 

At you kiok me down-stair 1 
Faix, I wondher ye dare 
In this oleic of the tree I 
Ooh, ye autocrat ohurl. 

Me poor head ’a in a whirl. 

Orhone! Wilful Market! 

WilfulMarkee, 0Ireland's ohanoe is now oome, 
Oekone! Wilful Market! 

Whin everything smoilee mutt the Tories 
look glum P 

Orhone! Wiffdl Market! 

Rare the Commons, wid prayers, 

Have lint me upstairs; 

Who is it that dares 

Wil me form disagree? 


Don’t haughtily pish 
At ould (Breland's last with! 

Orhone ! Wilful Markee ! 

Wilful Markee, whin a Bill enters in. 

Oekone! WilfulMarkee! 

To be kicking it ont in this stoyle is a tin. 

OrhoneWilful Market! 

Surely hammer and tonga 
To bad ould days belongs; 

Far betther sing songs 
Full of family glee. 

Oireland'i bed bitter cup 
Do not harshly All up, 

Orhone, Wilful Market! 

And do ye not know wid yer bearing so 
bould,— 

Oekone ! Wilful Market! 

How ye're kaping the poor tmante out in the 

Oekone ! Wilful Market! 

Wid such sine on your head, 

Sure your peace will he fled; 

Couldyou slope in your bed r 

Widout thinking to Bee 
My ghost or my sprite 
That will wake ye eaoh,night 

Groaning Oekone! Wilful Markee! 

Then take my advioe haughty Wilful 
Markee, 

Oekone ! WilfulMarkee! 

And loike “Compensation Bill’’ do not 
trate me.’ 

Oekone! WilfulMarkee! 

Of etroife we ell tire, 

Then why stir the ould fire ? 

Sure hope i< no liar 
In whisperin’ to me, 

Hate's ould ghost will depirt 
When you won Oireland’a heart! 

Oekone ! Wilful Market! 
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STROLL IN THE ZOO. SUNDAY AFTERNOON. 


THE MESSAGE FROM MARS. 

( Per favour of Ur. Vuvrh .) 

Mr. l'unch, Bo you’ve not been signalling to Mother Earth, after 
all. my uobfc Warrior f 

Mur* (with a mak). What do you think!" Why should 1 dig 
oonals 100 miles wide, and 2,000 miles long, or build bonfires as big 
as Boot land, when 1 oan always communicate what I may have to say 
through you P 

Because Mara looks spotty or misty, 

Some dreamers, with intellects twisty, 

Imagine, old horse, 

Mari is playing at Mom- 
All bosh 1 You ask Dyson or Cnuiena. 

Mr. Punch, Mr. MaundiDi “has yon under his special charge,” 
hasn't he? 

Man. Much obliged to Mr. Mausdks, 1 'm sure! Wants to take 
my photo, doesn't he ? As if 1 were a mere politician, a popular 
oomedian, or 'Ansirr at the seaside on a Bank Holiday! 

Mr. Punch. Have you anv Bank Holidays in your planet ? 

Mars. Thank Sol, Mr. Punch, we have outlived the epooh of 
taking our pleasure in spasms, like your oookney victims of the 
vulgar voluptuary’s St. Vitus's dance I 

Mr. Punch. Don’t be uppish, old man! ’Tis an ill-bred age of 
Kodaks, and Interviews, and other phases of popular Paul Pryism. 
But you’ve had your ignominious momenta, Mars. If a “snap¬ 
shot could have been taken at yon when held prostrate, chained, 
and captive, at the feet of Otns and Ephialtes, or, still worse, when 
caught with Venus in the iron net of Vuloan 

All heaven beholds, imprison'd aa they lie, 

And unextinguish'd laughter shakra the sky. 

Mars. Spurt me, eioellent Punch. Eugh! Thank heaven 
Olympus knew no Kodaks then, or “the gay Apollo” would yet 
longer have had the laugh of me. 

Mr. Punch. Pardon me for awaking unpleasant memories I Bat 
wren gods should not be bamplioni, especially when, like the Second 
Mrs. Tanaueray , they “ have a past.” 

Mars. Well, anyhow I’ve been able to baffle the camera-wielders 
up to now. My ruddy eountenauoe and “bluish radiance” have 
beaten Greenwich, ana even lioked the lick! Aa they themselves 
admit, “ Mars up to the present has defied camera! detection,” 

Mr. Punch. But what about those “bright spots ” P 

Mars. Have you no “bright spots ” even on your doll and foggy 
old planet P I have often noticed one at 85, Hart Street. In June 
and December it emits thouasadso! brilliant sparks of a “ bluish 
radiance," too. But I don't jump to the oonolusion that you an 


“signalling” to me. Book, the nuked eye can sec the Punchian 
“)irojection lumineuse" even from here! 

Mr. Punch. I do not have to “ signal” my mcsniges to “ Hollas” 
or “Lockyke’s Land" by canals or “ton million sre lightB of 
100,000 oandle-powor apiece.” Like the Bun, I am self-luminous, 
and do not, like the finest planets, shine by reflected light. 

Mars . True for you. And from your own intellectual observatory, 
like Tewklsdbow.'KH “ alone with the stars," you ofttimes scan the 
heavens when, as Bonokkij.ow says 

“ -the first watch of night is given 

To the red planet Mars.” 


[Murmurs musingly. 

Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand, 
And 2 am strong again, 

. The star of the unconquered will 
He rises in my breast. 

Herein-, and resolute and atill, 

And oalm, and self-possessed. 


Mr. Punch. Preoisely! 

And earnest thoughts within me rise 
When 1 behold afar, 

Suspended in the evening skies 
The shield of that red star. 

A star of strength! 2 see thee stand 
And smile upon my pain ; 

Mars. Ah yes! that’s all very pretty and poetical, and I'm much 
obliged to Hiwbt Wadsivokth and the other bards who have lyric¬ 
ally glorifled me. But Punch, old man, you and 1 know better.' 
Mother Earth has ever paid, and payeth still, far too tnuoh worship 
to Mars—the Mors of her own militant fancy. To tell you the truth, 
Punch, I’m aiok of my old metier, especially sbee Bcienoe stepped in 
and bedevilled it past bearing with her big guns, and dynamite- 
bomba, and treacherous torpedoes; weapons more fit for grubby 
Vulcan’s subterranean Cyclops than a god, a gentleman and a soldier 
like me. 

Mr. Punch. Hoho! That’sthewaythe(LocKlKE's)laiidlies,eh? 
Mars. Exactly. I wasn't signalling to your stupid, conservative, 
bellioose old world, whioh, like the Bourbons, learns nothing and 
forgets nothing. Could I write in plain Titanic oapitals across a 
thousand square mile* of my smoothest aurfaoe Mars’s Straight Tip 
to Mother Earth, via. 

^ FIOHT2NO 'N sir EXPENSIVE BOM, 

so uiaxnit Ann wab no mobe! 

what effect would it have on any of you, from civilised England, 
with you to enlighten it, to the •furious fighting drufons who are 
tearing each other in the eastern seas P Hone I But if any of your 
quidnuncs realty want to know what I would say if 1 did signal, 
tell them old Man, Mown wiser, hat turned up War ; has nailed 
hit raven to a barn-door as a warning; has made a pet of Peace’s 
soft-plumed dove; and strongly advises the belligerent boobies on 
earth who take his old name in vain, and play bis abandoned game 
still- to -go and do likewise ! ! 

Mr. Punch. By the eeetus of Venus, and so I will !!! 
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ODE TO IXION. 

(By a Sympathetic, but Super¬ 
ficial Observer.) 

Oh I the hardest of hearts somo 
compassion mnst feel 
For that modem Ixion, the 
Man on the Wheel! 

See him scouring the roada on 
hia spindly-spoked spider. 
Dust-hid till you source tell 
the “ bike ” from it* rider; 
Hia abdomen shrunken, his 
shoulders up-humped,! 

With the Raping parched lip* 
of one awfully pumped. 
Could a camel condemned to 
tho treadmill look worse P 
Sure those Bps, could he close 
them, would shape to a curse 
On hia horrible doom! As I 
gaze and stand by, . 

With a pang at my heart, and 
a tear in my eye, 

I think of Ixion, the Wander¬ 
ing dew, 

That Cork-lcggdd Dutchman 
—the Hying One, too, 

And other poor victims of piti¬ 
less speed; 

And 1 own, while their eases 
were frightful indeed, 

Tho Bicyclist's fate is the 
worser lay far. 

Poor soul!!! The small ‘ 'pub ." 

and a “pull" at the "bar. 
Appear your best comfort. 

Tmagino the cheer 
Of a slave of the "bike” 
whose sole solace is beer! 
You can't see the prospect; 

your eyes are east down 
Like Hontan's Muck-raker; 
your brows in a frown 





2Lf% 






CONJUGAL EGOTISM. 

"What a stunii 1’afbk this is, Kockkt 1 Not a wonn about 
T op IN IT 1 " 


Of purposdess effort are woe¬ 
fully lenit ; 

Of Nature’s best charms you 
perceive not a bit. 
The,hedge your horizon, the 
long, dusty road 
Is your sole point of sight. 

Wretched victim, what goad 
Of Fate, or sheer folly, thus 
urges you ou P 

Old torments—like poor Io’s 
gadfly—are gone, 

And yet, like Orestes, the 
Fury-whipped, you 
Wheel on, as some oomet 
wheels on through the blue 
In billion-leagued cycles less 
dreary than is 

The cyme on which round the 
wido world you whiz! 

Eh P Cutting a record ? Vou 
like it P The goose!! 1 
A task without pleasure, a toil 
without uso I 

] Poor soul 1 You are worse than 
| Ixion, I feel, 
i For he was not tied by himself 
to the wheel 1 

The Plaint of the Un¬ 
willing Peer. 

Fiiom my M.P.’s Beat I—oh, 
the pity!—must move. 

1 am one of Hank's sorrowful 
heirs; 

For the Commons Fate bids me 
diasemble my love, 

But why did she kick mo 
upstairs P 

Ov Tic*.—T he Modern 
Novel is a blend of the Erotic, 
the Neurotic, and the Tommy- 
rotie. 


WHERE TO GO. 

Antwerp —if you are not tired of F.xhibitions. 

Boulogne - if you don't mind the mud of the port. 

Cologne—it you are not particular about the comfort of your nose. 

Dieppe if you like bathing in tho foreign 
fashion. 

£tretat—it solitude has commanding 
charms. 

Florence-it you are partial to 100" in the 
•hade. 

Uenoa—it you have no objection to mos- 
, quitoes. 

y Heidelberg —if you aro not tired of the 

• everlasting castle. 

Interlacken- if the Jungfrau has the 
advantage of novelty. 

Fara —if you wish to eat its jelly on the 
. spot 

It rt si si st 4 if twin awa ——A . X 1 J _X a r 1 a 1 



Maples—it you are anxious to perform an anto-mortem duty. 
Ouehy—it you like it bettor than Lausanne. 

JW—if you have not been there for at least a fortnight. 
Quebec —if you are quaUfvinr for admission to a lunatic asylum. 
Borne —if you have never bad the local fever and want to try it. 
Strasbourg— it you are hud up for an appropriate destination. 
Tisnn—if it is the only town you have not seen in Italy. 

Fig—it you affect the Isle of Skye in a thunder-storm. 

Venice —if you scorn stings and evil odours. 

Wiesbaden— if you can enjoy scenery minus gambling. 
1'okohama —if you are willing to risk assault and battery. 
Zurich—il you can think of no other place to visit. 

N.B.—The above piaoea are when to go on the keep-moving- 
tounstnlen. But when you want to know % ‘ Whi*x to 9tat we 
reply,‘'A tH orn.” 


THE INCONVENIENCED TRAVELLER’S PHRASE-BOOK, 

(To be Translated as Required.) 

Why have you thrown my boxes down with suoh violence (hat 
their oontents have become distributed on the platform P 
Why is it neoessary to strike me on the head with a stick because 
I am taking my proper place at the tiotat-offiee P 
Why have you refused to give me ohange for a ^ 
sovereign minus the eighteenpenoe you have the j8jj& 
right to ohargo for my fare P BjK 

Why do you close the door of oommunication when UHA 
I offer a remonstrance P 

Why oan I not obtain redress upon complaint to the . 

station-master P 

Why am I chased off the premises by a private K' 

polioemanwhen 1 am anxious to catch the next train P jt 
Why is mv luggage being placarded with places 
that eertainly do not oorretpond with my desired 
destination P u 'MIMk 

Why ean I not have my tea cool enough to drink t 1 

and why I am hurried out of the refreshment-room c 

before I can discuss my bread and butter P 
Why must I pay half-a-orown for oomostibles valued on the card 
at less than a shilling P 

Why am I forced into a carriage already overcrowded with eged 
females, siokly children, end marling spaniels P 
Why oan I not havo a seat, considering I have paid the fall fare, 
and amply tipped (he guard P 

Why oan X not have a window open, considering that the glass 
stands at ninety in the shade P 
Why oan I not smoke, having chosen a smoking carriage P 
Why ahould I be dictated to by a disagreeable and elderly 
stranger, who mores half the journey, and hclpa herself to ardent 
spirits in the tunnels P 

Why should I be threatened with imprisonment, and be only 


en route far Paris P 
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AIM RESUMPTIVE. 

III.— The Him ot the Ancient 

SAWRAT11-B&1AKBK. • 
{Ilnng a Record of the 12(4.) 

It mi an ancient poacher-man, 
Bronzed as a penny-ban j— 
“ By thy beady eye, now tell 
me why, 

Thou offspring of a gun, 

0 tell me why Weath thy 
Exceeding hoary tuft[ehin’s 
Precisely half a brace of grouse 
Hangs, admirably stuffed!”’ 

He blinked his beady eye; his 
voice 

Was singularly dear; 

And as 1 listened to his tale 
I could not choose but hear.’ 
“ Mon, ye mun ken I have not 
aye 

Been sec a feckless loon; 

In me behold the wreck of what 
Was onoe The McAhoon. 
Oft have I made a merrie bag 
Actobs my native heath; 
Shot o’er my ain auoestral 
diiwgs 

Or aiblins underneath. 

V ntil lung syne, a monie year— 
Ye oouldna weel bo born— 
The blessed twelfth of August 
fell 

Upon u Suwbatli morn. 

Itruw were the birds, my gun 
was liraw, 

My bluid was pipin’ hot: 

1 thocht it prime to gie 'em 
time- 

-Allowanee like a yacht. 

Scarce had I bagged but an< 
wee bird, 

There was the de'il to pay: 
It’s unco deadly skaitli wi’ 
Soots 

To break the Sawbath day. 


... -*, 3i&2£isf 
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THE OBSTINACY OF THE PARENT. 

Emily Jane. “Yes, I'm always a-hayin’ to Father as 'e ouonria 

RETIRE FROM THE CrOSSIM’, BUT EKES AT IT ’E WILL, THOt'OH IT AIN'T 
JTST NO MORE'N the Broom AS 'OLDS 'IM ur!" 


The billiss wha the niaht before 
Ware fou at my expense. 
They deaved the meenister 
aboot 

Xy verra bad offence. 

An* a’ the Kirk declared the 
work 

Was perfect deevilrie, 

An’ hung the bird by this 
absurd 

Arrangement whilk ye see. 

Twal’ month an’ mair my 
shame I bear 
Beneath the eurae o’ noon, 

A paltry wraith of what was 
onoe 

The Laird o’ McAhoon. 

An' aye when fa’s the bleated 
twilfth 

Upo’ the Sawbath day, 

1 bear the bird in this absurd 
An’ aggravatin’ way.’’ 

The ancient ceased bis aorry 
tale, 

And craved a trifling boon, 
To wet the whistle of what 
was onoe 

The Laird o’ Me A rook. 

Ditto to Hr. Courtney. 
As after jackdaw chatter and 
owl-hooting, 

Gratefully follows Philomel's 
duloet fluting; 

So, after Hanruhy's gibes and 
Heart's jeera, 

Courtney's cool reason glad¬ 
dens patriot ears. 

0, si sic omnss / But tbough 
his sole voioe 

Sound ”in the wilderness,” 
yet unite rejoioe 
To hear, ’midst blare of venom- 
ed wrath and vanity, 

The moving tones of brave, 
sound-hearted sanity. 


THE PLY ROUTE ifo CASTLES IN THE AIR. 

(By Our Imaginary Intervievier.) 

I found tho great man surrounded by plans and models of any 
numlier of wonderful inventions. Here was a clover scheme for 
sptnding a week’s holiday in the Mountains of the Moon, there u 

t recipe for removing the spots from the 
face of the sun. It would take too long 
to give an inventory of all the marvels. 
Enough to aay their name was legion. 
“And so you have discovered tho secret 
y of aerial navigation Y ” I asked, after I 
* was comfortably seated. 

The great man smiled. He evidently 
had solved the difficult problem. 

>; “ I suppose that now you and all will be 

v ’ - able to do without ships and railways ? I 
presume we shall be independent of oabs 
-- - iWliS?; and omnibuses Y ” 

~=_... ■’ iJMttlu' Onoe more there waa a smile. I was 


answered. “ Of oouree,” I oontinued, ' you will be able to take your 
aCnal oontrivanoee to all the countries of the earth Y What is there to 
prevent you from starting flying-machines from London to Paris, or 
Berlin, or even Timbuotoo Y ” Again there was a pleasant smile. 
Evidently my guess was a good one. 

‘ - a TP able to travel thousands of miles without the assist¬ 
ance of raiLF You will dispense with land and sraterP All you will 
require will be the atmosphere, and that ia always srith US—-always 
at our semoe.” 

Again my suggestions remained nnaontsadicted. 

It is truly msrvellous,” I remarked j “ truly marvellous I And 
you have oommeneed P You have been able to float through the air 
for a dozen, a hundred feet P ” There waa a smile oboe again. 

And yet, perhaps, as railway* and steamships are still ‘Arm’ on 


the Stock Exchange, it may be jnet as well to allow our holdings in 
those securities to remain undisturbed Y What do you think Y Ii 
is scarcely time to speoulate for a fall P ” Onoe more he smiled, and 
ob smiling is infectious, 1 joined him in his merriment. 

TO A VETERAN CHAMPION. 

f AUlifUm, on Aug. 9, inGloucoste retiree. Middlesex, l)r. W.O.tiHACBCom- 
pli ted his 1000 runs in (iret-cloos matches this summer. Tbc other ptsyers 
who share this distinction are Abel, Albsbt Ward, tad Hbucxwill.] 

Well hit! Mr. Punch chalks it up onoe more— 

Your ten-hundredth run between the “ creases” 1 
Why, this (at tweaty-two yards apiece) ia 
Twelve-miles-and-a half fur this season’s score! 

But stay! we’ve no business to “ notch ” each mile! 

With your cuts and draws, and your drives and trick hits, 
You’ve only to stand still More the wickets, 

And straight to the boundary “ fours ” compile! 

With Abel, Ward, Brock well, you hold your own, 

As ’94 cricket now nears its finish; 

We'lHope your four figures will ne’er diminish— 

As ” Grand Old Bat” you shall e’er be known! 

QUEER QUERIES.— The Law and the La tit—C on it really 


convinces me that three is a fatal flaw in the so-oalled election of a 
woman to the chief poet in a municipality, even in New Bheland—I 
mean New Zealand. It ’» quite settled law that a femme reds cannot 
he a Corporation; then how. I should like to know, osn she preside 
over a Corporation P Poeeibly some legal readers will say if their 
opinion coincides with mine. Barrister (uncalled for). 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE HURT OF TOBY, M.F. 


House r 
continue t 


ocouion. Unexpectedly broke out at followini 


bright things to say; but what was one speech among so many f 
Perish his speech, rather than tbe whole arrangements of Parliamen¬ 
tary week be npset. So gracefully stood aside; Dillon took his 
half hour; Joan Morjet followed ia- rigorous fighting form, 
marking fresh step in steady improvement as Parliamentary dehater; 


ring sitting, 
laid Comm* 


, wanting to Business dime. — Evicted Tenants Bill read third time by 199 


v«*flVC.iwvn UIUU k w UBIU iv a La anew v,wio»w»v ywiaxv «a awvco uiu . uc»v suuuu st;i nsvunibui uuuci 1 ” **VI V jas »■»» 

at secreted in wig. Mabkisb gave notice that he would to-night secretaries of ministers and heads of public offices ait when Bills 
formally more for production of report. Flatter of interest in Hoase. ] affecting their departments are under diseuseion. 

Commons Booked in prepared for soma fresh “ biasing indiaere- { “ Monsieur has something to do with the Home Office, n'eet ct 

A.! _ » it. tf . f.... JiS. S _ . _ 1 1 \._4S* _ _an r \ I LV_ 1ST T _ A _ l. _1_. _ lilt 


tion.” Found the Markins sitting on woolsack chatting with Loan i pas f ” I asked Hark, 
Ciu»m.u>«. Held book tietween them, as 
young persons about to marry are wont to do 
when attending morning or evening service. 

Vague idea that presently they would rise and 
sing a hymn. Lord Chancellor quite equal 
to it, being a big guq at the Bor Musical So¬ 
ciety and very fond of the Opera. Nothing 
however osme of it, at least, not in that direc¬ 
tion. When hour for public business arrivtd 
Mahkiss left woolsaok carrying the tune book 
with him. His motion for report of Judicial 
Committee stood half way down Orders of the 
Day. When it was reached Mabkisn said 
nothing. Naturally other peers were silent, 
and whilst commoners accustomed to other 
ways of transacting business were marvellinr 
as to what had happened, and what would 
follow. House adjourned, praotieally for a 
week. 

“ Well,” said Baku for onoe nonplussed; 

“ certainly if there is a place in the world 
where 'e don’t know where ’e are, it’s the 
House of Lords. When a peer is expected to 
speak he sits dumb. When arrangements have 
been made for a quiet sitting, the Markins or 
some other big gun is sure to go off unex¬ 
pectedly with alarming eonsequenoes.” 

Business dime .—Irish Evicted Tenants Bill 
passed Report Stage in Commons. 

Tuesdii!/.— It is the unexpected that happens 
in the House of Commons. Befel to-night witli 
dramatic suddenness. Third reading of Evicted 
Tenants Bill moved. At eleven o'clock Jotncrn 
resumed his seat With pleased consciousness of 
having cast some balm, in the shape of vitriol, 
over Irish (Question. House orowaed; Dkvon- 


tion.” Found the Markins sitting on woolsaok chatting srith Loan i pas t ” I naked Sark. “ looked in, I suppose, to help Awioith f” 
Chanou-lpe. Held book iwtween them, as “No,” said the Member for Sark. “It’s 

not that, He's heard House intends to sus¬ 
pend the Standing Orders. Wants to see how 
tee go to work. Not above taking a wrinkle 
even'from amateurs.” 

“Ah,” stud W. P. 3 ackson, throwing up his 
hands with gesture of despair, “ Knew it 
would come to this under present Government, 
First the guillotine, then the gallows.” 
Business done,—finite a lot. 

Thursday.— Southerners long heard of plea¬ 
surable hours spent in Committee-room up¬ 
stairs, where Sodtch Members been engaged 
for weeks in Grand Oommittee on their Local 
Government Bill. Such badinage! such per¬ 
siflage 1 not omitting refreshing influences of 
another kind familiar in Noetes Ambrasianee. 
’Tit said, when conversation flagged quite usual 
thing for J. B. Balfour and Charles Pearson 
to strip off coats and waistooats, plaoe two 
umbrellas crosswise on floor, and go through 
sword-danoe, Trevelyan in the ohair leading 
off colourable imitation of bagpipe aooompani- 
ment, in which Committee joined in mad 
chorus. 

Not sure about that. Absolutely no doubt 
that on last day of meeting all the members 
stood on chairs, with one foot on the table, and, 
holding hands, sang “ Auld Lang Syne. 
Bound to say they seem to have exhausted all 
their hilarity in Committee-room. Parker 
Smith still a good deal to say; Hosier not 
unoommunioative; and Walter M’Laren 
(njoys keen satisfaction of insisting on Division 
that presents smallest minority of the series. 
Rut, on the whole. House seems tilled with what 
. Ha bk tell me Edjpburgh, occasionally suffering 
from the visitation, calls “ an easterly hear.” 

Through the cold, wet, white fog, oomes one 
gleam of light. John Mobley brings in a Bill 

t V ,. , „-,-- _.. . ■jit' „ V making further provision with respect to Irish 

hour in which Prince Arthur might speak, Congested Districts Board. Speaker puts ous- 

and John Mori.ey reply. Joseph having des- my A gj - oMuif tomary question, “ Who is prepared to bring in 

natohri his final arrow at his old friends the M.'V this BinF” “Mr, AbthvR Balfour and 

Irish Members, the shaft being liarbed with „■ . myself,” responds the Chief Secretary; and 

points oomnosiag pleasing legend, Violence, , the House gratefully goes off into a fit of 

Agitation, Dishonesty,” Prince Arthvb rose, — , • v’ Jfay laughter. 

with evident intent of showing, as has hap- “ '•v "Jjr " lively in life,” exclaims Davih Plunket, 

times this Hession, how the same ^ MacKioror Brownes to “ toss the Caber looking with almost equal affection on his two 

sort of thing may be said with better effect in P J”$Ts«L right Son. friends. ’Vn the Congested Districts 

quite another way. Boaid (Ireland) ubl they are not divided.” 

Simultaneously from hslow gangway npn.se the tuH fignre of John 1 Business dune .-Scotch Local Government. Bill. > 

Dillon, Opposition roared with despairing indignation. Every- Friday .—Another " Nioht wi’ Burns." Sadder even than the last. 


smut, in depression and dinner dress, looked 
down from Peers' Gallery. Over the clock sat 



Hung settled, to last button on the goiter; Joseph had had his half- But sooner over. By eleven o'clock report stage agreed to, ‘ 1 Shall 
hour; I nnoe Arthur would take his, hononrably leaving John we take third reading now, or would you like a third night with the 
Mobley hts thirty mrnntw. Then Division called; Bill read third Bill?” asked Trevelyan. 

tune; sent on to Lords; Commons comfortably home by half-past A shudder ran through the House; when it vrai over Bill hurried 
twelve. And here was John Dillon claiming the ri"ht to reply to past final stage. Business dons.— Winding-up rapidly. 

attacks and muendos of the genial Joseph! - - _ 

Tumult rose: Dillon folded his arms and faced it. A had sign ___ 

that gesture. Remember it in years gone by, when all things were THE NEW NEWNESS, 


mat gesture. Remember it in years gone by, when all things were 
tapsy-turvey; when Forster was Chief Secretary, and, next to 
Paknkll, the hope of the Irish Members fighting for Home Buie 
was Joseph Chamberlain. 

Dilion in that attitude evidently immoveable; various suggestions 
offered. Evade the Twelve o’Clook Hide, and sit till all was over; 


fight of Session, most Members were off on the delayed holiday, 

Out of this dilemma Prince Arthur delivered a grateful House. 
Had prepared his speeoh through long sitting; doubtless had many 


THE NEW NEWNESS. 

“ There is nothing new under the sun.” 

So said the proverbial preacher. 

But surely’twas only his fun! 

A modern and up-to-date teacher 
Would tell him that Humour, and Art, 

And Daughters, and Wives, and Morality, 
All aim to mike a fresh start 
In novel (and nauseous) reality; 

And the wall of the Wise Man will be, pretty m 
“ Thera is nothing aid tinder the sun—or the 
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TO A SURREY HOSTESS. 

{A Parodic Veto of Thanketo a Town Matron, 
who took a Houee tn the Country.) 

Ladt Ciaba Shbm si Shirs, 

Through ms you now dull win renown; 
It nesrly broke my oountry heart 
To come back to the dusty town. 

In kindliest way, you bade 

t me stay 

And nothing better I de- 

But Duty with a groat big D 
Called far too loud, and 
I retired. 

Lady ^Claba Shim di 

I wonder if you’ll like 
your name! 

Oh! hosr^ou all began to 

And laugh the moment 
that I came. 

Yet would I take more for 
the sake 

Of your dear daughter's 
girlish charms. 

A simple maiden not yet four 
Is good to take up in one's arms. 

Lady Cuba 8n ibb ng Skibi, 

Borne newer pupil you must find, 

Who. when you pile nis plate sky-high, 
Will meekly say he does not mind. 

You sought to beat my power to eat, 

An empty plate was my reply. 

The oat you left in Orosvenor Square 
Is not more hungry now than I. 

lady Cuba Shehb djs Shkek, 

You .sometimes took a mother's view, 
And feared lest winsome Dobotht 
S hould learn too much from me—or j ou. 
Indeed I heard one bitter word 
That scarce were fit for her to hoar; 

Our language had not that repose 
Which rightly fits a Sheer tie Shibf. 

Lady Cuba Shbbb db Shebe. 

The marriage bells rang for the Hall. 
The Hags were dying at your door; 

Yon spoke of them wkh curious gall. 
How you decried the pretty bride 
And swore her dresses weren't by Wont 11 , 
And gaily went to churoh to stare 
At her of far too noble birth. 

Trust me, Cuba Shbbb db Shbbb, 

The man I saw who's rather bent., 

The grand old gardener at your house 
Prefers the bride of high desoent. 
nowe'er that be, it seems to me 
'Tis all important what one eats. 

Milk pudding 'a more then oaviare, 

And simple food than ooloured sweets, 

Cuba, Cuba Shbbb db Shbbb, 

* if time be heayy on pur hands, 

And there are none within your roaoh 
To play at tennis on your lands, 

Oh I see the tennisguurt it marked. 

And take care that it doean’t rain. 

Then stay at Shan another month 
And aalc me down to stay again. 

A VOICE FROM "TIE UPPER SUCttES." 

My good Mb. Punch,—I notice that in 
spite of all London being out of town, a 
number of persons hays been holding, or pro- 

S iee holding, a meeting condemnatory of the 
onso of Lords. I fancy, Hgaxdlea* of the 
dote of the season, the site ohoaen has been 
or will be Hyde Park. Perhaps, under these 
circumstances, you, as the le pi' es ont s Hr o of 
tjie nation—equally of the aristocracy and 


the democracy—will allow me a few lines 
tpaoe in which to express my sentiments. 

_J O' . »*_ . _ IJ_11. a 


middle age, and jet, man and boy, have 
been in the House of Peers quite half-a- 
dozen yean. I oannot say that I was added 
to the number of my colleagues beoaute I 
was au eminent lawyer, or a tueoesaful 
general, or a great statesman. I believe 
my alum to the distinction that was con¬ 
ferred upon me,—now many summers since, 
—was the very considerable aervioea I waa 
able to afford that moat uaeful industry tbe 
paper deooration of what may bo aptly 
termed “ the wooden walls of London. 
When called upon to select an appropriate 
territorial title, I aeleoted, without hesitation, 
the Barony of Savon do Hoapleigh. Savon 
is a word of French extraction, and denotes 
the Norman origin of my illustrious rase. 
Not only was I able to assist at the regenera¬ 
tion of the “ great unwashed," but also to do 
considerable service to the grand cause with 
which my party in politics is honourably 
associated. I was able to contribute a very 
large sum to the eleotion purse, and having 
fought and lost several important consti¬ 
tuencies, was amply rewarded by the ooronet 
that beoomes me so well, the more especially 


You will ask me, no doubt (for this is an 
age of questions), what I have done since I 
entered the Upper Chamber P 1 will reply 
that 1 have secured a page in Burke, abstained 
from voting, except to oblige the party whips, 
and, before all ana above all, pleased my laidy 
wife. And yet there are those who would 
wish to abolish the House of Peers 1 There 
are those who would do away with our ancient 
nobility 1 Perish the thought! for in the 
House of Peers I see the reflection of the 
nation's greatness. 

J But you may ask 
mo, “would I do 
anything to improve 
that Chamber?” 
And I would answer, 
“ Yes.” I would 
say, “ Do not in¬ 
crease Its numbers; 
it is already large 
enough.” 

ledge that a gentle¬ 
man of semi-medi¬ 
cinal reputation, who 
bos been os beneficial, 
or nearlyas beneficial, 
to the proprietors of 


"Sfr hoardings as myself, 
wishes to be oreated 


Visoonnt Cough of Mixture. Yet another 
of the same olass define to bo known to 
generations yet unborn as Lord Tobaooo of 
Cigarettes; whilst a third, on aooount of 
the attention be has paid to the “ under¬ 
standings” (pardon the plauantorio) of the 
people, is anxious to figure on the roll of 
honour as “ Baron do Boots.” 

My nod Mr. Punch, suoh an extension 
of the House of Peers merely for the satis¬ 
faction of the vanity of a number of vulgar 
and miffing men would be a scandal to our 
civilisation. No, my good SirjMsar noble 
order ja large enough. I am satisfied that 
it should not be extended, and when I am 
satisfied the opinions of every one else are 
(and here I take a simile from an industry 
that has given me my wealth) “merely 
bubbles—bubbles of soap.” 

And now I sign myself, not as of old, plain 
Job Snooks, but Yonra very faithfully, 

.. . Sivo* nx BoAMjaoH. 

PA—I am sure my long line of ancestors 
would agree with me. when that long line 
is discovered yon dull hear the result. 


BYGONES. 

Tire midsummer twilight is dying. 

The golden is turning to gray. 

And my troublesome thoughts are a-fiying 
To the days that have vanished away, 
Whenlifehedno 

crosses for me, J^L> 

write sonnets to 

of them! 

How we laughed at the dusty old dootors, 

And the Vice with bis gorgeous gold gown, j 
And you thought it n shame that, the Proetors 
Were constantly sending mo down. 

We danced and we dined and we boated, 

1 Ud the lions all quite comine it /« ut , 

And 1 felt a strange thrill when you voted 
Old J oiistNiK's the best of tbe show. 

I remember your eager delight, love, 

With our garden and chapel and hull— 

And oh, for that gMHous night, love, 

When we went to the Balliol ball! 

There is very poor pleasure in daucing 
In a stuffy hot ball-room in J une 
And the Balliol lawn looked entrancing 
In tbe silvery light of the moon. 

I fancy the thought hod occurred, love. 

To somebody else besides mo, 

For I managed, with scarcely a word, love, 

To get you to smile and agree. 

We sat on the Balliol lawn, love, 

And the hours flew as fast as yon please. 

Till the rosy-tipped fingers of dawn, love, 
Crept over the Trinity trees. 

A stranger might say he had never 
Heard trash in a vapider key; 

But no conversation has ever 
Been half so delicious to mo, 

I seemed to be walking on air, love; 

And oh, how I quivered when you 
Snipped off a weolock of your hair, love, ; 

And said you were fond of me too. 

I clasped it again and again, love, 

To my breast with a passionate vow. 

There ever since it has lain, love, 

And there it is lying just now. 

—But my heart gives a horrible thump, love, 

1 find myself gasping for air, 

For mv throat is choked up with a lump, 
love, 

Whioh surely should never be there. 

| And I sadly bethink me tkat life, l ive, 
j Won't always run Justus we will— 

1 For you are another man’s wife, love. 

And I am a bachelor ttill 

I 08 . SBtS!aS ® ^ 1 “ :=:S 

Common (Baa) Metro. 

“ Ltoht metros ” there ore many, 

The lightest of the lot 
Is what is called “thePenny- 
-in-the-81ot! ” 
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EMBAREAS HE RICHESSES. 

["The Bank Bet urn shows considerable uddi- 
tiona to the metre and the stock of bullion.”— 
“ Twin," <m “ Jf/mry Mqfket."] 

Riches Old Lady you *11 not meet, 

Than this one, of Threadneedle Street. 

Nioer Old Lady none, nor neater, 

Bat, like the boy in Slrmowelpetcr, 

That whilom ehubby, ruddy lad, 

The dear old dame lows war and sad; 

Nay, long tinm hath she seemed dejected, 
And her onoe fancied fare rejected. 

She screams out—" Take the gold away 1 
Oh, take the nasty stuff away i 
1 won’t hare .any gold to-day." 

This Dame, like Dante of old 

Has long been wooed in showers of gold. 

By Jupiters of high finanoe; 

But, siok of that cold sustenance, 

Or surfeited, or cross, orill, 

The dear Old Lady cries out still— 

" Not any gold for me, I say t 
Ob, take the nasty stuff away 1! 

I won't have any more to-day!!! ” 

And on my word it is small wonder, 

Fur in her spacious house, and under, 

Of bullion she hath boundless store, 

And scarcely can find room for mere. 

Filled every pocket, purse, safe, coffer. 

And still the crowds orush round nnd offer 
Th«ir useless, troublesome deposits, 

To cram her cupboards, choke her closets. 
What marvel then that she should say— 

“ Oh, take the nasty stuff away ! 

I won't have any more to-day! 1” 


The poor Old Lady once felt pride as 
A sort of modern Mrs. Midas; 

For all she touches turns to geld 
Within her all-embracing hold; 

Gold solid as the golden leg 
Of opulent Miss Kilmanseggc, 

Hut, like that lady, poor-rich, luckless, 

She values now the yellow muck less. 

Though once scraped up with assiduity, 
Because of its sheer superfluity. 

It blocks her way, it checks the breath of her; 
She dreads lest it should be the death of her. 
With bullion she could build a Babel, 

So screams, ns loud as she is able,— 

“ Not any more, good friends, I Bay! 

For goodness gracious guaway 1! 

1 won't take any more to day! 11" 

They beg, they pray, they stiive to whet die > 


1 he cry is still they oome! they come! 
Men worth a “ million ” or a “ plum,” 
The “goblin,” or the “merry monk " ; 
Constantly cninketh, ohink-chank-ohuuk 1 
In “ Gladstone” or in canvas hag; 

But sourly she doth eye the “ swag,' 1 
Peevishly gathers round her skirt, 

As though the gold were yellow dirt. 
Crying, 'Oh, got away now, do! 

I'm really gottmg siok of you, 
pie proffered ‘ stuff ’ I must refuse; 
"have far more than I oan use. 

I 've no more need or wish for money 
Than a surfeited bee for honey. 

Money 'a a drug, a naaaeous dose. 

At cash the Market cooks its noso. 

'Tis useless as the buried talent, 

Or the half-crown to a poor pal lent; 

As gilded oats to hungry nag. 

Away with bulging purse and bag! 

They are a bother and a pest. 

I mil not store, I can't invest. 

With your ‘ old stocking ’ be content, 

I can’t afford you One per Cent. 

Bullion's a burden and a bore. 

I cannot do with any morel 
Not any more for me, I say 
Oh, take the nasty stuff away 
I won't have any gold to-day!!! ” 



ON THE SAFE SIDE. 


Brown, “liv OaonoF, Joints, that's a handsome Umubelu. ! Where did you oet it?" 

Jones. “ I nmXINK TO ASNWKIt UNTIL I 'vK CONSULTED MV I.AWYEK I ” 


THE NEW AIR. 

(To an Old Tune.) 

0 Rayleigh now, this racily strange is 
This New Nitrogen! 

Air that into water changes 
Seem not new to men, 

(All our atmosphere this snmm9 
Has been “ heavy wet,”) 

Bat sheer solid sir seems rummer, 

More Munehsusenish yet 1 
New things now urs awfully eottmon; 

And it seems but fair, 

With New Humour, Art, and Woman, 
We should have New Air. 

" Lazy air,” one oalls it gaily; 

Seasonable, very 1 
Will it quiet us, dear Batlkioh, 
Soothe us, make us merry 1 


Still the Hurry, cool the fever, 

Calm the nervous stress '! 

If it he so, you for ever 
Punch will praise and bless. 

Will the Now Air set—oh 1 grand Sir 1- 
Life to a new tune P 
Lead us to a Lotos-Land, Sir, 

Always afternoon ? 

One per oent. seems rather little! 

V' Can’t you moke it more P 
When 'tis solid is it brittle ? 


Liquid, docs it pour t 
Kayleioh P Nor You don’t say so! 
What lots of fnnny things you know 1 


The Diffhekcx between a hap German 
| Baku aep a beaten Ckicey.t Team. —One 
i fails to play in time and the other to " play 
out time.” 
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[Awwst S5, 18M, 


Sir Sup. So luggage, ehf Well wall. it'eoI no consequence. 
LYRE AND LANCET. But I ’ll «k aboutit-3 dueaay it ’a all right. ^ ^[iSpoesout, 

(A Stem in Scene*.) Captain Thieknesse(to Smsra). Stare to have tamed up, ton 

ATiimwTRV know—man will have seen to that. BhonUii t iltogBlhv^uot u t 

l‘ ART YHI.—SfRPRlSES—AGBEKABLE AND 01llERWISh. t ... iharrj and bitters before dinner. Don’t know Sow you feel 
Scene \\1\.-The Amber Boudoir. Sir Eitsbt hatjmt entered. —, app0M you’ve a soul aides sherry and bitters, though f 
Sir Jiuprrt. lie, Ma.sie, my defied to see you Well Ro- I’d Non J»<my aod.bove. 

T u. h„w ere you, eh? Vou’re Man/ uncommonly well! So „ y> yon kaow , tkat i, ^ 

rag~tmtno douit yon preferred your comfort to welcoming a guest tricks for the Orand National. , _ ,, ,, 

Who wu. merely ynm- sister! „ Capt. Thick, (inters «W). No, by Jove ! Hope they won t carry it 

Sir Hop. (to himself). Beginning already! (AM.) Very -raeanttohevesomeflnne on him. . 

sorry— got rather wet ridinir-diiid to change everything. And I Spun. I wouldnt bank him myself. I know eom^bing that s 
knew Annul \ wo» here safe to win, bar acoidents—a dead, cert, Sir! Got the tip straight 

Udy Cant. (magnanimously). Well, we won't begin to quarrel from the stables. You just take my adnoe, and pile all you can on 
the moment we meet ; and you are forgetting your other guest. Jumping Jam. 

(in an undertone.) Mr. SwaMin- the Poet-wrote Andromeda. Capt. Thick, (later, to himself, afler a long and highly interesting 
(AM.) Mr, fimiKKU., oorae and let me present — ronmrsatton). 'Ihunderin olerer than-never knew 

you to my brother. poets were suoh clever Asps. Might be a ’ bookie,” 

Sir Sup. Ah, how d'ye do? [To himself, at he Mr - J by Gad 1 No wonder Maient thinks suoh a lot of 

shakes hands.) What the deuce am I to say to this WMB|I£v him! [Sissighs. 


rXmn 7'' “ .Uuck'u^nothalf a bsd ’sort, if he * a bit of a bounder. {Aloud.) 

iX cant^rursi,. We have been in the house for the bed Anythin' in tile M . 

art 1 /an hour. liui'Kai-^w vou might have discovered by raquir- Spun. Nothing much, I see there 1 an objeotiot to Monhey- 


( Aloud.) Mr. fimiHELt, oorae and let me present 
you to my brother. 

Sir Hup. Ah, how d'ye do? [To himself, as he 
shakes hands.) Whet the deuce am I to say to this 
fellow? [Aloud.) Glad to tea you here, Mr, Sri'K- 
KEI.T. - heard all about you— Andromeda, eh ? Hope 
you'll manage to amuse yourself while you’re with 
us; afraid there 'a not much you oau do now though. 

Spun-. [In himself). Horse in a bad way; timo 
they let mo see it. [Aloud.) Well, wo must see, 
Kir; I ’ll do all 1 can. 

Sir Hup. You see, the shooting's done now. 

.Vomit, [to himself, professionally piqued). They 
might have waited till 1 'd seen the horse before they 
shot him 1 After calling me in like this 1 (Aloud.) 
Oh. 1 'm sorry to hear that. Sir Rcpeht. 1 wish I 
oould have got horo earlier, 1 'm sure. 

Sir Hop. Wish we’d naked you a month ago, if 
you 're fond of shooting. Thought you might look 
down on Sport, perhaps. 

Spun, [la himself). Sport ? Why, he't talking of 
hirds—nat the horse! [Aloud.) Me, Sir ItrrgHT? 
Not much ! I ’m as keen on a day's gunning as any 
1 man, though I don't often get the ohanoe now. 

6 ' 1 'r Hup. (to himself, pleased). Come, he don't seem 
strong against the Game Laws! (Aloud.) Thought 
you didn’t look aa if you sat over your desk all day! 
There's hunting still, of oourse. Don’t know whether 
you ride P 

3 wit. Hather so, Sir! Why, I was born and 
in a sporting county, and as long as my old 
unole was alive, I oould go down to bis farm and get 
a run with the hounds now add again. 


Sir Hup. [delighted). Capital I Well, our neat I’m//! | 

meet is un Tuesday—best part of the country; nearly / nil ? 

all grass, and moo olean post and rails. You must / / 

stay over for it. Got a mare that will o&rry your I ' 

weight perfeotlv, and 1 think I can promiae yon a , „„ 
run-eh, what do you say P 1 ,,y ’ 

Spun, (to himself, in surprise). He is a chummy ’ 

old cook I I '11 wire old Spavin that I’m detained on biz; and I ’ll! 

tell 'em to send mv rirlinir.hrMMihMi ilnvn ' I Jibuti \ Tf *o n n»Am. 


you ’ll come upstairs witu mo, l 11 enow you your 
quartern. By the way, I've made inquiries about 
your luggage, and I think yon 'll find it ’> all right, 
(As he leads the way up the staircase.) Rather 
awkward for yon if you'd had to come down to 
dinner just as you are, eh P 

Spun, [to himself). Oh, lor, my beastly bag has 
come after all! Now they'll know I didn't bring a 1 
dress suit. What an owl I was to tell him! (Aloud, 
feebly.) Oh—er—very awkward indeed. Sir Rppkkt ! 

Sir Hup. (stopping at a bedroom door). Veroey 
Chamber—here you are. Ah, my wife forgot to have 
your name put up on the door—better do it now, eh P 
(tie writes it on the card in the door-plate.) there 
—well, hope you '11 find it all comfortable—we dine 
at eight, you know. You've plenty of time for all 

Spun, (to himself). If I only knew what to do! I 
shall never hare the .cheek to come down as I am! 

[lie enters the Verney Chamber dejectedly. 

Scene XIV. —An Upper Conidar in the East Wing. 

Steward's Boom Boy ((oUsDEusnELL). This is your 
room, Sir -you 'll find a fire lit and all. 

Underthr.il (srathingly). Afire? Formal I scarcely 
expected^such an indulgence. You ate sure there's 

Hou. This is the room I gras told, Sir. You ’ll find 
oandles on the mantelpiece, and matches. 

Und. Kvery luxury indeed! I am pampered— 

1 Boy. Yes, Sir. And 1 was to say as supper’s at 
I say, vou know, that rather «H»* t n j, oe ^ ut fORFBET would be 'appy to see 
■ , mar t P" you ra the rugs Parlour whenever you pleased to 

' ’ come down and set there, 

iz: and I '11! Und. The Pugs' Parlour ? 


tell em to send my nding-hreeqhea down! (Aloud.) It s uncom- : Boy. What weoall the'Ousekeeper's Room, among ouraelves. Sir. 
monlv kind of you. Sir, and I think I can manage to stop on a hit. Und. Mrs. Pomfbkt does me too much honour. And shall I have 
Lady Culrerin (to herself ). RirpKUT must be out of his sensei 1 It’s the satisfaction of seeing your intelligent oountenanoe at the festive 
bad enough to have him here till Monday I (Aloud.) We mustn't hoard, my lad? 

forget, Kppxkt, how valuable Mr. 8fj,’hbku.'8 time is; it would Boy (giggling). Lor, Sir, I don’t set down to meals along with the 

be too selN*h of us to detain him. here a day longer than- upper servants. Sir! 

lady Cant, My dear, Mr. Sithhelt, has already said he ean Und. And I—a mere man of genius—do ! These distinctions mudi 
manage it ; »o we may all enjoy his society with a dear oonscianoe. etrike you as most arbitrary; but restrain anv natural envy, my 
(l.aay tvi.YBKIX conceals her sentiments with ditheulty.) And now, young friend. I assure you 1 am not puffed up by this promotion I 


a lime, as t m rather fatigued, 
people coming to dinner to-night 


Boy. No, Bir. (To himself, as he goes out.) „ I believe he's a bit 
ttv, I do. I don't understand a word he’s been talking of! 

Und. (alone, turreying the sunoundings). A cockloft, with a 


people conung to utnnar to-night j l.nd. (alone, surreying the sunoundings). A cockloft, with a 

L*«o rises and leaves the room; the other ladiesydfpUow her painted iron bedstead, a smoky chimney, no bell, and a text over 

, , ... the mantelpiece ! Thank Heaven, that follow IIetsdai.e oan't see 

I,udy loir. RiU’ENT, I m going up now with RonxKiA. You me here! But I will not sleep in this plaoe, my pride will only just 

km" v where wo ve put Mr. Srpagga, don’t youf The Verney bear the strain of staying to supper—no more. And I'm hanged if I 

Chamber. [She goes oat. go down to the Housekeeper's Room till hunger drives me. It’s not 

.V«»* ifSIH TilLn rm< un nn« if It- C.l_ta_A I_t.11f_.:.At.i!_o T -_At.-t... A_ J _ 


, laxome iwo minutes as 1 am nqwl I’d better tell him-I ean 
my bag hasn't come. I don’t believe it Aaa.and, anyway, it ’a a 
excuse. (Aloud.) The-the foot ie, Sir Surtax, I’m afraid 
my luggago has been unfortunately left behind. 


sup with slavee! [Aft writes. 

Scene XV.—The Verney Chamber, 

Spun, (to hmtelf). My wold, what a room t Carpet all over the 
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more thin he eould help, sad he oould enure the meeting that he 
oould help a great deal; yea, he could help hit fellow-creatures to a 
right understanding of the value of patohwork and jerks. That was 


I auut. T can't, far the religion of humanity. 

the film—turn up iu a Mr. K-sawr G-ta eaid he wasn't muoh 


; walla, big fourpoeter, carved ceiling, great flreplaoe with bl a ring more than he eould help, and he eould anu 

logs,—if this it how they do a vet here, whatpriceihe other Mow? oould help a great deaf; yes, he oould help 1 

rooms? And to think I shall have to do without dinner, Just when I right understanding at the value of patohwo 

was getting on with ’em aU so swimmingly I I must. I eaa't, for the religion of humanity. 

the oredit of the profesaiojP-to aay nothing of the film—tura up in a Mr, N-sx-s G-to said he wasn't muoh 

monkey jaoket and tweed bags, and that's ail /’ve gut exeept a eould do something in the dairy and oroha 

nightgown!... It's all very wril for LmJyMaisii: to 1 say “ Take the following example 

everything as itoomes,” but if shewas insoyfii . . . Audit Inter Cana, robed in white, 

ian’t aa if I hadnt got arm thing* either, Ifoaiy I’d brought ’em Cn.u ’■ tee a-mBking. 

down, I 'd have marched m to dinner as oool as a-(Ae lights a pair Cslia daily doth Indite 

of candles.) Hullo! What's that on the bed? (He approaches it.) Praises to the Pill-king. 

Shirt! white tied socks! ooat, waistcoat, trousers—they era dress Cana's (locks and Cam's he 

clothes !... And here’s a pair of bruahat on the table I I 'll swner (Only she out teach 'em) 

they ’re not mine —there'sa moivogram on them—“ U. G,” What does All produce thdtr cream and o 

it all mean ? Why, «f oourae I regular old trump, Sir Sweat, and Helped by Mr. B-ch-k. 

naturally y wants me todohimt uedifc Hamw Witwaa,™lhe^ A loud cheer greeted Hie redtal of this oh 
gone and ngged me out ! In a houae like this, they re ready for h u often a victim to mere sen 


a Mr. N-»n-)f G»to Mid he wasn't muoh good speaking, but he 
a oould do aamething in the dairy and orohard style. He then gave 


emergcnd ^keet sJlriiMUl.to^.Idare.ay.. „ -**■*“*<« him of hi. hapWorilildhood.whon he W to take Dr. Gun.,oar’s 

ff' OnlVlfoJ powders afteratay spent in the neighbouring farmer’s orchard, 

call doing Hie Hdng in rtyle! Cinsie relfa.n othungtoitl Onjyhogs vu ThB next lpe ^ ££ G-oeoe Eb-et-h. All women, she said, 

w must be Gnonore. Gxossn Baud and Gsobo* Eliot were women 

right; trouser. a tnfleshor^butthyjletdown; wristoort-jhCTy, ^ ebtli(nd . G*oao*MnumiTB was an exception, but that only 
must undo ^buckle-ha ng it, it u undone! I fed Uke a^ho^d proved her ml*. Women were a miserable lot: it was their own 

»olt. Why marry? ("Hear, hear,” from Mrs. Mona Caiud.) Why 
have to be Pf^jikea »riau‘ t ojat it off jt grnn..--Shoes? rid. be bom at Si ? 4apaused for a r^ply. 

here they are-pur of gumps. Kew-must have pome from the At this point Mr. W?T. St-ad entered the room and offered to talk 


Cblm’s been a-mHking. 

Cslu dally doth Indite 
Praises to tha Pill-king. 

Cana's books and Clue's herds 
(Only she oaa teatih 'em) 

All produce thdtr cream and curds, 

Helped by Hr. B-ch-k. 

A loud sheer greeted the recital of this charming pastoral, and ono 
editor, who ia not often a victim to mere sentiment, eaid it reminded 
him of his happychildhood, when ho used to take Dr. Geegobt’s 


barrel in it i now tne ooat—easy does it. weu. it s oh .- out i snau i, n i, - /« Ra , v M . » 

have to he pjfigk. . *£**&.. Shoes? ah j^^pl£°' 

here they are-pair of tumpa Fhew-must have oome from the At thi< Mr W)TJ3 t-aj) entered 
Torture Exhibition in Leicester Square; glass slippers nothing to ., rJK? i„ n w,,* ,u- 


O? without the Quaternary vote of thanks to the Chair. 


Torture Exhibition in Leicester Square; glass slippers nothing to 
’em! But they’ll have to do at a pinch; and they do pinoh like 
blazes ! Ha, ha, that ’» good! I must tell that to the Captain. (He 
looks at himself in a mirror .) Well, I can’t say they 're up to mine 
for out and general style; but they're passable. And now I’ll go 
down to the Drawing Hoorn and got on terms with all the smartiesI 
[Hit saunters out with restored complacency. 


SOCIETY FOR THE ADVAHCEMENT OF LITERATURE 

The first unuual meeting of this society, whioh, as our readers will had quite taken the 
remember, has been in prooess of formation for some years past, was plsoeirf ooffee. 
held yesterday. We cannot congratulate the sooietv on its decision , Dear mo, said 

to exolude reporters. It the, Duke, rather 
is true that our represen- anxiously, as he no- 
tative, on Booking admii- tiood the Premier was 
si on, was informed that seating: himielf in a 
Ms presenoe would be un- ohair in his near 
necessary, as members of neighbourhood; I 
the society, having for am afraid I am in- 
some time peat done their disgrace, 
own reviewing, intended Not at all, Sir, 


HOW IT WILL BE DONE HEREAFTER. 

(A Serene Ducal Romanes of the Future.) 

Hu Highness was smoking a pipe at the olose of the day in the 
ir realm of Utopia. He had finished dinner, and was discussing 


for the future to report replied the Minister, 
themselves. The public, graciously. “ On the 


however, whose eager in- oontrary, in the name dBffl mKHtSSwx 

tcrest in literature is ofthepeopleofUtqpia, 1 

sufficiently attested not I. beg to over you my ' 
only by the literary page sincere thanks.” 

of democratic news- , Forwhat? qua- s**/" 

papers, but bv the columns whioh even reactionary journals devote tied the Duke. * , 

to Mgher oritirism and literary snippets-the pubno, we rev, will For doing your duty, my liege. Not that that is a novelty, for, 
not brook this absurd plea, and wuf refuse to accept any out an as a matter of foot, you are always doing it.” 
impartial report of a gathering such as was held yesterday. This lam pleated to hear you say so,” observed Hu Highness; as 1 
! we have obtained, and we now prooeed to publish it for the benefit was under the impression that 1 had rather shirked my engagements.” 
of the world. “ Not at all, Sir—not at all. If you consult your memory, you 

The meeting opened with a prayer of two thousand words specially will find you oarrled out to-day’s programme to the letter." 

I written for the occasion by Mr. EiCHiBi) L- G-lu-hxh in oouabora- Had I not to lay a foundation stone, orsomettong, this morning ?” 

tion with Mr. Robust B-ch-it-h. As tMs is shortly to be published “ Assuredly; and you touched a oord as you were getting up, and 
in the form of a joint letter to the Daily Chronicle it is only immediately the machinery was set in motion, and the stone was duly 
i necessary to say at present that it combines vigour of expression laid. Much hotter than driving miles to hare to stand in a drafty 

wfth delicacy of sentiment and grace of style in the very highest marquee.” . 

— V mention that the new Prayer-book of And had I not to open an exhibition r 

by Messrs. E-k-jt M-rtH-wa and J-bk “Why,yes. And yoaopeneditin due course. Yourequerryrepre- 
- 1 ” ^ifore the end of theyear. Itwillbe touted you and ground out your roeeoh from the portable phonograph." 
. A-na-r B-xrd-i-y and W-LT-n Well, really, that was very Ingenious,” remarked His Highness, 
for it a special fancy cover. Only “ But waa I not missed ?” 

mud. To return, however, to the “You would have been, Sir,” returned the Premier, had we not 

had the foiMhought to send down the lantern that gives you in a 
>n rostered, Mr. W-uc-n B-s-st asked leave thousand different attitudes. By revolving the disc rapidly the 
s remarks, iu which he was understood to most life-like presentment wae offered immediately.” 
r expropriation of publishers, were at first ” Exoellent I and did I do anything else ? ” 

Happening incautiously to say a word or “ Why your Highness hat been herd at work all day attending 

and a Mt. Thaccksat he was groaned reviews, opening oanalt, and even presiding at public dinners. 
Dlcxxxs and Mr. Tbackeut Thanks to edomfe we can reproduce your person, your speech, your 
he roam at the time. verypreseoee at a moment’s notiee.' r 

and denounoed the prerkms ‘ Exoeedlngiydover!" exolaimsd His Highness. ‘‘Ah, how muoh 
ust he vagus. What wwa the batter if the twentieth emitnzy than its prodeoettor! ” 
were driving at? What wa* the use of And no doubt the sentiment of His Highness will be approved by 
ngf Penmally ha didn't ntaan to knew poeterity. 
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[Acoust 25, 1894. 



COUNTING THE CATCH. 

A IFaltmian Fragment. 

First Piscator, lt-B-R-HY. Second Piscator, H-Iic-IIT. 

First Piscator. Oh me, look you, master, a fish, a fish ! [ loses it. 

Second Piscator. Aye, marry, Sir, that was a good fish: if I had 
had thu luok to handle that rod, 'tis twenty to one he should 
not have broken my line as yon suffered him : 1 would have held 
him, as you will learn to do hereafter; for 1 tell you. soholer, fishing 
is an art, or at least it is an art to eateh fish, Verily that is the 
seoond brave Salmon you have lost in that pool I 

First Piscator. Oh me, he has broke all: there’s half a line and a 
good ilie lost, I have no fortune, and that Peers' Pool is fatal fishing. 

Second Piscator. Marry, brother, so it seemes—to you at least! 
Wei, wol, ’tis as small use crying over lost fish as spilt milk; the 
sunne hath sunk, the daye draweth anigh its ende; let us up tackle, 
and away 1 

First Piscator. look also how it begins to rain, and by the elouds 
(if l mistake not) wo shal prcsen'ly have a smouking shown. Truly 
it has been a tong, rough day, and but poorish sport. 

Second Piscator. Humph 1 I am fairly content with my oatch, 
and had all been landed that have been hookt —but no matter I 
“ Fishers must not rangle," as the Angler's song hath it. 

First Piscator. Marry, no indeed! {Sings.) 


hook in suoh noisy, conscienceless, unmannerly sort, that even honest 
angling beoometh a bitter labour and aggravation. 


0 Ihi- brave Huber'* life 
It is the beet of »ny! 
lie wlio'd msr it with mere strife 
Bure must he s salty. 

Other men. 

Now and then, 

Have their wart, 

And thuir jars; 

Our rule till 
Is goodwill 
As we gaily angle. 


We hare hooka about our hat, 
We have rod aod gaff too; 
We can oaat and wo can chat, 
Play our Hah and ebstf too. 
Noon do herti 
Pse to aweary 
Oathea do fray 
, Fish away. 

Our rule atil 
la goodwill. 

Fiahera must not rangle. 


Second Piscator. Well sung, brother! Oh me, hut even ut our 
peaceful end vertuoua pastime, there bee oertain contentions and 
obstructive spoil-sports now. These abide not good old Anglers’ 
Law, bnt bob and aplaab in other people’s swims, fray away the fish 
they cannot oatoh, and desire not that exporter anglers should, do 
muddy the stream and block its eonrse, do net mid poach and foul- 


First Piscator. Marry, yet brother! the Contemplative Man’s Re¬ 
creation is vorilv not what it onoe was. What would tho sweet singer, 
Mr, William Babsk, say to the busy B's of our day; Dotmktas to 
B-im.-r, orMr. T iiohas llAHKER.of pleasant report, to Tommt B-w i,-s? 

Second Piscator. Or worthy old Cottoh to the cooky M.icoli.um 
Mouk P 

First Piscator. Or the equally oooky Bsummaotu Bot P 

Second Piscator. Or Dame J cliaha fl&amM to B-lk-ur P 

First Piscator. Or Sir Htwratusr Davt to the haughty autoorat 
of 11 -TV-LI) P 

Second Piscator. Wei, wcl, I hate contention and obstruction and 
all unsportsmanlike devices--when 1 am fishing. 

First Piscator, And so say X, {Sings.) 

The Tours are full of prejudice, 

As hath too oft been tn’d; 

High Irolollie lollie loo, 
high trolollie lee ’ 

Second Piscator. The Commons full of opulence, 

And both are full at pride. 

7'hen care away 

and fish along with me ! , 

First Piscator. Marry, brother, and would that I oould olwayb do 
so. But doomed as we often sre to angle in different swims, 1 may 
not always land the big fish that you hook, o$ even- 

Second Piscator. Wei, honest soholer, say no more about it, but 
let us oount and weigh our day's oatoh. By Jove, bat that bigge 
one I landed after roe long a fight, and whioh you were so laekie as 
to gaff in that verie snaggy and swirly pool iteelfe, maketh a right 
brave show on the grume honk 1 And harkye, soholer, ’tis a for finer 
and rarer fish than manie wools suppose at first sight I 

[XAufMefA inwardly. 

Frst Piscator. Tou say true, muter. And indeed the other fish, 
though of lesser bigness, bee by no manner of moanes to be sneezed 
at. Many, Master, 'tis none so poor a day's sport after all—con¬ 
sidering the weather and the muon obstruction, eb f 


oould fain desire we might keep all oar fish 1 
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TO A WOULD-BE AUTHORESS. 

Tnoven, Maud, I respect your ambition, 

I fear, to be brutally plain, 

No proud and exalted political 
Tour stories are lately to gain; 



And, frankly, 1 cannot pretend I 
Regard with the smallest delight 
The vile curort hei ccribemdi 
Which led you to write. 

Your talk is most charming, 1 know it, 
You readily fascinate all, 

Hut, yet us u serious poet 
Your worth, I’m afraid, is hut small; 
Your features, though well-nigh perfection, 
Of the obstacle hardly dispose 
That you haven’t the faintest conception 
Of now to write prose! 

You think it would be so delightful 
To see your productions in print 'i 
Well, do not consider me spiteful 
For daring discreetly to hint 
That in this too-crowded profession. 

Where prizes arc fewer than blanks, 

Ynu ’ll And the laconic expression, 

“ Rejected with thanks,” 

And so, since you do me the pleasure 
To ask for my eandid adrift, 

Allow for your moments of leisure 
Home other pursuit to suffice; 

And, if you would really befriend me, 

One wish I will humbly confess, ~ 

Oh, do not continue to send me 
Those reams of MS. 1 


A MODERN TRAGEDY. 


The case was dearly hopeless, so 
1 hasardod ho more suggestions. 

But merely answered Yes or No 
At random, to her frequent questions. 
Yet, while that gushing torrent ran, 

I made a solemn private vow 
That, though no ardent partisan, 

Those Ministers I ’ll vote for now 
Who ’ll introduce a drastic bill 
To bring about her abolition, 

To banish utterly, or kill 
The modern lady-nolitioian 1 


TNI OYSTER MID THE SPARROW. 

A Feministic Tale. 

At Whitstablo one summer day, 

An oyster gave his fancy wings; 

He very indolently lay 
In bed, and thought of many things; 
Of what his life hod been; of weeks 
All spent in having forty winks— 

You know an oyster never speaks. 

But lies awake in bed, ana thinks. 

He thought, with pardonable pride, 

That he hod never worked—a plan 
Which showed, it cannot be dented, 

That he was quite a gentleman. 

He lived more calmly in his sea 
Than any Bishop; never crossed 
In any sort of wishes, he 
Had never loved, and never lost. 

No cruel maid had ever spumed 
His heart, such grief no oyster kuows; 
Nor hatred ever in him burned 
«s» Against the rival whom she chose. 



i naa not caught my partner s name, A J 

But learned, when half way down the stairs, Was 
Shillong had been a Primrose Dame; Of 

And, ere the Houp was out of sight, i 

She’d found, and left behind, her text on r y. 
A speech, if I remember right, md „ 

Attributed to Mr. Sexto*. 

And I—I sat and gasped awhile. He tl 

And only when we reached the pheasant, (;n 

Assuming ray politest smile. He w 

And with an air distinctly pleasant, ! Thi 

Attempted firmly to direct Bv, w 

Her flow of talk to other channels, “v,. 

Books—shops—the latest stage-effect— i .. ok. 

The newest ways of painting panels. : 

I tried in vain. “ Ah, yee,” die said, i loon 
And that reminds me—stbis DistentI W< 
Ana thereupon began, instead, Whei 

Ihsensssing Disestablishment! I To 


Yet, when considered, all appeared 
Too softly oalm, too free from strife; 

He Umujrfit, and, sighing, stroked his 

“ There' does not seem much use in life,” 

By chance, upon this very day 
A London sparrow, for a minute, 

Was thinking somewhat in this way 
Of life, and what the deuce was m it, 
And how he fluttered up and down, 

Dike Berthas, Doras, Trunks, or Yankees— 
His nest was far above the town, 

Upon the buildings known as Himkcy's. 
He thought, with pardonable pride, 

Unlike a pampered, gay oanary, 4b 
He worked—it cannot he denied 
That “ Loborare e»t orare." 


Be worked with all his might and main, 
Yet now he chirped with some misgiving, 
“ Shoot me if I know what I gain, 

There does not seem mndh use in living.” 
loan after this the bird and fish 
Were slain by old, relentless foes, 

When death was near, each seemed to with 
To keep his life—why, no one knows. 


The ted was knocked upon the head— 
A crack no gluing oould repair; 

The oyster rudely dragged from bed, 
Died from exposure to the air. 

They helped in oue great work, at least, 
To make some greedy beings fat: 

The oyster graced a City feast, 

The bird was eaten by the eat. 


Thus, though they led such different lives. 
One fat from sloth, from work one 
thinner, 

Their end was that for which man strives, 
And mostly ends his days with—dinner! 


VER8E8 TO THE WEATHER MAIDEN. 

Lady, the best and brightest of the sex, 
Whose smile we value, and whose frown 
we fear, 

I.et me proclaim the miseties that vex 
The numerous throng who ull esteem you 
dear; 

’Tie not that you habitually ippcar 
Bercnely contemplating the Atl intio 
In raiment which, if faihitn ible hire, 
Would greatly shook the properly pedantic, 
ilake Glasgow green with rage, and Mrs. 
Gevkdt frantic; 

Your classical oostnme a true delight is 
To all who study you from day to day, 
And even if it hastens on bronchitis 
It serves your graceful figure to display: 
But now your thousand fond admirers 


Amid the tumult uf the I Hindoo traffic 
And in each rural unfrequented way— 

“ 0 weather-goddess, look with smile 
seraphic 

And prophesy ‘ Set, Fair ’ within the Daily 
Graphic!" 

Too long, too long, each worshipper relates, 
You've told of woe with melancholy 
glance, 

Predicted new “depresions ” from the 
States, 

Or “ V-shaped oyolonos ” nearing us from 
France; 

Our summer flies, oh, herald the advance 
Of decent weather ore its course bo ended, 
Put vour umbrella down, and if by 
ehanoe 

P/scatob grumble, let him go unfriended, 
Heed not his selflsh moan, but give us 
sunshine splendid! 

Our confidence towards you never flinches. 
Let others be unceasingly employed 
In working out the barometric inches, 

Or topping at the fickle aneroid, 

Wet bulb and dry we equally avoid, 
Inyou, and you alone, our hopes remain, 
Than be not by our forwardness annoyed, 
Nor let our supplications rise in vain,— 

Oh, Daily Graphic maid, smile, smile on us 
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THE YELLOW RIDINC-HABIT. 

Ghana, he had a yellow jacket 
Pitting rather nice and alick; 
When the garment got the 
Hack, it [tick; 

M«do him limply deathly 
And lie iwore, with objurga¬ 
tion*, [hung— 

It wu duo—or he'd be 
To the fiendish machination* 
Of a man who rhymed with 
Hung, 

Hut his lord in mild, oeleatisl, 
M aimer moralised and said— 
“ There are other really bestial 
Tiling* I might have done 
instead: [tied you 

Might, in point of fact, have 
1o a poplar with a splice, 
And explicitly denied you 
Every olaim to Paradise. 
Nay, I even wondered whether 
1 should play another oard. 
And reduce your dorsal tether 
II,v a matter of a yard: 

Ur curtail your nether raiment, 
(This 1 waived ns rather 
coarse,) 

Or appropriate your payment 
Asa marshal of the force. 
Bat I gave you just a gentle. 
If humiliating, shock, 

M aeh as any Occidental 
Castigates the erring jock, 
Who in plaoe of freely plog- 
ging 

At a reasonable rate, 

By irregularly lugging 
l.ets a rival lake the plate. 



PEARLS BEFORE SWINE. 

The Vicar. “What no roir think or that Burgundy t It’s tiik 
last Bottle or sons this deae Btsnor gave me. It cost him A'/ghtssa 

SHItUHUS A lloTTi.sr’ 

The Major. “ Vkiit nick I Hot I should JfsT like tou to trv some 
/ QArg twslvk SaiLLisaa a Dozen mm" 
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Thus 1 delicately fainted 
It was time to jog you gee; 
And the proper view it printed, 
In the pagan P. M. G.. 
Nr-mely, that yon might he 
chary 

Of a deal of sultry dirt, 

And do better in an airy 
WaiBtooat with a cotton 
shirt. 

Doubtless habits have a lot to 
Do with character as such, 
Vet the prophet warns us 
not to 

Trust in ookrar veij muoh; 
And indeed you yellow ous- 
tard 

Came to smack at rotten 
ebeese, 

Sinoe they took to making 
mustard 

Books and Asters over-seas.” 

Noble Half Hundred!!! 

“We mean to keep our Empire 
in the East!” 

So sang the mueio halls with 
noisy nous, 

Well, one thing now is vory 
clear at least. 

Our Empire in the East oan’t 
keep—a House! 

Is our Indian Government 
JE, fairly cheap ? men ask 

. Are Anglo-Indian rulers 

Iurgundy! It's the wise and thrifty P 
It cost him A'/g/jtssa Tho Commons meet to tackle 
that big task, 

IKE tou TO TEV SOME And Fowleh's speech is 
listened to by —Fifty.' 


ROBERT AT GRINNIDGE. 

IIow worry pirtioklar sum people is in having it adwertised where 
they have gone to to spend thoir summer hollinay. I wunee saw it 
stated, sum years ago, that the Markis of Sohlshkhht had gono with 
the Marclionoss to Deep, I think it was, and then fullered the 
staggering annownooment that Mr. Deputy Muggins 
and Mrs. Muggins was a spending a hole week at 
affll Gravesend I I’m a having mine at Grinniilge, and 
jEgi'%§Sk had the honner last week of waiting upon the 
Ministerial Gents from Westminster, and a werry 
jowial lot of Gmts they snttenly seems to be. 

I likes Grinnidge somehow; it brings back to fond 
VI mommory tho appy days when I fust preposed to my 
J Misses UoniRT in Grinnidge Park, and won from her 

■ ■ //Mf blushing lips a fond awowal of her loving detaohment 

U ■ 7m *‘ )r me 1 

Ah! them was appy days, them was, and 
never eums more than wunoe to us j no, not ewon 
in Grinnidge Perk. 

I ’m told as how as Appy Amsted is not at all a had plaoe for this 
sort of thing; but I cannot speak from werry muoh pussonal 
xperienoe thero myself, 

Haring a nour or two to spare befo'e tho Westminster Dinner, I 
took a strol in the butiful Park. Not quite the place for adwenters, 
but 1 had a little one there on that werry partioklar day as I shunt 
soon forget. 

I was a setting down werry oumfenl on a nice oumferal seat, when 
a nioe looking Lady oame up to me, and setting herself down beside 
me asked me werv quietly it I ooud lend her such a thing as horf a 
crown! 1 was that astonished that I ardly knew what to say, 
when to my great sunwise she bnst out a oryingi-md told me as 
how as she had bin robbed, and had not a penny to take her home 
to London 1 What on airth ooud I do P l ooudn’t say as I hadn’t 
no barf orown cos I had one, and I oorat werry well tell a hun- 
blushing lie cox I oilers blushes if I tries one, so I said as how as it 
was the only one as I had, and so I hoped as she woud return it to 
me to-morrow, and I told her my adreas, when she suddenly threw 
her arms ronnd my neok and aeahally kiat me, and then got up 
and ran away! and I have lived ever ainoe in a dredful state of 
dowt and nnsertenty for fear as the shond call when I was out 
and tell Mr*. IIohkkt the hole partioklars! and ewen expect her to 
believe it 1 Robekt. 


THE NEXT WAR. 

(fragment from a Romance of (he Future.) 

The suooeBsful General, after winning the great victory, acted 
with decision. He out all the telegraph wires with his own bends, 
until there was but one left in the camp—that whioh had its outlet 
in his own tent. Ho called for the spemal cor- .- . 

respondents. They oame relnotantly, writing 
in their note-books as they approached him. 

"Gentlemen,” said he, with politt severity, 

“I have no wish to deal harshly with the Press. 4 

I am fully aware of the services it does to the 

country. Hut, gentlemen, I have a duty to 

perform. I eannot allow you to oommumoate 

to your respective editors tho glorious result of , 

this day’s lighting. For a couple of hours you n tLmBtKm-’ 

must be satisfied to restrain your impatience.” rffjKrj&LMm* 

“ It will yet be in time for the five o’olock vUH" 
edition,” murmured one of the aoribes. .. jjmKr 

“And I shall he able to get it into the y( 

Speoial,” murmured another. I' m ■ m 

Then the General bowed and retired to his | ” M yh. fe 
own tent. At last he was alone. Over the re- 
oeiver to the telephone was a board inscribed / 
with various numbers, with names attached m "jie- 

thereto. He saw that 1H stood for “'Wife," 12,017 for “ Mother- 
in-law,” and 10 for “ J unior United Service Club.” But he selected 
none of these. > 

“ No. 7,” ho cried, suddenly applying his Ups to the reoeiver and 
ringing up, * 1 are you there ? ” 

“ Why, oertoinly; what shall I do P” 

“ Why, buy .10,000 Consols for me,” was the prompt reply. And 
then the General a few minntes later added, “ Have you done it P” 

“ I have—for the next aooount.” 

And then the warrior smiled and released the Press-men. Nay, 
more, he ordered the telegraph wires to be repaired. All was jov 
and satisfaction. The glorious news was Hashed in a thousand 
different directions. The name of the general received immediate 
immortality. 

And the great commander was more than satisfied. His fortune 
was assured. Before allowing the news to be spread abroad he had 
taken the precaution to do a preliminary deal with his stockbroker! 
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Up there, where ones upon a 
time [would olimb 
Determined mountaineere 
To eome far chalet ; 

Up there, above the carved 
wooddoye, [boys 
Above the beggars, and the 
Who play the Jtanz del Vaches 
—such noise 
Down in the Thai, eh 1 

Up there at sunset, rosy red, 
And sunrise—if you ’re out of 
bed— 

You see the summit, 
Majestic, high above the vale. 
It is not dilHoult to scale— 
Tho fattest folk can go by roil 
To overoome it. 

For nothing, one may often 
hear, 

Is sacred to the engineer; 

IIb’b much too olever. 
Well, I must hurry on again, 
That mountain summit to at¬ 
tain. [train. 

Good-bye. I’m going by the 
I olimb it t Never! 



AH AHGLO-BUSS1AH 
ECHO. 

[At Baku, on the Cwpien, a 
Society htu Wen formed to 
abolish hand-nhaking and kiwing, 
on the ground that bacilli are 
propagated by such perionul 
contact. Tho ladica, however, 
have protested against this to 
the Oovornor-Ueneral. 

Daily T<Ifgraph,] 

Baku in a place that is pretty 


“FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD." 

Tourist from London (to young load Minister). " How quiet and peaceful 
it seems liritK ! ” 


For the greybeards, it seems, 
of this naptha-metro¬ 
polis 

(Really, their reason about to 
o'ertopple is) 

All o’er the shop ’ll hiss, 
Hollering, “ Slop! Police ! 

Hi, there) hand-shaking the 
mischief will bring ! ” 

And kissing, they think, only 
leads to diphtheria 
Well, 1 should say, such a 
dread of baotena 
Unite beyond query, a- 
- mounts to hysteria! 

No, it won’t ‘‘wash" they 
don’t cither, 1 fear) 

But Sonia and Oi.ua and Van* 
are mutinous, 

Bightly, 1 think, at such non¬ 
sense o’erscrutinous, 

“ This rot take root in us V 
No, keep salutin’ us 1 ” 


Minister. “Eli, Friend, it seems peackeu’, WaA wad think we Echo our Makers and Mai ds 


WERE WITHIN SEVEN MILES o’ PKKM.KS 1 ’’ 


over here! 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED FBOH THE DIABY OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, August 13.—Sorry I didn't hear the 
Duke of A«cm. Have been told he is one of finest orators in House; 
a type of the antique; something to be cherished and honoured. 

‘ Were you ever,” Sark asked, “ at Oban when the games were 


, “ at Oban when the games were 


Tuesday .—For awhile last night, whilst Lansdowkk ^peaking, 
Clanjiicarde sat on rear Cross Bench immediately in front of Bar 
where mere Commoners are permitted to stand. Amongst, them ut 
this moment were Tm Heart, O’Brien, and Seaton, leaning over 
rail to catoh Lansdownk'b remarks. Before them, almost within 
hand reach, certainly approachable at arm’s length with a g<xd 
shillalegli, was the bald pate of tho man who, from some points of 
view, is The Irish Question. Clanricaiiiie sat long uneonsricus of 


’ng through the shrinking air. There you have Duke of Arotli— 
God bless him I—addressing House of Cords. He is not one piper, 
but many. As he proceeds, intoxicated with sound of his own voioe, 
ecstatic in clearness of his own vision, he competes with himself as 
the pipers strrfggle with each other until at last he has, in a Parlia¬ 
mentary sense of course, swollen to such a size that there is no room 


are settled by judicial prooesses. But human nature, especially 
Celtic nature, ie weak. The bald pate rested so conveniently on the 
ecstatic in clearness 01 bis own vision, he competes with himself as edge of the bench. It was so near; it had aphemed so nraoh for the 
the pipers struggle with eaoh other untU at lasthe has, in a Parlia- uadomg of hapless friends in Inland. What if * * 
mentary sense of course, swollen to suoh a size that there is no room To-night Clanricahde instinctively moved away from this 
in tbnrtately chamber for other Peers. Nothing and nobody left but locality, Discovered on back bench below gangway, from which safe 
His Grace the Duke of Arotli.. Towards end of sixty minntes quarter he delivered speech, showing how blessed is the lot of the 
spectaole begins to pall on wsoried senses; but to begin with, it is ught-hssrtsd peasant on what he called “ my campaign estates.” 


r itaele begins to pall on wearied senses; hut to begin with, it is 
ost sublime. For thirty-tiro years, he told BoaxBEtY just now, 
be bad sat on the opposite benches, s Member of the Liberal Party. 
He sat elsewhere now, but why P Because he was the Liberal Party; 

■ r?,™! 1 lik« cheep had gone astray. Pretty to see the Mari is* 
into blushing head downcast whan Arotli turned round to him and, 
with patronising tans and manner, hailed him and his friends as the 
only party with whom a trna liberal might oollogue, In some edr- 
oumstanoes, this bearing would be lnsupportably bumptious. In the 
Duke, with toe time limit hinted at, it u daUghtful. He really un- 
fagnedly believe* it alL Sometime! in tile dead unhappy night, 
whan the rain it on toe rod toot tn nnoommon thing in Invenry) he 


• , -—v ? •• mi ntsw warn s t w uwst sis* iswn WAA nsuvitiw 

•abject, at givsn times." 

**»•—Seoond Bending of Evicted Tenants Bill moved in 


light-hearted peasant on what he called my oampaign estates." 

The Marxim end Clanricasde rose together. It was ten o’clock, 
the hour appointed for Leader d Opposition to interpose; in anticipa¬ 
tion of that event the House crowded from door to side galleries gar¬ 
landed with faiitikdiet. Privy Couneillors jostled eaoh other on steps of 
Throne; at toe Bar (tood the Commons closely pecked; Tut Heart, 
anxious not again to be led into temptation, deserted this quarter; 
surveyed eoene from end d Gallery over the Bar. Tbs Marxim 
stood for a moment at the table manifestly surprised that any should 
question hit right to spaak. Aooording to Plan of Campaign prepared 
beforehand by 'Whip* now was hit time; Bwerebt to follow; and 
Division taken so a* to dear House before midnight, Clansicarde 
recks little d Flint d Campaign: stood hit Round and finally 
evicted the Marxim; oast him ont by the roadside with no other 
compensation than the sympathy d Halmury and of Butlans, who 
sat an either aide d him. 

When opportunity come toe Marxim tom to it. Speech delightful 
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to hear; every sentence a lesson in style. 
Hard task for young Premier to follow so old 
and so jierfeet n Parliamentary hand. M * nines 

K ke to enthusiastically friendly andienee. 

.eiisiiy recognised in himself the represen¬ 
tative of miserable minority of thirty; un¬ 
daunted, undismayed, he played lightly with 
the ponderous personalities of AnoTI.I., and 
looking beyond the head* of the crowd of icily 
indifferent Peers before him, seemed to see 
the multitude in the street, and to hear the 
murmur of angry voices. 

Business time, lords throw ont Evicted 
Tenants Kill by 248 votes against .'to. 

Thursday, Midnight.— Spent restful even¬ 
ing with Indian Budget. There is nothing 
exceeds indignation with which Members re¬ 
sent postponement of opportunity to oonsider 
Indian Budget, except the unanimity with 
which they stop away when it is presented. 
Number present during Fowlir’h masterly 
exposition not equal to one per ten million of 
the population concerned. Later, C turns 
endeavoured to raise drooping spirits by few 
remarks on bi-metallism. Bucoom only par¬ 
tial. Clark did much better. Genially 
began evening by accusing SquiR* or Mal- 
woon of humbugging House. That worth at 
least a dosen votes to Government in Division 
that followed. Tut Ilsur, who can’t abear 
strong language, was one who meant to vote 
against proismal to take remaining time of 
Session for Ministers, After Clark's speech, 
voted with and for the SqrjisE. 

(lull closed pleasant evening by insisting 
on Division upon Statute Law Revision Bill 
running through Committee. 

“ Will the hnn. Member name a teller,” 
said Chairman, blandly. 

" Mr. Covtbuare,” responded Clark, in¬ 
stinctively thinking of Member for Camborne 
as most likely to help in the job he had in 
hand. 

Hut CoirYUKAltE is a reformed character. 
Even at his worst must draw line somewhere. 
Drew it sharply at Cum. Appeared as if 

f ame was up. On the contrary it was WKIR. 
lulilieratcly fixing u pair of oantankoroua 
pmce-nos that seem to be in chronic condition 
of strike,' Wkik gazed round angered Com¬ 
mittee, With slowest enunciation in pw- 
foundest cheat notes he said, “ 1 will tell with 
the hon. Member." 

Committee reared with anguished despair; 
but, since procedure in cuse of frivolous and 
vexatious Diviiion seems forgotten by Chair, 
no help for it, If there are two Members to 
“tell," House must lie “told." But there 
tyranny of two ceaeoe. You may take horee 
to water but cannot make him drink. 
Bimiliarly you may divide llouso, but oannot 
oompcl Members to vote with you. Thus it 
came to paas that after Division Clark and 
Weir marched up to table with oonfession 
that they had not taken a single man into the 
Lobby with them. They had told, but they 
had nothing to tell. 

“ They ’re wurse off by a moiety than the 
Squire in the Canterbury Title*," said Sark— 
" Ilia, who left half told 
The story of Combim-on bold.” 

“ Yeo, poor needy Knife-grinders,” said the I 
other SqiriRi;; “it they’d only thought of it 
when asked by the Clerk, ‘ How many P ’ they 
might have answered, ‘ Members, Gcd bless 
you, we have none to tell.’ ” * 

Business done.— Indian Budget through 
Committee. 

Friday. .Something notable in question 
addressed by Bbyh Roberts to Hour Secrx- 
taht. Wants to know “ whether he it aware 
that the Mr. Williams, the reoently appointed 
assistant inspector, who issaid to have worked 
at an open quarry, never worked at the rook 
but simply, when a young man, used to pack 


up alabs cast aside by the regular quarrymen, 
and split them into slates; and that, erer 
since, he hat been engaged as a pupil teacher 
and a schoolmaster,’’ 

Shall put notioe on paper to aak Barn 
Roberts whether the sequence therein set 
forth is usual in Wales, and whether pioking 
up slabs and splitting them into slates is the 
customary pathway to pupil teaeherehip. 

Long night in Committee of Supply; fair 
progress in spite of Wkir and Claw. Tim 
Heai.t sprang ambush ou House of Lords: 
moved to stop supplies for meeting their house¬ 
hold expenses. Nearly carried proposal, too. 
Vote sanctioned by majority of nine, and these 
drawn from Opposition. 

Business done.— Supply. 


A HAW ARDEN PASTORAL; 

Or, The (band Old (leorgic. 

[“The whole care of poultry, the production of 
eggs, care oT heel, and the manufacture of batter 
—of Itself * most important branch of commerce — 
are really included within the purposes of this 
little Institution."—Mr. Gladstone on “ Small 
OnUnrr," at the Jlauardm Agricultural amt 
Horticultural Pete, August 14,1R81.) 



O. (). ilrlibtrue emge :— 

What am I piping about to-day ? 

Hotter, and eggs, and the care tif ices / 
What shall I praise in my pastoral way p 
Buffer, and eggs, and the rare of beta ! 
Here 1 am, smiling, afar from strife, 
(Indifferent substitute, true, for my wife !) 
Discussing, os though they'd absorbed my life: 
Sutler, and eggn, and the rare of beet! 


The ladies have taken to speeches of late, 
Sutter , and eggt, and the care of beet! 
Serious matter, dear friends,—for the State! 

Butter, and egft, and the care of beet! 

On Female Suffrage I hardly dote, 

But ladies may speak, while they have not 
the vote.— 

Beg pardon 1 That's hardly the pastoral 
note! 

Butter, and egge, and the care of beet! 

Not only to flowers we loolej hut fruits; 

Butter, and eggt, and the care of beet! 
Nay, not to them only, but also to roofs. 

Butter, and eggt, and the care of beet! 
The root of the matter, in Irish affairs, 

Of oourse is Home Rule—but there, nobody 
cares 

For such subjects here! Let’s sing poultry, 
and pears, ’ 

Butter, and egge, and the care of beet! 


This ‘‘ little culture ” ’$ the theme I'd touch, 
Butter, and egge, and the care of beet! 
(Tories pooh-pooh it!—they’ve none too 
muoh!) 

Butter, and eggt, and the care.of beet! 

But “ mickles ’’ soon merge into “ muokles ” 
you know. 

And from “little oultures” big aggregate! 
grow, 

Just as smell majorities - Woa, there, woa!— 
Butter, and egge, and the care of bees ! 


1 Hawfcrden's example will do muoh good,— 
Butter, and egge, and the rare of bees! 
Nay, friends, 1 am not in a militant mood,— 
Butter, and egge , and the care of beet! 

\ Si 1 don’t mean mine, but your own example. 
The powers of the soil ore abundant and 
ample; 

Ion’ll teach men to furnish—and up to 
Sample- 

Buffer, and egge, and the care of bee* / 


I'm a little hit tired—in a physical sense— 
Butter, and eggt, and the care of bees ! 
But my pleasure in pastoral things is immense, 
Butler, and egge, and the rare of bees! 

My Gcorgic to-day I must out short, 1 fear, 
But—if you desire—and we ’re all of us here, 
I may give you a much lunger Eclogue—next 
year! » 

Butter, and eggt, and the care of bees ! 


EHYME TO ROSEBERY. 


A Goorgio, mv lads, is my task this time. 

Butter, and egge, and the care of bees ! 
Horace I've Englished in so-so rhyme, 
Butter, and egge, and the. rare of bees ! 
To-day I am in a Virgilian vein. 

My pastoral ardour I cannot restrain; 

Ana so I will sing, like some Mantuan swain. 
Butter, and egge, and the rare of bees ! 

Home Rule P Dear me, no! Not at all in the 
mood! 

Buffer, and egge, and the care ofbeee! 
(Though Irish butter, you know, is good.) 

Butter, and eggt. and the care of beet! 

I hear they're yei wrangling down West¬ 
minster way; 

ThoM‘. Busy B'a ’’ there are still having their 
say. [lay. 

Now the care of thoee B’a-but that is not my 
Buffer, and egge, and the care of beet! 

“ The frugal bee," (as the Mantuan singe], 
Buffer, and eggt, and the eare of beet! 

Is valued for honey, and not for stings, 
Butter, und egge, and the care of beet! 
Poor Harcocrt’s hire has a good many 
drones, [that grnansP 

And more sting than honey. Kh! Who'a 
Wall, well, let me sing, in mellifluous tone*, 
Buffer, and egge, and the eare ofbeee ! 


(Oft his Revival of the Ministerial Whitebait 
Dinner at the "Skip," Greenwich, Wed¬ 
nesday, August 15, 1584.) 

Goon. Prim rose 1 If not a fanatioal "Saint,” 
At li ait yon ’re a genial “ Sinner.” 

At tho thought of a liaoe—and a Win—you 
won't faint, 

Nor squirm at a lose—with a Dinner! 

Pluck, patience, and ehaer make good States¬ 
manlike form. • 

We truit that you relished the trip, Sir! 

If not— gel— “the Pilot who weathered the 
Storm,” , 

You’re the Skipper who stuck by the 
“ Ship,” Sir! 


The Old (Parliamentary) Adam. 

{On the Ere of }*rerogation.) 

Would-be Abdiel ( M.P.) loquitur :— 
With rest-thirst and holiday-yearning to 
grapple 

I strive, but in August begin to despair. 

I pit y poor Eve with the thirst at her thrapplo, 
Though what tempted her was a snake and In 
apple, 

My lures are "a braoe" and a “pair.” 
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twenty or so ‘Dolly Dialogues.’ ” (The dimples at this period were 
absolutely bewitching, but I controlled myself.) “ So it occurred to 
me that it wae my turn to earn an honest penny. Allow me to 
introduce yon, Mr. Brown, Mr. Carter— Mr. Carter, Mr. Brown.” 

1 murmured that any friend of Lady Micklxha m'h was a friend 
of mine, whereat Mr. Brows smiled affably and handed me his card, 
from which 1 gathered that ho was a shorthand 
writer at some address in Chanoery Lane. Then 
I understood it all. I had exploited Donut. 

Dolly was now engaged in the prooees of ex¬ 
ploiting me. 

“Ihope,”I observed rather icily, “that you 
will dioose a respectable paper." 

"You don’t mean that." 

“ Perhaps not. But if we are to have a 
Dialogue, perhaps ws might begin. 1 have on 
engagement at six.” 



“Telegraph, and put the contents down to 
my account. 

I noticed now that Dour had a pile of pa¬ 
pers on her table, and that ahe was playing 
with a blue pencil. 

"Yes, Lady Micxlkham,” X said, in the 
provisional way in which judges indicate to 
oounsel that they are ready to proceed, 

“ Well, 1 'vo been reading some of the Press Notices of the Dia¬ 
logues, Mr. Carter.” 

1 trembled. I remembered some of the things that had boen said 
about Doily and myself, which hardly lent themselves, it appeared 
to me, to this third party procedure. 

“ I thought,” pursued Dour, “ we might spend the time in dis¬ 
cussing the critics." 

"I shall be delighted, if in doing that we shall dismiss the 
reporter.” 

“ Have you aeen this f It’s from a Soot oh paper- Scottish r you 
suggest—well, Scottish. * The sketches are both lively and elegant, 
and their lightness is just what people wont in the warm weather.’" 

"It’s a satisfaction to think that even our little breezes arc a 
source of cool comfort to onr feUow-oroalures." 


b“ CONTRIBUTIONS THANKFULLY RECEIVED.” 

Lardy-Lardy Swell (mho is uncertain ae to the aye of Tnginue he is 
addressing). " Yon 're ooiso to hive A Ball. Win von permit 
ME TO SEND YOU A BOUQUET t AND IS THERE ANYTHING ELSE YOU 
WOOID LIKE ! ” 

Jnytnve. “0, tbanks I The Bouquet would re DMuanTrDi.l 
and"— '.hesitating, then after some coneideration )— "I'm sure Mamma 
would lire the Ioxs and Sponoe Cakes I" 


THE TALE OP TWO TELEGRAMS. 

another dolly dialogue. 

(By St. Anthony Hope darter.) 

Tn* redeeming feature of the morning batoh of letters was a short 
note from Lady Micxlehav. Her ladyship (and Arcbin) had oome 
back to town, and the note wae to any that I might call, in fact that 


“Here'a another oritioiam, *lt’s a book which tempts the 
reader-’ ’’ 

“ It must have been something you said,” 

“*•-a book which tempts the reader to peruse from end to 

end when once he picks it up.' ” 

“' Bead at a Sitting: A Study in Colour.’ ” 

“ Please, Mr. Brown, don’t take that down.” 

“Thank you, Lady MlcKLEHAM,’’said 1. “/.iters ecripta manet.” 
“ You arc not the'Chancellor of the Exchequer, Mr. Carter, and 
you must break yourself of the habit.” 

“ The next ouf tingf” 

“ The next says, ‘ For Mr. Carter, the hero or reporter-’ ” 

“ It ’« a calumny. 1 don’t know a single shorthand symbol.” 

“ Let me go on. ‘ Iieportor of these polite oonvorsatlous, wo 
confess we have no particular liking.’ ” 

“ If you assure me you did not write this yourself, Lady Micki.e- 
EAW.l core not who did." 

"That, Mr. Brown,” said Dolly, in a moat becoming frown, 
“ must oh no account go down.” 

“When you have finished intimidating the Press, perhaps you 
will finish tno extraot.” , ,, . . 

“ * His cynicism,’ ” she read, ’ u too strained to commend him !» 
ordinary mortals-—’” , . . , 

“ No one would ever accuse you of being in that category. 

“' — hut his wit is undeniable, end his impudence delicious.’ 
Well, Mr. CarterV" 

“ I should like the extraot concluded.” I knew the next sentence 
oommenced—” As for Dolly, Lady Micxlkium, she outdoes all the 
revolted daughters of feminine fiction.’’ 

Then an annoying thing happened. Archie's voice was heard, 
sRyiifg, “Dolly, haven’t you finished that Dialogue yeti We 
ought to dross for dinner. It ’ll take us an hour to dnve there." 

So it had been all art ang d, and Archie knew for what. I had boon 
summoned* 

Yet there are compensations. Doilt sent the Dialogue to the only 
paper which I happen to edit. I regretfully declined it. But. the 
fact that she sent It may possibly explain why I have found it so 
easy he give this aooount of what happened on that afternoon when 
I sent the two telegrams. 

The Ory of Chao*. 

“ Vivi P Anarchic t ’’—Fools 1 Chaos shrieks in that cry! 

Did Anarchy live soon would Anarchists die, 

One truth lights all history, well understood,— 

Disorder—like Bat urn- devours its own brood. 


ringing at the Miekleham town mansion. 

“ 1 ’m delighted you were able to come,” was Dolly’s greeting. _ 

• “ 1 wasn’t able," I said; “ but I’ve no donbt that what I said in 
the two telegrams which brought me here will be put down to your 
account.” 

“ No one expects {ruth in a telegram. The Post-Offiee people 
themselves wouldn't luce it." 

Doily was certainly looking at her very best. Her dimples 
(everybody has heard of Dour's Dimples—or is it Dolly Dimple ; 
hut after all it doesn’t matter) were as delightful as ever. I was 
jnat hesitating as to my next move in the Dialogue, whieh I badly 
wanted, for I had promised my editor one by the middle of next 
week. The choice lay between the dimples and a remark that life 
was, after all, only one prolonged telegram. Just at that moment I 
notioed for the first time that we were not alone. 

Now that was distinctly exasperating, and an unwarrantable 
breach of an implied contract. 

“ Two’s company,” I said, ia a tone of voice that wee meant to 
indicate something of whet I felt. 

“ So ’a three." said Dolly, laughing," if thethird doesn’t count." 

“ Quod ft t demonetrandum." 

“ Well, it’s like this. I observed that yon've already published 


Toil cm* 








"ROOM FOR A BIG ONE!” 

Cromutll . “ Now then, your Majesties, I hope I don’t intrude ! ” 
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UNEARNED INCREMENT. 


Experienced Jock {during preliminary canter, to Stable-boy, who hat been pvt up to make the running for him). “Now, vouno ’un, AH 
ROOK AS W* ’K* OrF, YOB 00 TO WORK AND MARK THIS Pai'B A BOT 'BN I " 

stable-boy {frith). “ Beuokba thin Oi '* thinkin’ it 'h meself bowks the Hack, ani> you foosktb all the i-rkdit o’ Wiksin' I 


“ROOM FOR A BIG ONE!" 

[“ Mr. Herbert Oladetoke, as First Commis¬ 
sioner of Works, informed tho House that ‘ no 
series of historical personages could bo complete 
without tho inclusion of Cromwell,’ and though 
he had no sum at his disposal for defraying the 
cost of a statue this year, jiir William Hah- 
covrt, as Chancellor or the^xohequer, had pro¬ 
mised to make the necessary provision in the 
Estimates for next year.”— Spectator.) 

Room for the Regicide amongst our Kings? 
Horrible thought, to act some bosoms 
fluttering! 

The whirligig of time does bring some things 
To aet the very Muse of History muttering. 
Well may the brewer's son, uncouth and 
rude, 

Murmur—in soora— ‘ ‘ I hope X don’t intrude! ” 

Room, between Charles the fair and un- 
veraoious,— 

X Martyr and liar, made comely by Vandyii,— 
nd Charles tbe hireling, callous and 
salaoious F 

Strange for the sturdy Hontingdonian tyke 
To stand between Court spaniel and sleek 
hound! 

Surely that whirligig hath ran full round! 

Exhumed, east out!—among our Kinga set 
higii! 

(Whioh were the true dishonour Noll 
might question.) 

The sleek false Stuarts well might shrug 
and sigh 

Make room—for him 1 A monstrous, mad 
suggestion! 

0 Right Divine, most picturesque quaint 
craze, 

How art than fallen upon evil days! 


What will White Hose fanatics say to this P 
Stuartomaniaos will ye not oome wailing ; 

Or flU these aisles with one gregarious hiss 
Of angry soorn, one howl of bitter railing P 

To think that Charles thetriokster, Charles 
tho droll, 

Should thus be hob-a-nobbed by red-nosed 
Noll ! 

Metbinks I hear the black-a-vised one sneer 
“Ods bobs, Sire, this is what I’ve long 
expected! 

If they had him, and not his statue, here 
Some other * baubles’ might be soon 
ejected. 

Dark Strafford—I meon Salisbury— might 
loose 

More than his Veto, did he play the goose. 

” He’d And perehanoe that Huntingdon was 
stronger 

Than Leeds with all its Programmes. Noll 
might vow 

That Measure-murder should go on no 
longer; 

And that Obetraetion he would cheek and 
cow. 

Whioh. would disturb Macallux Mohr’s 
composure; _ 

The Axe is yet more summer^than the 
Closure f 

“ As for the Commons—both with the Rad 
‘Rump’ 

And Tory ‘Tail’ alike he might deal 
tartly. 

He’d have small mercy upon prig or pump; 

X wonder what he’d think of B-wl-b and 
B-btl-tP 

Depend upon it, Noll would poige tbe plaoe 

Of much Deride Sir Hairy and the Maee.” 


Your Majesties mako room there—for a Man! 
Yes, after several oenturies of waiting, 

It seems that Smug Officialism's plan 
A change from the next Session may be 
dating. 

You tell us, genial Herbert Gladstone, 
that you 

May And the funds, next year, for Crom¬ 
well's Statue I 

Room for a Big One! Well tho Stuart pair 
May gaze on that stout shui>e as on a 
spectre. 

Subject for England's sculptors it is rare 
To And like that of England’s Groat Pro- 
teotor; 

And he with bigot folly is imbued, 

Who deems that Cromwell’s Statute can 
intrude! 


“OH, YOU WICKED STORY!’’ 

(Cry of the Vocbuy Street Child.) 

Speaking of our Neo-Nourotio and “ Per¬ 
sonal” Novelists, James Path says: “None 
of the authors of these works are story¬ 
tellers.” No, not in his own honest, whole¬ 
some, stirring sense, certainly. But, like 
other naughty—and nastjr-minded—children, 
they “ tell stories ” in their own way; “ great 
big stories,” too, and “ tales out of school ” 
into thi bargain. Having, like the Needy 
Knife-grinder, no story (in the true tense) to 
tell, they tell—well, let us say, tara-diddles! 
Truth is stranger than even their Motion, but 
it is not always to “ smart ” or to “ risky ” as 
a loose, long-winded, flippant, cynical and 


yes, 
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poor MXisn I notioe of that work, with copious extracts. The impassion left on 

. ..... - -, he ’sneed to. my mind was-ah—unfavourable; a oertain talent, no doubt, tome 

Why not Captain T hicks me P He's an old friend, and she's not seen felicity of expression, but a noticeable lack of the - -ah—retioenoe, 
him for months. 1 must altar that, if you ’ve no ofojection. [Sht doet % ) the discipline, the—the scholarly touch which a training at one ot 

Anri fknn mtn ’arm •ier/m mar wu.e Dnof _ L Tt-UI. Q_1 1- ft 1 1_ A.. 


And then you’ve fivon my poor Poet 
to that HrnwAKK girl! Now, why t 
Lady C’drerin. 1 thought she 
wouldn't mind putting up with him 
just for one evening. 

Laily Caul. Wouldn’t mind! Put¬ 
ting up with him! And, is that how 
you speak of a oolebrity when you are 
w> fortunate an to have one to entertain P 
Iteally, Annum! 

l.ady Vain, liut, my dear Uotnma, 
you mu»t allow that, whatever hie 
talenta may lie, he ia not—well, not 
quite one of U«. Now, it ho P 
Lady Cant, [blandly). My dear, I 
never hoard he had any connection 
with tho manufacture of ohomioal 
manures, in whioh your worthy Papa 
eo greatly dietinguished himself—if 
that is what you mean. 

I.ndy ('ale. (with tome inermte of j 
colour). That in not what I meant,, ' 
Bohemia— as you know perfectly well. ' 
And I do say that, this Mr. HeniKKU.'s 
manner is most objectionable; when he’s 
not obsequious, he's horribly familiar! 

Lady Cant, (sharply). I have not 
observed it. He strikes me as well 
enough—for that class of person. And 
it is intellect, soul, all that kind of 
thing that I value. I look below the 
surface, and I tied a great deal that is 
very original and charming in this 

I ouug man. And surely, mv dear, if 
find myself able to associate with 
him, you need not be so fastidious! 

I oonsider him my protfgf, and I won’t 
have him slighted. He is far too good 
for Vivisn SmwANKl 
Ladu Culr. (with jutt a tutyicion of 
malice). Perhaps, Kohesh, you would 
like him to take you in P 
Lady Cant. That, of course, is quite 
out of the question. I see you have 
given me the Bishop—he's a poor, dry 
stiok of a man—never forgets he was 
the Headmaster of Swisham- but he's 
always glad hi meet me. 1 freshen 
him up so. 

Lady Calc. Ireallydon’tknowwhom 
I run give Mr. Sl’nuBEix, There’s 
Kmuu Cokavhk, but she's not poe- 

ti/lkil nvvrl who 'll mat on Vw.Se __ !t 




1 IM rstlirr a job to get these things on ; but they ’re really a 
wonderful tit, considering! ” 


our great Public Bohools (t forbear to 
partioulariae), and at a University, 
can alone impart. I was also pained 
,;1 j s \ i to observe a crude discontent with the 

• \Ci/~\ existing Social System —a system 

i ; which, if not absolutely perfect, cannot 

i ! ■"‘m j benpset or even modified without the 

J '1 ' M 1 i gravest danger. But I was still more 

is distressed to note in several passages a 

)/fW Mb is deoided taint of the morbid senmious- 

|Wh ' 5;- !j! uesa which renders so much of our 

| ! ' m °d ern literature eiokly and unwhole- 

Bishop; why,you haven’t eve/ read 
the book 1 However, the author is 
■ staying here now, and I feel oonvinced 

ttri vEy’S ffaW A that if you only knew him, you’d 

^B alter your opinion, Suoh an unas- 

^B suming, inoffensive creature! There, 

81 .'.' ■. H M he’■ just come in. I’ll call him over 
£KgK|gIjjS&: i ”BK here.. .. Goodness,whydoesheshuffie 

Spurrell[mecting Sir Kdpeht). Hon 
i’ve kept nobody waiting for me, Sir 
m : IUtkkt. (Confidentially.) I’d rather 

H mfti ■ a i ub to g, et; theae things on; but 

jjy,' they ’re really a wonderful fit, oon- 

panes on, leaning hit host 

Lady (font. That’s right, Mr. Sren- 
hem.. Gome here, and let me present 
- you to the Bishop of Bdkihesteb, The 

Bishop has just been telling me he 
B considers your Andromeda sickly, or 

unhealthy, or something. 1 ’m sure 

^"thingb f 00nvm<>e **’■ 

BA [She learnt kirn with the Bishop, 

Spurr. (to himself, overawed). Oh, 
vBI Hmii Bor! Wish I knew tho right way to 
MM talk to a Bishop. Can’t call him no- 
W HI thing—so dooeia familiar, (Aloud.) 

jffSK Andromeda sickly, your—(feiifafire/p) 

—your Bight Beverence P Not a bit 

The Bishop. If I had thought my 
lings on; but they ’re really a —ah—criticisms were to be repeated— 
onsideriug!" 1 might eay misrepresented, as the 

Countess has thought proper to do, 
Mr. Spchheu., I should not have ventured to make them. At the 
same time, you must be oonsoious yourself, I think, of oertaifi 
blemishes whioh would justify the terms I employed. 


find Mr. SnOKTHoas are announced at intermit ;i> lula/iont' The Bishop. I‘did not refer to the setting of the tale, and the 
iMta 7'Z tZSi *" n ^”9ed. a Port"®? 1 U, ’ J “‘ 10 a ” 60aroel P *rM~- But pLrdon me if I prefer to 

l»r rLivv non ...fn ^ gemally) Ah, my dear end a discu«*ion that is somewhat unprofitable. (To himself, as he 

afcnl now 4 We “• **• hle ‘d A most arrogant, self-satisfied, and conceited 

t. the li f , . lw,wl,, * °Pf n ,lll ‘ PubUoSchouls young mau-a truly lamenUble product of this half-educated age! 

to the lower olassee-for whom of oourse they were originally Spurr. Ilo himself). WeU, he may be a dab at dogmas—hedon’t 
Man'll reallyTorget^ 18 , “ 1 “* 41,9 CllIirot> *° mch th “ ^wiring blow much about dogs. Drummy 's got a constitutionworth a dozen 

, T f ‘‘ *" s _ 0 hnl V ftarror of the Countess). I -ah-fear Lady Cult -, (approaching him). Oh. Mr. Sfubiieix. Lord Lcmiwo- 


1 cannot charge my me»«,vV“pr«‘^mfd^idy 

W«-ah -differ unfortunately on m many subjects. I trust, how- at the leads Aim up to Lord 
over, we may -ah—agree to suspend hostilities on this oecaman P i me to do this sort of thing 1 


[SAe prutnit him. 
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I ought to know ill about 
with courtliness.) Very 
Sponrell; you’re—nh— 


IN THREE VOLUMES. 

Toutkx I.— Awakening, 


delighted the world by your Andromeda. When are we to look for „ ■»«**«»•»»• 

your next production! 1 Soon, I hope. eo thework waedone. Belinda, after a year's hard writing, 

Spurr. (to himself). He 'a after a pup now! Newer met nioh a v joompleted her self-appointed task. Douglas the Doomed One 
doggy lot in my life! (Aloud.) Er— wall, my lord, I ’re promised , grown by degroesmto its present proportion. First the initial 
somanv as it ia, that I hardly see my way to— P volume was completed : then the second , v> . 

lord Lull, (paternally). Take my adrioe, my dear young man. w ** fimshod; and now the third was 
leave yourself as free as possible. Expeotyou to give ns your best, *“gd«, Butwho > JJK) 

you know..,. * . [mtuwtTcmUme a connection:. * L Ah ’ ,h< ??-7“ WR&W <1 


note, I« 
what do 
Androiw 


kangasoo’s—no,* what w that animal which has such long arms ? IS of ? eMrs V • A a Z . , - 

You ’re to clever, you ought to know! .. tTe 

One shall appear with the assistance of Messrs. Kindi mi and 


g periodical 
in the l«ok- 
ius. Why 
i of Messrs. 


Min, Spelw. Bow'crushing of'you! But you must go away now, o fP?®". Messrs. Bindinu and 

or else you’ll find nothing to Bay to me at dinner-you take me in P *t* rT -L A S? W i. on Belinda made up her mind to do auythmg, 
you know I hopeyoufefi priv&gedl feel—-But if I toU you! not wlld omnibus-horses would turn her from her purpose. 

I might make you too oonoeited I Volume IX.— Wide Awake. 


S/iyrr. Oh, no, you wouldn t. Messrs. Bindino Ann Print had received their visitor with 

„_ lotrJtPPEBT opprooones i«<* Mr. dhobthobn. courtesy. They did not require to read Douglas the Dimmed One. 

Sir Rupert. Vitos, my dear, lot me introduce Mr. Shorthorn— They had discovered that it was sufllcieutly long to make the rogula- 
Miss Bcelwan*. (ToBrvuHBLL.) Let mesoe-ha—yes, you t^oin tkm three volumes. That was all that was necessary. They would 
Mrs. Chatteris. Don’t know her f Come this way, and 1 ’ll find her aoceptit. They would be happy to publish it. 
for you. [5« mm-cAwSPiniBEU, “And about, terms P” murmured Bf, linda. 

Mr Shorthorn (to Miss Hpelwane). Good thing getting this nun “ Half profits,” returned Mr. Binding, with animation, 

at last; a little more of thia dry weather and we should have hsd no “ ^hen we have paid for the outlay we shall divide the residue,” 

grass to speak of! cried Mr. PnrET. 

Mmi Spelw. (who hue not quite recovered from her disappoint- -And do you think I shall soon get a cheque?" asked the 
menf). And now you mil have Borne grass to speak of r How anxious authoress. 

fortunate! , "Well, that is a question not easy to answer. You seo, we 

Spurr. (as dinner to announced, to Lady Maisie). I say, Lady usually spend any money we make in advertising. It does the work 
Maisie, I ve just been told I ve got to take in a married lady. I good in the long run, although at first it rather cheeks tho profits.” 
don t know what to talk to her about. 1 should feel a lot more at Belinda was satisfied, and took her departure, 

home with you. Couldn’t we manage it somehow P “We must advertise Douglae the Doomed One in tho Skate- 

Lady Mauie (to herself). What a fearful suggestion-but I maker' t Quarterly Magazine?’ said Mr. Bindeu. 
simply duren t snub him ! (Aloud.) I’m afraid, Mr. Bddurkll. we - And In the Crossing Sweeper', Annual," repllod Mr. Tawr. 
must both put up with the partners we have: most distressmg, isn’t Then the two partners smiled at one another knowingly. They 
it -but! . [She gireea HttUehrug. laughed as they remembered that of both the periodicals they had 

Captain Thteknesse (immediately behind her, to himself). Gad. mentioned they were the proprietors. 
that’ s pleasant! I knew I’d better have gone to Aldershot! „ , 

(Aloud.) I’ve been told off to take you in, Indy Maisie, not my Volume III.—Aa st Asleep. 

fault, don't you know. The poor patient at tuocum-on-Slush moaned. He had been prao- 

Lady Maisie. There’s no need to be so apologetio about it, (To tioally awake for a month, and nothing oould send him to sleep. 
hereelf.) Oh, I hope he didn’t hear what 1 said to that wretch. The Doctor held hia wrist, and as he felt the rapid beats of his pulse 
(’apt. Thick. Well, I gather thought there might he, perhaps. beoame graver and graver. 

Lady Marne (to hereelf). He diaheur it. If De's going to be so And you have no friends, no relatives P 
stupid as to misunderstand, 1 'm sore I shan't explain, Iso. My only visitor was the man who brought that box of 

[They take their place in the proceeeion to the Dining Hall, books from a metropolitan library.” _ 

_ " A box of books! ” exclaimed the the Dootor. "There may yet ho 

-— time to save his life! ’’ 


Sir Rupert. Vivien, my dear, let me introduoe Mr. Shorthorn— 
Miss Sto-wan*. (To Stukrell.) Let me Bee— ha— yes, you take in 
Mrs. CtiATTEKis. Don’tknowherP Come this way, and 111 find her 
for you. [He marchee SroBHILL off. 

Mr. Shorthorn (to Miss Spklwane). Good thing getting this rain 
at last; a little more of this dry weather and we should have hsd no 
grass to speak of! 

Mies Spetw. (who has not quite recovered from her disappoint¬ 
ment). And now you will have some grass to speak of f How 
fortunate! 



RATIONAL DRESS. 

(A Reformer's Rots to a Current Controversy.) 

On, ungallant must he the man indeed 
a Who calls “ nine women out of ten ” “ knock- 

0*ifi3£»L kneed”! 


The man of soienoe rose abruptly, and approaching the casket con¬ 
taining tile current literature of the day, roughly forced it open. He 
hurriedly inspected its oontonts. He turned over tho volumes im¬ 
patiently nntil he reached a set. 

“The very thing! ” he murmured. “ If I can but get him to read 
this he will be saved.’’ Then turning to his patient he oontinued. 


And he should not remain in peace for I “ You should peruse this novel. It is one that I reoominentl in cases 


Who says “ tile nether limbs of women ” are 
" all wrong." 

Such are the arguments designed to prove 
That Woman ’a ill-advised to make a move 
To mannish clothes. Those arguments are 
suoh 

As to be of the kind that prove too much. 


such aa yours." 

“ I am afraid I am past reading,” returned the invalid. " How¬ 
ever, I will do my best." 

! An hour later the Doctor (who had had to make some calls) re- 
i turned and found that his patient was sleeping peacefully. The first 
volume of Douglae the Doomed One had the desired result. 

“ Excellent, excellent,” murmured the medico. “ It had the same 
| effect upon another of my patient#. The crisis is over! lie will now 


'Cgftwy 1 As to be of the kind that prove too much. effect upon another of my patients. T be onus is over! lie will now 
T If Woman’s limbs in truth unshapely grow, recover Me the other. Insomnia has been oonquered for the second 
9 ' re. ^ ^ster The present style of dress just makes them so! time by mrnglas the Doomed One, and who now shall say that the 

___ ... three-volume novel of the amateur is not a means of spreading 

civilisation P It muat be a mine of wealth to somebody.” 

QUEER QUERIES.—A Question op Tuans,—I am sometimes And Messrs. Binding and Print. had they heard the Doctor’s re- 
allowed, by the kindness of a warder, to see a newspaper, and 1 have mark, would have agreed with him: 
just read that some scientific oove says that man’s natural life is 105 e:;u=:=.-cva■■ w 


just read that some scientific oove says that man’s Natural life is 105 
yean. Now is this true? I want to know, because I am in here 
for what the lodge called " the term of my natural life,” and, if it 


praam to mas. 

rrinoetown, Devi 


■on.—Ho. 87. 


Majesty’s Prison, 


All tha. Difference. 

“ The Bpeakee then ealled Mr. Little to order." 
Quito right in our wise and most vigilant warder. 
He calls ns to order 1 Oh that, without fuss, 

The Speaker could only call Order to us! 
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Mm ter, 1 must ajioWise, but our Butler, 
who is on trial, is very short-fdghtwl, 

]\ Gueat. Evidently. 

[7'h* wine ia brought round; Montaku in¬ 
terrupting the convention with his hos¬ 
pitable suggestion*, and jtouring claret 
into champagne glasses , and champagne 
into shemes, 

Nervous Guest {in an undertone to Mon¬ 
tagu). l)o you think you ooulil get me, by- 
and-Dy, a pieeo of bread 't 

Mon, Bread, Kir, ywwir! [In stentorian 
tones,) Here, Nisbkt, briny; this (font, some 
bread! 

[ The unfortunate guest, who is overcome 
with confusion at having attracted so 
much attention , is waked upon by Niabkt. 

Master (savagely), Can’t you go nlmut 
more quietly 1 

Mon. (hart). Certainly, Kir. When 1 was 
with Sir Baunaby- (Disappears murmur¬ 

ing to himselfand returns with entree , 
which he lets fall on dress of Principal Guest). 
Boff pardon, my Lady, but it was my stud, 
widen would corny undone. Very sorry, 

indeed, Mum, but if you will allow me- 

[Produces a soiled dinner-napkin with a 
flourish. 

7\ Guest (in much alarm). No thanks! 

[ General commiseration , and, a little later , 
disappearance of ladies. After this, 
Mont am; vines not reappear except to 
call obtnisirely for carriages, and tout 
for tips, 

7*. Guest (on bidding her host good-night). 
1 can assure you inygowu was not injured 
in the least. 1 am quite sure it was only 
an accident. 

Master (bowing). You are most kind. 
{ With great severity.) As a matter of font, 
the man only came to us this afternoon, hut, 
after what has happened, he. shall not remain 
in my service another hour! 1 shall dismiss 
him to-night-! 

[Exit Principal Guest. Muster pays Mon- 
T.\MJ the agreed fee. for his services for 
the evening. Curtain. 


1 What ’« up wi* Sal ?" 


fry 

/v>-. 

Q. E. D. 

"Ain't THE K(U>? She's Marriep aciin I” 


“AUXILIARY ASSISTANCE” IN 
THE PROVINCES. 

[A fyagi'dy. Puree in several painful Peenes, 
with many unpleasant Situations .) 

Locality . The Interior of Country Plan 

taken for the Shootiiyi Season. ]'re¬ 
parations for a feast in all directions. 
It is Six o r Clock, and the household arc 
eagerly waiting the appearance of MiW- 
taov Mabeaiu ke, the Auxiliary Butler, 
sent m by Contract, Enter JtONTAor 
Mahhadcki:, in comic errning dress. 

Master (lotiking at Montauc with an ex¬ 
pression of disappointment on his face). What 
arc you the man they have Kent me ? 

Montagu. Ye*sir. And I annwers to Mon- 
taou Marmadlke, or some gentlemen prefers 
to oall me by my real name Boers. 

• Master. Oh, MtnrrAaL'willdo. 1 hope you 
know your duties f 


J/(i«.\Which I was in service. Sir, with 
Sir Barnaul Jinks, for tweuty-six years, 
and—- 

Master. Very well, I daresay you will do. 
I suppose you know about the wine ? 

Mon. I essir. In course. I'vo been a tee¬ 
totaler ever since I left: Sir Barna in's. 

Master (retiring). And mind, do not 
murder the names of the guests. [Exit. 
[ Tin- time goes on, and Com jinny arrire. 

Moxtaou ushers them upstairs, aim ali¬ 
ens nounces them under various aliases. Sir 
r Henry Ewterfom) is introduced as Sir 
• 'Enebv Eahtfreoo, Sfc„ &c. After small 
talk, the guests find their way to the 
dining-room. 

Mon. (to Principal Quest). Do you take 
sherry, daret, or Vk, my tody ? 

•Principal Guest (interrupted in a conver¬ 
sation). Claret, please. 

[MonTagc promptly pours the required liquid 
on ft) the Uade-cmh. 


TO A PHILANTHROPIST. 

You ask me, Madam, if l>y chance we moot, 
For money just to keep upon its feet 
That hospital, that school, or that retreat, 
That home. 

I help that hospital ? My doctor'll fee 
Absorbs too much. Alas! I cannot he 
An inmate there myself; ho cornea to me 
At home. 

I)o not suppose 1 have too close a fist. 

Rent, rates, bills, tuxes, make u fearful list; 

1 should he homeless if I did assist 

That home. 

I must—it is my impecunious lot— 
Economise the little I have gut ; 

So if I see you coming I am “ not 

At home.” 

My elothce arc shabby. How I should he 
dunned 

By tailor, hatter, hosier, whom I ’ve shunued, 
if l supported that, school clothing fund, 

That home! 

I'd help if folks wore nothing but their skins; 
This hat, this coat, at which the street-boy 
grins, 

Remind me still that " Charity begins 
■ At home." 


Kirn versus Kiss. 

On the oold cannon’s mouth the Kiss of Poaoe 
Should fall like flowers, and bid its bellow- 
ings osasel— 

Bat ah! that Kiss of Peaoe seems very far 
From being as strung as the Ilotchiits of War! 
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perchance forgive me. To-diy my hone runs 
at Epsom. With look his chanoe is a cer¬ 
tainty. So fereweli.” Then the two old 
friends grasped hand* and parted. One went 
to fight on the Wood-stained field of battle, 
and the other to see the race for the Derby. 

ON A CLXJMSY CB1CKETEB. 

At Tikbxbtoxb his Captain rails 
Aa one in doleful damps: 

Oft given “ leg before^—the bails, 

Not hat before—the stamps. 

The Genevese Professor Ytraa 
Believes the time uiproaohes 
When man will lose his legs, ill-slung, 
Through trams, oars, cabs, and ooachci; 
Or that those nether limbs will be 
The merest of survivals. 

The thought fills Ttkbebtom with glee, 
No more he ’ll fear his rivals. 

“ Without these bulky, blundering pegs 
I shall not fail to score, 

For if a man has got no legs, 

He can’t get ‘leg-before.’ ” 

SITTING ON OUR SENATE. 

tl Bra,—It struck me that the best and sim¬ 

plest way of finding out what were the inten¬ 
tions of the Government with regard to the 
veto of the Peers was to write and ask each 
individual Member his opinion on the sub¬ 
ject. Accordingly I have done so, and it 
seems to me that there is a vast amount of 
signifloanoe in the nature of the replies 1 have 
, received, to anyone capable ol reading 
between the lines; or, ob most of tbe com- 
( munications only extended to a single line, 
let us say to anyone callable of reading 
beyond the full-stop. Lord Kokkueky's 
^ Secretary, for example, writes that “the 
Prime Minister is at present out of town”— 
Jl- at. pretent, you see, but obviously on the 
~*Wh point of coming back, in order to grapple 
'£ with my letter and the question generally. 
Sir William lf.tRcoritT, his Secretary, 
writes, “is at Wiesbaden, but upon his 
return vour communication will no doubt 
receive his attention"— receipt hit attention, 
an ominous phrase for the Peers, who seem 
hardly to realise that between them and 
min there t's only the distance from 
Wiesbaden to Downing Street. Then Mr. 
Mobley “ sees no reason to alter his published 
opinion on the suhjeot "—alter, how readily, 
by the prefixing of a single letter, that word 

_ beoomea halter! I was finable to effect per- 

~ sonal service of my letter on the Attouney- 
Gxnkral, possibly because I called at his 
y ■ r ohambers during the Long Vacation; but the 

____ V— fact that a card ehouldhave been attached to 

QUALIFIED ADMIRATION. his door bearing the words “ Back at 2 r.M.” 

itowUr ,/ Vicar . “Well, .Iohn, what iio too think or London ! " ! ur ?f^ indicates that Sir John Kionv will 

rol ' t . “Lou- .tm. VKK, Sin, ,T -,.L UK a K.sk Place wos, rr’a 

•* v™ ..sa ... .V-* » -j the oiroumatanoe that the other Ministers to 

PACE FROM “ROSEBERY’S HISTORY OF itw «™c- “Xn^ou ffiupjT&w ^w&riZsk^ 

THE GOMMOHWEALTH." tolo.ehi.head,” * ,, m^Sthe^tuaS^howdirindfii'dthey 

t With Mr. Punch’t Compliments to the Ur „U, man ■ “• *° commit themselves to a too hasty reply! 

WA. mill Kan U , s«w.-) ZtfEtt Um&S &£ 

'^on really must join the Army/’ said laughed long and heartily, as was his wont T 

the stern old Puritan to the I.ord ProUetor. wh5. some jest tickled him. SUftn? tiUl f 

“The fate of this fair realm of England "This is no matter for merriment,” ox- «cttnalitl* 

(Upends upon the promptness with which claimed I reton sternly. “Oliver, vou are abolishing it is a m^^tablceaentuality. 
you assume command.” playing the fool. You are saorifioing for i<rar ’' Enssv-cnss Kxseictaks. 




you assume command.” playing the fool. You are sacrificing for 

Oiivki Cromwell paused. He had laid ! pleasure, business, duty/* Sib,— The real way of dealing with the 

aside his buff doublet, and had donned a ooat I “ Well, I oannot help it,” was tbe response. Lords is as follows. The next time that 
of a thinner material. His sword also was 44 But mind you, I reton, it shall be the last they want to meet, out off their gas and 
gone, and hanging by hia side was a pair of time.” water! Tell the butcher and baker not to. 

double roy-glasses-new in those days—new 44 What is it that attracts you so strongly t oall at the House for orders, and dismiss the 
in very deed. What is the pleasure that lures you away charwomen who dust their bloated benches. 

1 cannot go/’ oried the Lord Protector at from the path of duty P ” If tkit doesn’t bring them to reason, nothing 

last, 41 it would be too great a sacrifice.” 44 1 will tell you, and then you will pity, will, High-minded Democrat. 


last, *' it would be too great a sacrifice.” 


you, and then you will pity, | will. 


High-minded Democrat. 
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IN PRAI^OF^BOYS. - ^ ; 

rarei”^MigEflst* that u an amend . jjfeqgg! “i 

honorable he^should write a book 

In praise of boy^ In praise , "wjP 

Who mess the house, and ^ t 

The UoR^sniBiLLYS, Ralphs •■•. 

.1 u st as well praiae a hurrioane, ^ ® IfllP \fj ^BK-^sa, 

An earthquake or a rinding ^^^^ll®liIllllilSI!l / f[ J W < 

No, young or old, or^smalllor wf^ vLgff ' 

The o«/* reason I can see “. - - fljv " ’ 

For praising him is—well, that ./? y^M ■ jy Wfl 

And even then the better plan 

Would be that he, calm, sober, A LITTLE "NEW WOMAN." 

sage, [afff* • 

Win-born at. true paternal Be- “What a sham* it is that Mem MAT ASK Women to Mabry 
H id all boys start at twenty- them, and Wombs mayn't ask Men 1" 

li ve She. “Oh, well, you know, I snrrosa they can always give a soar 

1 were the happiest “Boy" 0F Biitrl" He. “What do you mean by a Ifixrr' 

alive! A'Ac. “Will—TB* r oan always say, ‘Oh, I »o Lore you ho!'” 


LITTLE "NEW WOMAN." 


THE PULLMAN CAR. 
(Aik—" The Lout-backed Oar.") 
I hathek like that Cor, Sir. 
’Tie easy for a ride, 

But (fold galore 
May moan strife and gore. 
If 'tis stained with greed 
and pride, [lightful, 
Though its contorts are de- 
And its cushions made with 
taste, [me 

There’s a spectre sits beside 
That I’d gladly tly in haste- 
Aa I ride in the Pullman Car; 
And eohoes of wrath and war, 
And of Labour's mad cheers, 
Seem to) sound in my oars 
As I ride in the Pullman Car 1 

QUEER UUERIE8.— "Sci¬ 
ence Falskly So Called.” 
—What is this talk at the 
British Association about it 
“ new gas” P Inn’t the old 
good enough P My connection 
-as a shareholder—Yrith one 
of our leading gas companies, 

! onablos mo to state authorita¬ 
tively that no now gas is re- 
i quired by the public. I am 
surprised that a nobleman like 
I Lord Raylsioh should even 
I attempt to make such a tho- 
j roughly useless, and, indeed, 

1 revolutionary discovery. It is 
j enough to turn anyone into a 
i democrat, at onoe. And what 
■ was Lord HAttsmiRT, as a Con¬ 
servative, doing, in allowing 
such a subject to be mooted at. 
| Oxford P Why did ho not at 
onoo turn tho new gas off at. 
I the meter? Indionant. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

From Henby SothrraN & Co. (so a worthy 
Itaronito retorts) comes a second edition of 
flame Hud , and Shooting Sketehee, by 
John Quills Millais. Every sportsman who 
is something more than a mere bird-killer 

Wfjt . Millais’ drawings 

are wonderfully de- 
lieate, and, so far 
)mWhB| as I oan judge, re- 
tSJP^YV® •' markably aeonrate. 

~ f |* e a : ‘ ne touch 

^render* witf^xtra- 
ordinary success the 
• _ bold and resolute 

tCPaaSH "I?*-ffvisC hearing of the 
_ , ' ^ t’ty British game-bird 

in the Twivoey of his own peculiar haunts. 
1 am glad the public have shown themselves 
sufficiently appreciative to warrant Mr. Mil¬ 
lais m putting forth a second edition of a 
book whioh is the beautiful and artiatie result 
Of very many days of patient and careful 
observation. By the way, there is an illus¬ 
tration of a Blackcock Tournament, whioh ia. 
tor knook-about primitive humour, aa good 
»» a pantomime rally. One mare by-the- 
way. Are we in future to anell Gsunailsls 


WET-WILLOW. 

A Soso or a Si-orri Season, 

{By a H’aehetl-Ont Willout-Wiclder.) 
Air- " Titirillou)." 

In the dull, damp pavilion a popular “ Bat 
Sang “ Willow, wet-vrillow, wet-willow! 






INVALID ED I 

Iteploroble Remit of the J'ereeaet of Aug.'&\ on 
the "J). (?." Weather tiirt. 


thus to annihilate the pride t rf the sportsman 
"ho knew what was what, and who never 
pronounced the a. If yon take away the a 
gm trite away ill merit from him. Perhapo 
Mr. Millais will ooarider the matter in ms 
(bird edition. The Bakom ca B.-W. 


are yon at, 

Singing * Willow, wet-willow, wet-willow’ P 

Is it lowness of average, batsman,” I cried; 

“ Or a bad 1 brace of ducks ’ that has lowered 
your pride ? ” 

With a low-muttered swear-word or two he 
replied, 

“ Oh willow, wet-willow, wet-vrillow! ” 

He mid "In the mud one oan’t score, anyhow, 
Singing vrillow, wet-willow, wet-vrillow 1 

The people are raising a deuoe of a row, 

Oh willow, wet-wiflow, wet-willow! 

I’ve been waiting all day in these flannels— 
they ’re damp I— 

The speotatoiji impatiently ihont, shriek, and 
stamp, [damp, 

But a batsman, yon see, cannot play vnfh a 
Oh vrillow, wet-vrillow, wet-vrillow 1 w 

" How I fed just aa anre oa I am that my name 
Ian’t willow, wet-willow, wet-willow, 

The people will swear that I don’t play the 
game, 

Oh willow, wet-vrillow, wet-willow 1 

My spirit* are low and my eeoree are not 

Bnt day iter day we’ve soaked turf and 

And I*»hL?t^iave a ehanoe till the wickets 
Oh willow, wet-willow, wet-vrillow Ml” 



Fokkcast.—F air, warmer. Warnings.—N one 
issued. ActuIl Wrath aa.—Raising cats tad 
doge. Moral.—Were a maokiatoih over your 
classical coetumo. 

A Question of “ Bank." 

"His Majesty King Grouse, noblest of game!" 
So toasted Host. Replied the Guest, with 
dryness,— 

“ 1 think that in thit house the titter name 
Would be Hi* Royal Mighntu ! ” 
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I Wednesday—The Squibk of Mai.wooh at laat got oil for hi* wall. 

E8SENCE OF PARLIAMENT. I earned holiday. Carries with him oonsciousnees of having done 

EXTRACTED FHOM TUB DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. ! f 

Hume of Common*, Monday, August 2<i.—AaBKKiD-BiiraKrr Session will in its accomplished work boat the reoord of any in 
(Knight) is tho Casablanca of Front Opposition Bench. All but he modern times. The Squish been admirably backed by a rare team 
have tied. Now his opportunity; will show jealous colleagues, of oolleagues: but in House of Commons everything depends on the 
watchful House, and interested country, how a party should bo led. Leader. Had the Session been a failure, upon his need would have 
Had an innings on Saturday, when, in favourite character of fallen obloquy. As it has been a success, his be the praise. 

Horopter of British and other Lions, he worried Under Secretaries “ Well, good bye,” said Joan Mounter, tears, standing in his 
for Foreign Affairs and the Colonies. Didn't get much out of them, tender eyes as he wrung the hand at the almost last Leader, " But 
In fact what happened seems to oonfirm quaint theory Sauk von know it’s not all over yet. There's the Appropriation Bill, 
advances. What shall we do if Wm oomes up on Seoand Heading P" 

Hays he believes those two astute young men, Edwaed Obit and “ Oh, dam Weib,” said the Squibb, 

Sr i>nkt Buxtob, “control” the Sheffield Knight, They are active John Mobi.it inexpressibly shocked. For a moment thought a 
end ambitious. Still only juniors. Moreovor, things are managed usually equable temper had been ruffled by the almost continuous 
so well both at Foreign Office and Colonial Office that they have no work of twentv months, oulminatinr in an all-night sitting. On 


opportunity of distinguishing themselves. The regular repesenta- reflection ha saw that the Squib* was merely adapting an ongiueer- 
tives on the Front Opposition Bench of Foreign Affairs snu Colonies iog phrase, describing a proceeding oommon enough omriver courses. 
Hay nothing; patriotically acquiescent in management of concerns in The only point on which remark open to critioism is that it is 
respect of which it is the high tradition of English statesmanship tautologies!. 


thut the politioal'gamo shall not be played. In snoh oiroumstanoes _ __ 

no opening for able young mm. But, suppose they oould induce Thursday.— Geoboe NWnes looked in just now; much the same 
some blatant, irresponsible person, persistently to put groundless as ever; the same preocoupied, almost pensive look; a mind weighed 
questions, aud make insinuations derogatory to the character of 1 down by ever-multiplying circulation. Troubled with eensideration 
British statesmen at home and of proposal made tohim to pub- 

British officials abroad ? Then ^Bg~\ lish special edition of Strand 

they step in, and, amid applause ■'J m \ Magazine in tongue under- 


Bminess don#.—Appropriation Bill branghl in. 
Thursday.— Geoboe Newnes looked in juat noi 


they ntep in, and, nmid applause 
on both sides of House, knock 
over the intruder. Hurt, of game 
of House of Commons nine-pins. 
Nine-pin doesn't care so that 
it 'a noticed; admirable practice 
for young Parliamentary Hands. 

This is Baku's suggestion of 
explanation of phenomenon. 
Fancy much aimpler one might 
tie found. To-night Bahtutt- 
Kllih in better luck. Turns 
upon Attoknky - General ; 
darkly hints that escape of 
Jaiisz was n put-up job, of 
which Law Officers of the Crown 
might, an' they would, discloso 
some interesting particulars. 
Kinsv, who, when he bends 
his step towards nouso of Com¬ 
mons, seems to leave all his 
shrewdness and knowledge of 
the world in his chambers, rose 
to the fly; played Basiisibab- 
Akt Lett's obvious game by 
getting angry, and delivering 
long speech whilst progress of v< 



steaded of the majority of the 
peoples of India. Hoe conquered 
tile English-speaking race from 
Chatham to Chattanooga, from 
Southampton to Sydney. Now 
lo! the poor Indian brings his 
annas, and begs a boon. 

Meanwhile one of the candi¬ 
dates for vacant Poet Laureate- 
ship has broken out into elegiac 
verse. “NEWN>:s,’’he exclaims, 
“ Nhw.ni.-, noble hearted, shine, 
for ever shine; 

Though not of royal, yet of hal- 
lowod liue.” 

That sort of thing would 
make some men vain. There 
is no oouplet to parallel it siuoe 
the famous one written by Poi-e 
on a place frequented by a 
Sovereign whose death is noto¬ 
rious, a place whore 
Great Anna, whom three realms 
u obey, [sometimes tee. 

Did sometimes counsel tske and 
roudly humble pseudonymn “ A 


AoriWl’ jXS ,, 1 The Imi'Rkial Sura-emu. Kink-tin. Great Abba, whom three realms 

Ahti.kits obvious game by , ,, , n ... , u obey, [sometime*tea. 

getting angry, and delivering InvatuaMe to Budding Statesmen. Ilid sometimes counsel take and 

long speech whilst progress of votes, hitherto going on swimmingly, The poet, whose volume bears the proudly humble pseudonymn " A 

wuh arrested for fully an hour. . Village Peasant,” should look in at the House of Commons and continue 

Business «««#.—Supply votod with both hands. _ his studies. There are a good many of us here worth a poet’s 

Tuesday. —A precious sight, one worthy of the painter's or attention. Sake says the thing is easy enough. “ Tose’em off in 
sculptors ait, to see maiestio figure of Squire or Malwoop no time," says he. “There’s tho Squib* now, who has not lately 
standing between House of Lords and imminent destruction. Irish referred to his Plantagenet parentage. Apostrophising him in Com- 
menibcrs and Radicals opposite have sworn to have blood of the Peers, j miltee on Evicted Tenants Bill one might have said 
Sauk or tiOBEN Anne’s 0 atv. is taking the waters elsewhere. In hi* - Savins, noble hearted, shine, for evrr shine; 

absence do the best we can. Hat up all last night, the Radicals Though not of hallowed yet of royal line.” 

ki,, ’ he ?‘ en,r n nnoe; Business done.-Appropriation Bill read aeoond time. Wbtk 

va L; v\ { - i " tho ra " n i , . t !*’ B f«*a»sa;nto- ; turned up. Sir Wilfrid Lawson and other* said “ Dam.” 

niR'ht. hail cation Vote on, involving expenditure of six millions 0 . ; . ... «... . .... a- *«. • 

mid welfare of innumerable children. Afterwards the Post Office i „ * fl(Mr d a F--~Appropriation Bill wad third time this morning. 
Vote, upon which the Postmaster-General, Sr. Arnolp-lk-Grand, ! *T, r 2k*. tlnn „ ***• , _ .. ,i~. . _ 

endeavour* to reply to Hennikeh-Hkaton without betraying oon- PorleymentI tanl one of the House of Commons waitersloitermg 
sciousness of bodily existence of such . person. Those matters of I f? the K«tew»y,«fPala<» V ard and replying to inquiring visitor from 
great and abiding interest; but only few members present to discuss j ™e oountry. Parlevment s horff. Ho am 1. 
them. The rest waiting outside till the lists are cleared and battle Business done. AIL ___ 


rages once more round citadel of tho Lords sullenly sentineled by ; 
detachment from the Treasury Bench. on ' i 

When engagiment reopened Squibb gone forTiis holiday trip, 
postponed by the all-night sitting, John Morlkv on guard. Breaks j 
ford- of assault by protest that tne time is inopportune. By-and-by i 
the lairds shall be handed over to tender mercies of gentlemen below I 
gangway. Not just now, and not in this particular way. Chief j 
Skckatahv remembers famous oase of absentee landlord not to be in¬ 
timidated by the shooting of his agent. So Lords, he urges, not to 1 
he properly punished fat throwing out Evicted Tenants Bill by 
having the salaries of the charwomen docked, and Buck Rodi 
turned out to beg his bread. 

Radicals at least not to be denied satisfaction at division. Salaries 
of House of Lords staff secured for another year by narrow majority 
of 31. Business dene.— Nearly all. i 


TO DOROTHY. 

(Aty Ftrur-year-oid Sweetheart.) 

To make sweet hay I was amazed to find 
You absolutely did not know the way. 

Though when yon did, it seemed much to your mind 
To make sweet hay. 

We wandered out. It was a perfect day. 

I asked if I Bright teach you. You were kind 


If in a doaen years we ’re still inclined 
To make sweet hay f 





Skptexbkr 8, 1894.] 


PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


109 



IS THE BAR A PROFITABLE PROFESSION* 

[A Cue-y to it anemetAAttrinp At Long Potation.) 

I ah always rtluo'ant tq obtrude my personality span the British 
Public. All the world Know my address in the Temple, and so lone 
os my learned friends who ant as intermediaries between myself and 
the litigation-loving publie bear me in mind, 1 require no farther 
advertisement. However, I oannot 
close my eyes to Duty, and Duty points 
to the pages of a paper that may be 
anti; eaued the organ of the Bench, 
the J nry, and the Bar. 1 feel compelled 
to publish the following short story in 
the columns of that organ as a proof of 
the degeneracy of the profession to 
which I have the honour to belong. 1 
shall be only too pleased if my Spartan- 
like conduct mores of benefit to my 
fellow-oounseL I write in their servioe, 
and without an eye—yes, I venture to 
say half an eye—to the main chance. 
My narrative will prove that ignorance, 
and, if I may be permitted to say so, 
unpardonable ignorance exists at the 
I,aw Courts. I have kept (rilent until the Long Vacation has com¬ 
menced. My reason for this retioenoe is not difficult to disoover. 
Had I taken the public into my confidence at an earlier date, it would 
be obvious that I might have suffered in professional status. Now 
that the Long Vacation has been reaohed, there is ample time for the 
process known as “ living it down.” But I will not anticipate. 

I must confess that 1 was not a little pleased the other day to leant 
from my excellent clerk, Pobtington, that a representative of the 
firm of Clogs, Judas, and Faults, were anxious to see me on a 
matter of business. 

“Have I had them as clients beforeP” I asked my worthy 
assistant. 

“Oh, no, Sir," returned Poktinoton. "You see, for the last 
five rears you have only had-” 

' • Yes, yes,” I interrupted, for my exocllent clerk is sometimes 
inclined to bsoome a trifle prosy. " 1 will see him at once. Is he in 
my room ? ” 

" Well, no, Sir; as you said that Mr. Inkkbton might use it for 
the soda-water cases, I thought it would be better to show him into 
Mr. Block's room. You see, Sir.it is tidier than your room; for 
since wo have had the lawn-tennis nets-” 

But here I again interrupted my worthy assistant, who, I am 
forced to admit, is sometimes a trifle discursive. I interrupted him, 
and, entering Block’s room, made the acquaintance of my new 
client. 

“ I think, Sir,!’ said my visitor, " that you are of opinion that 
there is no custom concerning the dismissal of office messengers P ” 

I never like to commit myself without referring to my books, to I 
was silent for a moment, 0 

“ At least,” continued my olient, ** you have not heard of any P ” 

"Well, no,” I returned; “so far as my experienoe goes, 1 have 
not come across the custom." 

“That’s quite enough for us, Sir. If you will swear that,.we 
shall want nothing further.” 

Rather to my disgust my visitor snddenly placed a tubpana in my 
hand, and told me that the ease wonld most likely be in the list on 
the following day. Annoyed at his brusqaeness 1 told him I had been 
ready to accept him gratuitously as a client. I added that as 1 now 
found 1 was only in request as a witness I should require a guinea. 

“ Ob, of course,” said my visitor, producing tbeoaab. “ We looked 
you out, and your name is in the Law Lut; and I see, too, you 
have painted it on the door of Mr. Block’s chambers.” 

Disdaining to smile at what I considered to be rather a olumsy 
attftnpt at plauanitrie, I bowed, and rang the bell. 

“ Perhaps we bad better have your private address, Sir,” continued 
my visitor. " It would be safer, for then we could wire to you when 
it same on, and yon would be sure to get our telegram.” 

“ 1 am always here while the Courts are sitting.” I returned, in a 
tone of hauteur; “ so yon must please wire to me here.” 

“ Just as you like, Sir.” 

And a few minutes later my clerk saw my visitor safety off the 

?remises. I admit that I was slightly annoyed at the term " wire.” 
t is true that his Arm's name had not appeared—at any rate, 
recently—in my fee-book, hut that was no reason why he should 
suggest that 1 was constantly absent from my chambers. I really 
pitied Messrs. Cloos, Judas and Potass for having a clerk with so 
little tact, and suah a small stock of experienoe. 

On the following morning. When I was standing at the door of the 
Carey Street Robing Room, considering whether I should assume my 
furensio oostume, or enter the Court as a layman, I s» aooottod by 
the same individual, who told me “ that we were Curd on the list.” 

" Bo yon will be wsntsd slmost at anee, Sir,” saidhe. 


“Well, I shall be able to oome,” I replied, "as, strange to say, 
I have no outiaesB before their Lordships to-day.’' 

Chiefly chamber practioe. I suppose, Sir ? u 
(iuitc so,” I returned, looking him steadily in Ihe face. “ I 
mean to-day.” 

I will not tell a wearisome story of how I had to hang about the 
Court until the interval for luncheon, and longer. I will hurry to 
the Mint when I entered the witness-box. To my surprise and secret 
“risfaction there was quite a stir when my name was oalled out. 
The Bilks in the front row emiled, and my colleagues the juniors 
tittered. Even us Lordship looked up with an expression of pleasant 
aesapatum. I was duly sworn, and gave my name. 

Now, Sir,” said the Counsel for our side, “ 1.11 me. How long 
have you known anything about offloe messengers P ” 

I considered for a moment. As a Member of tlio Bar (although 
I had not been asked for my profession—no doubt that was suffi¬ 
ciently well known) I desired to set an example. I wished to show 
what a witness should be. I desired to appear as a model worthy of 
dose and universal imitation. 

“ I have seen office messengers in offioes for many years—as long 
as I can remember.” 

I spoke with absolute gravity. To my astonishment there was a 
jitter wmoh grew into a roar of laughter; oven his Lordship found 
it diffionlt to control his caohinnation. 

“ Yes,” said the counsel, when ho had partially recovered Ids 
gravity. But, tell me, do you kuow any custom in oonneotion 
with their dismissal P " 

Again I considered thematter for a few seconds, and made a second 
reply. 

No; I am unaware of any special oustom in connection with their 
dismissal.” 

This time there was no titter. My answer was raoeived at once 
with the wildest merriment. The Judge laughed as much as anyone, 
and the Usher had to wipe his head with his handkerchief, to 
greatly moved was he by hfs sense of the ridiculous. 

My Counsel sat down oonvulsed, and had tooonceal his face behind 
his brief. 

“ I really don’t think,” gasped out the judge, “ that this witness 
need be cross-examined. ’ 

And 1 was not. As I returned to my seat amidst the smiles of 
everyone in Court, a reporter asked me for my Christian name. 
Before I could reply, one of my colleagues in wig and gown gave him 
what he supposed was the neoessary information. 

“ But you are wrong,” I whispered, and (with a view of oruslnng 
him) handed him my card. 

“You don’t say so,” returned my learned friend; “why, we 
thought you were Panto,— tho chap you know, who writes as 
* YoiiirK ’ fur the Serio-Comic Jeeter. 

And it had come to this i I had been taken, or rather mistaken, 
for a humorous contributor 1 And thi. after about a quarter of a 
oentury’s service at the Bar! And yet thoro are those who say that 
the profession is not going to the dogs! 

However, I must express my surprise at the conduct, of the judge, 
It is not ten years sinoe that 1 had tho pleasure of holding a oonsent 
brief before him. And yet he had forgotten me I When the Bench 
is so forgetful, how can Silk and Stun be expeoted to have better 
memories I 

Pump-Handle Court , (Signed) A. Bbtsfikss, Jdnioh. 
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"RHYMES." 

Whatever the subject that people dismiss, 

Theology, law, architectural playthings— 

St. Albans, for instance—there’s ready for us 
A lover of knock-me-down language to say things, 

Lord Grimthoepe will instantlv write to the Timet. 
HU last learned homilies treated of rhymes. 

He tutor— laird Grimtbobpk could toll you the rest, 

Lord Gbihthohp* could write yon a letter about it, 

Lord GaiHTnoBPii, decidedly wisest and best 
Of wise and good teachers, no person could doubt it; 
SindBbo what it may, lie wul write to the Timet , 
Church, chancery, ohapela, chants, chamfers or chimes. 

He rotor—the limit should never be past 
But where is the limit P He tackles each squabbler. 

We see each new letter, but never the last; 

AU things need repair, and Lord G. is the cobbler. 
Cathedrals or oanticles—still to the Timet 
He writes, some might say, neither reaeons nor rhymes. 


Xiutabt Word or Cowhand tom thus* who have “Falun! 
M Lovx.”—F All out! 


vol. era. 







8ILLY SEASONING. 

The era of newspaper controversy has once 
mom begun, and toe wail of the letter-writer j 
is again heard in the land. The gnilelaaa j 
reader may possibly imagine that the letters J 
he mads so readily arc so many brands' 
plucked from the burning—in other words,! 
,_sl ao many oontri- j 

crwl buttons snatched 

\ out of theWaete- 

/jnT p, Papor Il&skf-t. 

/$!■ tv- A knows better; the 
'U^L letters are written 

ffSJMF uTSSsBII M where the oontro- 

V £M*S> S-STH Newspaper Office. 

— ' Why should 85 , 

Fleet Street lag behind its neighbours in 
journalists oontroTersy P If the largest oir- 
muations bare their leader-writers, has not 
Mr. Punch his “ young men ” P The fol¬ 
lowing letters, therefore, it is frankly ad¬ 
mitted, wen written in Fleet Street Please 
notioe the oardeas grace with which “ Peok- 
ham Eye" and the “Borough Hoad” an 
thrown in to giro an air of ,r Terisimilitude 
t? a bald and unoonvindng narrative” as 
Pook Bax said. The subject of the corre- 
spondenee gars same small amount of trouble. 


another. Eventually “The Ethics of the 
Honeymoon” won by a narrow majority, 
after a close division. Of course it need 
hardly be said that the suhjeot ought to be 
matrimonial. It's expected of you. The 
public look for it. They shall get it. Here 
are some of the letters: — 

THE ETHICS OF THE HONEYMOON. 

Dear Sir,— I desire in your valuable paper 
to draw attention to a question whioh 1 have 
been carefully considering for a great number 
of years; Are Honeymoons right P Man and 
boy I have been a baehelor these forty years, 
and as such have had peculiar and extensive 
opportunities for seeing that “most of the 

S ame” whioh is reserved for outsiders. As 
10 result of my observation, I confidently 
assert that honeymoons are useless, dangerous, 
and ought to be abolished. They are useless 
in that the only people they profit are the 
hotel-r«epers. They are dangerous to the 
happy purs, who see enough of one another 
in a fortnight to imperil their happiness far a 
lifetime. Abolition is dearly the only remedy, 
and a Hyde Park Demonstration should settle 
the matter. Tours faithfully. 


Ptekham ftps. 


iNUIUIUJt 

Tom E. Box. 


spondenoe gave samt small amount of trouble. 
' Is Bleeping healthy P” was one mnestion: 
Ought Husbands to lass their wivesP ’ 1 


Dus Mr. Porch,— However eon anyone 
ask such e foolish question as " Are Honey¬ 
moons right P " I Anil never forget mine. 
It was one long dream. We spent the time 
in Bwitierlend and £800 in oath. We ’re still 


paying interest/nthe money Edwik borrowed 
to pay for it. But what of that Y The time 
we spent was a poem, the recollection of it 
is a rapture. Tbongh I should never be 
fortunato enough to spend another, I shall 
always rejoioe in my first honevmoon. 

Yours matrimonially, 

Axokusa li.ttrpoi.tin!. 

The. Curt/ Corner, Swirr Cottage. 

Sin,—I object to honeymoons because 
those who take part in them are so unsociable. 
What greater disfigurement to a landsoape 
than a lot of oouples honeymooning about Y 
The whole thing is such a farce, too—each 
would rather speak to some one ehe, .both 
are afraid of offending one another. To pre¬ 
vent anyone thinking I say this because I've 
been bitten myaelf, 1 may add that my fir.t 
honeymoon was mob a aueoess that next week 
I'm going to get married again, and take 
another. Tours, A Widower. 

1097, Borough Hoad, S.E. 

On a Heroine of our Say. 

Her very naughtiness is droll. 

There'a fun in her worst fully, 

In fact she ’a no Bodety Doll, 

But a Bodety “Dolly.” 

On her the atraighteat-laoed spectator 
Bestows his benediotioa, 

And owns her keen and t killed creator 
A Hope e< Engliah fiction. 
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TNI LAW OF THE (SOCIAL) MMOLE. 

Mb. Rcdixbd Kifldco has given ns in hit 
own inimitable way a sample of Jungle Law, 
which, aa he says. i» of “immenae com¬ 
plexity.” Now Society is alto a Jangle, the 
Human Jungle. In it the BSte-Mumaine 
congregates, for a variety of purposes. Its 
laws aim are oomplex, and wonderfully like 
thou of the Wolr.ee at Boloo gave them in 
sing-song. Fo*,example:— 

(for " Wolf" read " Worldling,” for "Jungle" 
the “ Social World.") 

Now this it the Law of the Jungle—so ancient 
that no one asks ” Why P ” 

And the Wolf that shall keep it may prosper, hut 
the Wolf that ahall break it must fiy, 

As the oobweb that meshes the comers, the 1mm 
nets Society’s track— 

For the strength of the Paok is tho Wolf, and the 
strength of the Wolf is the Paok. 

I. 

“Tub” daily from head-crown to toe-tip; 

drink fr»ely bat seldom too deep: 

And remember the nipht in for larks, and 
forget not the day is for sleep, 
n. 

The Jackal may sponge on the Lion; but. Cab, 
when thy whiskers are grown, 

Remember the Wolf is a hunter—go forth 
and track prey of thine own. 


given to squelching the weak. 

IV. 

When Faok crosses Paok in the jungle, and 
neither will budge from the trail. 

Lie down till the Lawyers have spoken, for 
tongue against tooth mag prevail 1 
v. 

When ye fight with a Wolf of the Pack, do 
not fight him alone or afar, 

Let others look on at the aorimmage, the Paok 
is amused by such war. 

VI. 

Tho House of the Wolf is his refuge, and 
where he has made him his home, 

If he is a Wolf of fair ounning, not e’en 
County Councils may coin. 

VII. 

The House of the Wolf is his refuge, but let 
him shun odorous drain. 

Or the Council will send him a “Notice,” 
and he ’ll have to “ repair” it again, 
vin. 

If ye hunt after midnight be careful, and 
block not the publio highway. 

Lest ye draw the polioe from their gossips, 
and have Forty Shillings to pay. 

ix. 

l e may kill female souls for your pleasure, 
•ay snare them the best way ye can, 
but mind you don’t poach on preserves that 
belong to a wealthier man f 

, x. . 

If ye plunder his Kill from a weaker, don’t 
put on too much “ blooming side.” 
home deeds it is lawful to do, which, as being 
“ bad form,” you should hide. 

The “ form ” of the Paok is the law of the 
Pack. It will pardon white lies, 

And a wriggle or two, but that Wolf’s a gone 
coon who the Pack “ form ” defies, 
xu. 

The Kill of the Wolf ie the meat of the Wolf, 
• He may do what he will 
With his prey when ha’s hunted H down; 
but he shouldn’t let pals see him kill. 





A “NEW WOMAN." 




The Vicar'e Wife. “Am RAvx von bad ooon Sfo*t, Miss OouiXNBiao t” 

Itiee 0 . “ Ob, biffin’ I 1 only shot onx Rabbit, but 1 manaoxp to injcbx quit* a 

DOZEN UOBE 1 " 


Cub-Right is tho right of the Minor. For 
deeds of orass folly or shame 

He may put in the plea, “I'm an Iiftnt 1 ” 
and Law will acknowledge the same. 

XIV. 

Sale-Right is the right of the Mother. For 
ail her rhe-eubs she may claim 

The right of frae-market (or marriage), and 
none may deny her the same. 

XT, 

Law-Bight is the right of the Male. He has 
made Jungle-law all Us own. 

He it free cl ell veioe of the Female; end 
Judged by the be-wolves alone. 


; Because of hit age and bis ounning, bit grip 
and bis power of jaw, 

! In all that the Law leaveth open the word of 
King Mammon it Law. 

| Note three are the Lane of the Jungle, to 
away hitman Woh-.ee where they ewarm; 
j But the head and the front of the Law, the 
beginning and end ie—Conronu t 

1 Wonderful, is it sot, how little the Law of j 
; the Wolf require* modifying to make it the 
Law of the Worldling! The reason, per- 
! haps, is that the average Worldling it so very 
much like a Wolf, especially in gregarious- 
nest end greed far prey! 
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lyre and lancet. 

(A Story in Sana.) 

TART X.—BORROWED I’U MES. 

Scan XVII.— UlfPEHsnELL'a Bedroom in the Eaet Wing ut Wyvern, 

Tint—About 9 p.m. 

The Steward's Boom Boy (knotting and entering). Brought you 
up some ’of water, Bir, case you’d like to clean up More supper. 

Vndernhcll. 1 nrmumn evening dress is not indispensable in the 
Housekeeper's Koom ; but I oan hardly make even tbo aimpleat toilet 
until yoti arc good enough to bring up my portmanteau, n here m it? 
Boo. I never ’card nothink of no porkmanteau. Bir! 

Und. You will hoar a (rood deal about it, unless it is forthcoming 
at once. Just find out what ’« become of it—a new portmanteau, with 
a white atar painted on it. [The Boy retiree, impressed: an interval. 

Boy (re-appearing). I managed to got a few words with Thou A*, 
our second footman, just as he was coming out o’ the ’All, and he 
err. the only portmanteau with a white star waa took up to the 
Verney Chamber, which Thomas unpacked it hisself,, i 

Vnd. Then tell Thomas, with my compliment*, that he will) 
trouble himself" to 
pack it again imme- 

Boy. But Thomas 
has to wait at table, 
and besides, he says 
as he laid out the 
drees things, end the 
gen'lmun a* is in the 
Verney Chamber is a 
wourin’ of ’em now, 

Sir. 

Vnd. ( indignant). 

But they 're mine ' 

Confound his impu¬ 
dence 1 Here, 1 '11 
write him a line at 
onoo. (He scribbles u 
note.) Here, see that 
the gentleman of the 
Verney Chamber gets 
this at onoe, and bring 
me his answer. 

Boy. What! me 
into the Dinin’ ’A. 
with all the swells 
tablet I dursn't, l 
should get the seek 
from old Tummy. 

Vnd. I don’t care 
who takes it *o long 
as it. is taken. Tell 
Thomas it’s hie mis¬ 
take, and he must do 
what he oan to put it 
right. Say 1 shall 
certainly complain if 
I don’t get back my 
clothes and portmanteau. Get that note delivered, and I ’ll give 
you half-a-orown. ( To himeelf , us the Boy departe much againet 
hie trill.) So, not oontent with denying me a place at her table, this 
Lady Culvkkin allows her minions to clothe a mure favoured gueat 
at my expense! I’m hanged if I stand it 

SciBK XVIII,— The Dining Hall. The table it oral; Sl’UKRKLt, it 
placed between Lsdy ItniiDA Cokay.vk und Mrs. Bhooxx-Chatterih. 

Mrs. Chatterit (encouragingly , after then are leafed). Now, I shall 
expeot vou to be very brilliant and entertaining. I ’ll do all the lis¬ 
tening for onoe in a way- though, generally, 1 can talk about all 
manner of silly things with anybody 
Spurred (extremely ill at soar). Ob-er—l should sav you were 
equal to that. But I really can't think of anything to talk about. 

Mrs. Chatt. That’s a bad beginning. I alwayst/ind the menu 
cards such a good subject when there’s anything at all out of the 
(Simmon about them. If they’re urnamented, you run talk about 
them- though not for very long at a time, don’t you think P 
Spnrr. (miserably). I oan't sav how long I oouid go on about 
ornamented ones—but these are plain. ( To himcelf.) I can hear this 
waistcoat going already, and we ’re only at the soup! 

Mrt. Chatt. It is a pity. Never mind; tell me about literary and 
artistic people. Do you know 1 *m rather glad I’m not literary or 
artistio myself—it seems to make people so queer-looking, somehow. 
Oh, of oourse I didn't mean you looked queer—but generally, ywu 
know,. Yon ’ve mode quite a sueoess with your Andromeda, haven’t 
you P I only go by what 1 ’m told—I don’t read much myself, we 


women have so many really seri ous matters to attend to—arranging 
about dinners, and visits, and trying on frookmand then resting 
about from party to party. I so seldom get a quiet moment. Ah J 
knew I wanted to ask you something. Diff you ever know anyone 
1 oalled Lady Grirolink P 

Spnrr. Lady—er— Grisolke ? No; oan t say I do. I know Lady 
Maisie, that’s all. , . , 0 „ ,, , . 

Mrt. Chatt. Oh. and the waa the original P Now, that u exott- 

• » . r l _1 j 1_ 31 — MAnirainari Haw——** Intllrr ’’ «nn 


__ ,. I don’t understand more than about half 

(Aloud.) Oh, I don't see anything particularly green 



“ It does seeiu’to me such—well,’such footle,! ’ 


different! 
daresay 
not. 

Spurr. (to himeelf). 

•he’s saying, 

about you. , ., 

Mrt. Chatt. (only partially pleated). I wonder if you meant that 
to be complimentary—no, you neednjt explain. Now tell me, is 
there any news abont the Laureatesbip? who’s going to get it? 
Will it be SwigstTRUE or Lewis Morris P 

Spurr. (to himeelf). Never heard of the stakes or the horses 

either. (Aloud.) Well, 
to tell you the truth, 
I haven’t been follow¬ 
ing their form — too 
many of these small 
events nowadays. 

Mrs Chatt. (to 
hereelf). It’s quite 
amusing how jealous 
these poets are of one 
another! (Aloud.) In 
it true they get a butt 
of sherry given Ilium 
for it? 

Spurr. I've heard 
of winners getting a 
bottle or two of oham- 
pigne in a bucket- 
not sherry. But a 
little stimulant won’t 
hurt a crack when he 
oomes in, provided it's 
not given him too 
soon ; wait till he’s 
got his wind and done 
blowing, yon know. 

Mrt. Chatt. 1 ’m 
taking that in. I 
know it’s very witty 
and satirical, and I 
daresay 1 shall un¬ 
derstand it in time. 

Spurr. Oh, it doesn’t 
matter much if you 
don’t. (To himeelf.) 
Pleasant kind of wo¬ 
man—but a perfect 
fool to talk to! 

Mrt. Chatt. (to herte(f). i ‘ve always heard that clever writers 
are rather stupid when you meet them—it's quite true. 

Captain Thickneete (to himeelf). I should like her to see that I’ve 
got some imagination m me, though she dote think me suoh an us. 
(Aloud, to Lady Maisi a.) Jolly old haU this is, with the banners, and 
the gallery, ana that—makes you fancy some of those old medimval 
Johnnies in armour—knights, you know—cornin' olankin’ in (ml 
turnin’ ns all out. 

Lady Maieie (to herself). I do trust Mr. Spurreli. isn’t acying 
something too dreadful. I’m sure I beard my name just now. 
(Aloud, abeently, to Capt. Thickhesse.) No, did you realty 1 How 
amusing it must have been! „ 

Capt. Thick. ( aggrieved). If you 'ddane me the hononrof payin' any 
attention to what I was savin', you’d have found out it i casn't amu-iu'. 

Truly M. {starting). Oh, wasn't itP I’m so entry I missed it. 
]—I’m afraid I was thinking of something else. Do tell me again ! 

Capt. Thick, (still hurt). No, X won’t infliot it on you—not worth 
repeatin'. And 1 should only be takin’ o9 your attention from a 
fellow that does know how to talk. 

Lady M. (with a guiltiness which the trice to carry off under 
dignity). I don’t thin* I understand what you mean. 

Cant. Thick. Well, I couldn't help hearin' what you said to your 
poet-friend before we went in about having to put up with partners; 
and it isn’t what you may call flattering to a fellow’s feclis*s, being 
put up with. 

Lady If. (hotly). It—it was not intended for you. You entirely 














September 8, 1894.] _PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Capt. Thick . Daresay I *m vay doue; but, even to my compre¬ 
hension, it’s plain enough thnt the reason why you weren T t lUtonm* 
to me just now was that the Poet had the look to say somethin’ that 
you found more interesting.* 

Lady M. Ton are quit* wrong—it’s too absurd: I never even met 
Mr. SruBBEU. in my life till this afternoon. It you really must 
know, I heard him mention my name, and - and I wondered, 
naturally, what he oould possibly he saying. 

Capt. Thick. Somethin’ very charmin’ and poetioal, I’m sure, 
and I'm makin'von lose it all. Apologise—shan't happen again. 

Lady it. Please be sensible, and let ns talk of something else. 
Are you staying here long ? 

Cayt. Thick. Tou will be gratified to hoer I leave for Alderahot 
to-morrow. Meant to have gone to-day. Sorry I didn’t now. 

Lady M. 1 think it was a thousand pities you didn’t, os you seem 
to have stayed on purpose to be as stupid and unkind as yon possibly 
can. [A’As turn » to her other neighbour. Lord Lcllington. 

Mrs. Chati. [to Capt, Thicxkesse, who ie on her other tide). Oh, 
Captain Thicenwee, what do you think Mr. Spuekell has just 
told me? Tou remember those linee to Lady Gbismjne that 
Mr. PtLuitER made suoh fun of this morning? Well, they were 
meant for Indy Miisie ! They’re quite old friends, it seems. <So 
romantic! Wouldn’t you like to know how they oame to meet ? 


met before! Sooner I get back the better. Only in the way here. 

lady AT. (turning to him). Well, are you as determined to be 
disagreeable as ever? Ob, yes, I see you are! 

Capt. Thick. I'm hnrt, that ’e what it is, and I'm not clever at 
hiding my feelin's. Faot is, I’ve just been told somethin’ that— 
well, it’s no business of mine, only you might have been a little more 
frank with an old friend, instead of leavin’ it to oome through some¬ 
body else. These things always oome out, you know. 

Lady M. (to herself ). That wretoh hae been talking! I knew he 
would I (Aloud.) I—I know I’ve been very foolish. If 1 was to 
tell you some time- 

Capt. Thick, (hastily). Oh, no reason why yon should tell me any¬ 
thing. Assure you, I—I’m not curious. 

Lady M. In that ease I shall oertainly not trouble you. (To 
herself .) He may think just what he pleases, I don't oare. But. 
oh, if Mr. Spukbem, dares to speak to me after this, I shall 
astonish him! 

Lady lthnda (to SrtiBBEl. 1 .). I say—1 am in a funk. Only just 
beard who 1 'm next to. I always do feel such a perfect fool when 
i’ve got to talk to a famous person—and you’re frightfully famous, 
aren’t yon ? 

Spurr. (modestly). Oh, I don’t know ~1 suppose I am, in a sort of 
way, through Andromeda. Seem to think so here, anyhow. 

Lady llh. Well, I’d lietter tell you at onoe, I’m no good at 
Poetry- can’t make head or tail of it, some'ow. It does seem to me 
such—well, such footle. Awf’ly rude of me sayin’ things like that! 

Spurr. Is it? I'm just th^ame—wouldn’t give a penny a yard 
for Poetry, myself! ® 

Lady Rh. You wouldn’t? I am glad. Such a let-off forme! 

I was afraid you’d want to talk of nothin' else, and the only things 
I can really talk about are horses and dogs, and that kind of thing. 

Spun-. That ’a all right, then, A111 don't know about dogs and 
horses you oould put in a homouopathio globule—and then it would 
rattle' 

Lady 1th. Then you 're just the man. Look bare, l've an 

Airedale at home, and he’s losin’ all his ooat and- 

[They convene with animation. 

Spurr. (later to himself). I am getting on. I always knew I 
was made for Society. If only this ooat was easier under the arms! 

Thomas (behind him -in a diiereet whisper). Beg your pardon, 
Sir, but 1 was requested to ’and you thia note, and wait for an 
answer. 

Spurr. (opening it, and reading). “ Mr. GalfbiD TJndebsbEI.l 
thinks that the gentloman who u oooupying the Verney Chamber 
has doubtless by inudvertenoe, put on Mr. UNBKlWlIKLt's evening 
clothes. As he requires them immediately, he will he obliged by an 


THE VOYAGE OF ALFRED. 

[8eo Mr. Aumra Austin's article, entitled “ Thst Damnable Country," 
in Jllackumi'i Jtegeeinc.) 

“Linn, hind!” cried Alfeed Avails, “By my halidom, I epy 
land! 

Many weary leagues we’ve wandered since we left onr nativo 
chores, 

Seeking still through oalm and tempest a remote and barren island, 
While we smote the sounding furrows of the ooean with our oars. 

“Never wind availed to beat ue; by M 

the waters overweighted, i 

Or becalmed, with idle oanvashang- 4*554- 

mg loosely from the mast, -, 

Yet we steered her or we rowed her ’ok," - JEJbpB 
with our oourage unabated, 

And, our labours past and over, we 
hare oome to land at last. 

“Though the land bo bleak and 
barren, though barbarians its 

Let us add this last achievement to 
tha record of our deeds; KT 

When the savage tribes come shout- 

ing as attaekers and renellers, : 

We can win the men with olothing fl W 

and the women-folk with beads. ™ 

“There be savages in India as in 

Tierra del Fuego; ' 

There be savages in Zululaad with shield and assegai; 

We have tamed them, whether uannibals or fed on rice and sago— 
Shall a Briton ever flinch from auoh ? No, by the Lord, not 1[! ” 

On the land he had discovered thus the Poet Austin landed; 

Maeco Polo or CoLUHiira might have envied him the scone ; 

And in prose he has described it, in a language understanded 
Of the people, and has printed it in Blackwootfs Magazine. 

The scenery was beautiful, so lovely that it dazed him; 

He thought their manners charming, and he rather liked their rain. 
He did not find them savages, which seems to have amazed him; 

And he tells us all to visit them again and yet again. 

We thank you for the hints you give describing what you've seen 
there, 

It really is amazing; but—(a whisper in jour ear) 

You ’re not the first disooverer, for some of us have been there, 

And shaken hands with Irish folk before tho present year. 

Bat in your precious artiole your wonder von exhaust in 
Describing how an Irishman ean really he polite: 

“Behold,” you say, “ the Irishman as patronised by Austin ; 

He is not blaok, though painted so—m faot he’s rather white.” 

Don’t patronise so much, dear A. I do not say you write ill; 

But oh that awful title, with its most offensive I) —! 

Devoutly do I hope, dear A„ you ’ll find a better title. 

And write a wiser artiole when next you cross the sea. 


Studies feom the New-de.— The rage fur “New”-ness, which 
oommenoed with the New Humour, is extending to the theatres. The 
New Boy now haa for a competitor The New Woman. What 
matters, so long as neither ia a Nui-B'anoe ? 


imuKa that the gentloman who is occupying the verney uiamoer 
has doubtless by inadvertenoe, put on Mr. Undkesuell's evening 
clothes. As he requires them immediately, he will be obliged by an 
early appointment being made, with a view to their return.” (To 
himself.) Oh, I/ir! Then it wasn't Sir Eumbt, after all! Just 
when 1 was beginning to enjoy my evening, too. What on earth am 
I to say to this chap ? I can’t take ’em all off here! 

[He site staring at the paper in blank dismay. 

The Vail of the Word-Spinner. 

Tn mm is nothing new under the sun at all 
To your journalist ponny-a-lining and shoppy. 

And how can a man he “ original ” 

When lus days (and his nights) are devoted to “ copy ” ? 

No, no, his tired head will offer “ knook at tho star»7’ 

Who is tied to the spinning of “leuden” and “pan.” 


“ Finest Bngliah!” 

“ By their fruits ye shall know thorn,” those vendors of peaches, 
Tomatoes, and oob-nnts, and currants and cherries; 

But what me vet lank is tha wisdom that teaches 
Detoot ioAt fraudulent fruit*, nuts, und berries, 

Which come from abroad, to the Britisher's talile. 

All marked “ Finest Knglish! ” that, lying old land! 

A Trade Mark is wanted—to badge these false brutes, 

That Bum, may not only know them but tin it fruits. 

The Seven Ac** of Man.- CW-age (Infancy), Trot-age (Nursery 
Toddler). Hot- age (Youth), SAot-ase-lSport), AKot-age (Matrimo¬ 
nial), “ Rot”-age (Celebrity), and Dot-age (Senility). 


The Head Fall of Man.—F ulling in love I 
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HOLIDAY CHARACTER STUDIES. 

Mrs. Stanley flaunderson (m!o Martha PuUalove, th* Liverpool heiress). “What would Donur no, if ms lovino little Wifby 
didn't CARS* 1MB ORKAT HEAVY WaTRRI'ROOF FOR HIM WHEN IT LEA V KH OFF RaINIKU, AND HR WANTS TO SmOKR!" 

Mr. Stanley Bounder son (alia* Ihruty'i. "He'd oarht it himself, I ruffork!'’ 

Jour*. Q.V. (aside to Mrs. Jimts), “Yis; AND ill Twic* as fond or uis little Wiffy into the raioiin, you but!’’ 

[ Which i* best, to love murJi. lit* Mr*. S. B , or be much loved, litre Mr*. J. * 


DON’T "COME UNTO THESE YELLOW SANDS”! 

Or, The Sleety Sad* and the Blameful Ethiopians. 

A Sea -ride Sketch in September. 

Scene —A Sea-ehort in holiday time. Present— A Sleepy Sage 
in holiday attire. 

Sleepy Sage (eoliloquieee). “ Here ooaso more questions,” u my 


give you no snubs. 

“ Thou «rt inclined to sloop,” 
ooutinuei Prospsro. I am. 

“ ’Tio a good liulmit 
And give it way.” 

I oh all. Dulneoi of course “ in a Shakspearisn sente." I .ike Bottom. 
“ I have an exposition of sleep some upon me,” but the “ captain of 
my draws” is not that of the egregious weaver. Pheugh! ’tit 
torrid! Nunc eei bibmdum! Where’s that wine-oup lying oouohed 
in—sand P Good! Guggle—guggle-guggle ! The wy glug-glug of 
lapsing liquor is soporific ss the sound of w 

“ Silver rivers, to whoso falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals.” 

Sweet *' Swan,” thy nm.de runneth in my head to-dar. Better than 

the bussing* of the politioil Bumblc-B'a, the bray of Bast -hut 

no matter' 'Tis a season when, in sugary summer mood, one wishes 
•oft slumbers even to the blaring Bottom* of tbehour, ‘ Blessed he 
the man who invented sleep 1 ” Bight, good Sancho ! 

" Oh sloop! it is a Mossed thing, 

BvloYed from pole to polo! ” 

True, oh A notent Mariner! Come, lord of strotohed ease end night- 
capped noddles. {Drawee*,) 


Holer certain ebony Minstrels, of sham Ethiopian earl, on raueou* 
row—miscalled jxipulur music—eagerly intent, 

Hirst Minstrel (softly). Hist! //o^shere! 

Second M. (/ nanissinio 1. See lie slumhers!! 

Third M. (eotlo rare). Now have we Him at vantage!!! 

Toby (fortissimo). Yap! Yap! Yap! 

Sleepy Sage (drowsily). Down, Dog of dogs, down, Sir! 

[Tobias, albeit reluctantly, " downs" accordingly. 
First M. Say, what shall wo tip him P “ The Chucker-Out” P 
Second M. Or "Linger longer Lulu!”P Or “OetyouT Har- 
»urt.! ” ? Or “ The Grand Old Man who shied *' P 
First M. Or “ My Pull and my ‘ Preponderant Partner’ John” P 
Or " My Prattv Primrotera ” P 

Second M. Or “The Hum of B's" P Or “ The Tin Oee (Jay) 
Gee” P 

Third M. By Jabers, no, lct’e give him something Hibernian— 
for a ohange! » 

First if. (aside). Oh Lords deliver us! 

Second M. (aside). For a change t 
Third M. (sings fortissimo)— , 

My name is Patrick Leahy, 

From the town New Tipperary. 

The heart of Bill O’B waa 1 'm a thorn in. 

But for my long promised pay, 

1 must wait ennther day. 

For ihe Peers have chnokod me cruel and wid scornin'! 
Chorus :— 

To my woes oould they be onnlder P 
Sinte they've give me the oould shoulder! 

To the poor plan-of-oampaigners I'm a warnin'. 

Faix 1 I’ve lately tuk the notion 
I must crons the brainy ooean. 

And seek funds in Philadelphy some foine mornin'. 

Toby (exploding). Yap! yapl! yapl.ll , 














DON'T “COME UNTO THESE YELLOW SANDS 

Mb. P. [sleepily). ‘GO AWAY—GO AWAY:—I ’VE HAD ENOUGH OF YOU!” 
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sleepy Sage (stirring,and twittering). When my cue- oomes, call me, I 
»nd I will answer. My next ii "February Fill-dyke.” Hey! ho! 
B-btl-t-Quinci: ! B-wl-s the bellow«-blower! As-m-ah the State- 
tinker ! Wb-b the interrogative! Gad’s my life! stolen away and left 
me asleep! I have had a nftet rare vision! I have had a dream,—past; 
the wit of man (as Bottom and the G. 0. M. both put it) to say what 
dream it was: man is hut an assif he go about to expound this (Irish) 
dream. Methought I was—there is no man oan tell what. Methought 
I was, and methought I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if he 
offer to say what I had. Meseemed I was a sort of Hibernian 

Titania enamoured of- But the eye of man hath not heard, the ear 

of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue to 
oouoeive, nor his heart to report what I was enamoured of. I will get 
one of my young men to write a ballad of this Hibernian Midsummer- 
Madness Dream ; it may well be called Bottom'e Dream, because it 
hath no bottom. It seemed to be suggested bv, and to be set to, 
music of a musio-hally sort,, tripping hut thunderous and thrasonio, 

and- (rubs his eyes). Hillo!!! (To the three minstrels tuning op 

for another try.) Who in the name of Nox are you f I twig, I twig! 


Ri lom ik wisely says the traffic of London 
Isn’t mere local matter—ought to be national. 

Hope we may get some good from wisdom of Baloman ! 

Hardly expect it, though. 

Far too long a prey to the power of Bumbledom! 

Hope too long deferred has made me a Pessimist. 

Traffic ? Merita the name as much as these stanzas do 

That of true Sapphics Sir ’. 

Borer of London. 

You back such bunglers ? I would see them Mowed first— 
Duffers no civic spirit can rouse to competence, 

Paltry, preposterous, pettifogging, pottering, 

raunchy Panjandrums! 


holiday quint, my rural rest, my sea-side sedation P 

Dotft come unto these yellow sands, 

Corked mugsjmd hands l 
Hook it! You will not be missed. 

• Off! off! well-hissed! 

Foot itfeatly anywhere, 

So I’ne not your burden here. 

Hark! hark! 

(Burden.) Bow-wow!!! ( Diapersedly.) 

'Tis Toby's bark! 

(Burden.) Bote-wow!!! ( Dispersedly.) 

Hark! Listen ! Hear! 

Clear out, each cork-smudged Chanticleer ! 

Get out, and leare me —bo I 

[ Exeunt Blameful Ethiopians ignominiousty. Sage again com¬ 
poses himself to sleep. 


SAPPHICS ON TRAFFIC. 

(d borer of London to a IVmry Would-be. Wayfarer.) 

Lorer of London. 

Wouin-BR wayfarer! little think the proud ones 
Win in their coaches roll along the turnpike- 

«iiuad, what hard work ’tis tryimr all day for Pimlico, 

Tell me, wayfarer, how these Omnibuses, 

Growlers, and Hansoms, carts and vansof l’iCKKOHli, 
Slithering slowly over the slippery asphalts, 
Manage a journey! 

Lingering loitering is not Locomotion! 

Triokling slow trailing through attenuate tho¬ 
roughfares. 

Paroxysms of crawl and block alternate. 


A SONG FOR THE SLOGGER. 

{By One who has seen him Smite.) 

(During the Scarborough Cricket Week, Mr, C. 1. Tkckntos, the 
champion slogger of England and enihusinsth- supporter of the sport, was 
prrseuted with a silver trophy, representing himself at the wicket, us a 
memento of the great part he has taken in the Scarborough Festival ainco 
its institution in 1869. Playing in the second innings of M. C. C. against 
Yorkshire, Mr. Thornton batted as energetically as ever, and twice drove 
the ball out of tho ground.) 


Gheat Thobnton the slogger, it comes as a jogger 
To memory this tale of your trophy well merited. 

Groat Beott.I bow time’s Hitting. 
Your gift of tail-hitting, 

WwjjC Which no one—save Bosnob— 

has fully inherited. 

You showed e’en at Eton. It has 
3jaMbs*j WF* not been biaten. 

jjgjmjl You’d whin even June at 

W '- “furious driving." 

dashing 0 ’Brif.n could lick tho 

nil Of Cambridge, whose fire ia still 

wl JW Mil U plainly surviving, 

nvi Af(H > ' The pet of tho Million, you’ve 

N fin eh-ared the pavilion. 

And spanked the ball many times 
“ over the paling,” 

Here ’» health to you 11 Buns! ” may you score lots of runs, 
And oft stir the crowd with your spirit unfailing. 

How often I’d watoh when they “bowled for a catch,” 

And you gave ’em one, truly, but in the next parish! 

You’d run up your hundred, while “ all the world woudered,” 
In less than an hour, Sir, a paoe wear-ond-tearish. 

Though pedants demur, mighty smiting will stir, 

So “ more power to your elbow," great Slogger of Sixes! 

Ah! if you should play in the Shades some fine day, 

The Elysium Fields, in the old Oval way, 

They must ” spread,” and you ’ll then dear the bounds, 
though they’re Styx’s I!! 


: alternate, 

Gall you these Traffic! 


Civic Would-be Wayfarer. 

Traffio Why bless you! We have none worth colling so j 
’Tisn’t a thing expected in Loudon City. 

This sluggish crawling varied with stoppage is all that 
We may attain to. 

^Vhat with the narrow labyrinths miscalled thoroughfares, 
What with the sewers and gas, the water and telegraphs, 
Traffic is simply a species of lingering agony, 

• In the Metropolis! 

Something is always " up,” Sir, pipe-layers, paviors, 
Stirrers of most malodorous witch-broth cauldrons, 

Makers of shindy and stench, with poor old Babylon, 

Play up old Gooseberry ! 

Courts and Councils, Committees and Correspondents, 
Always reporting, writing, and railing concerning it; 
Nothing comes of it all save chaos more complicate, 

And higher ratings. 

Chcnpddo, Fleet Street, Strand, all semi-impassable, 
Scarody a “ right-away ” road,in all the Capital; 

As for the “ affluents " of our so-caljed arteries, 

Th ey are ehoisk-blockioal! 


QUEER QUERIES. 

Cheapness and Ijoht.— Will some reader kindly inform me 
what it the best way of recovering the expenses 1 have recently been 
put to in a most unpleasant Norwegian tour 1 Norway is said to be 
a oheap oountr.v, so I think 1 was not unreasonable in expecting to 
be able to see Christiania, Bergen. Trondbjem, and the North Cape, 
with all the prindpal fiords and glaciers, for a five-pound note. Bui 
I was bitterly disappointed. As for the Midnight Sun. it is a com¬ 
plete fraud, and I would have alpsidered myself luoky if 1 had seen 
a mid-day sun more than onoe or twioe in my tour. Ought not the 
companies who edvertisefor tourists to explain that the Norse moun- 


found that itraras impossible to get supper, bed, and breakfast for 
less than halmi-crown anywhere! Comment is needless, 1 have 
just returned home, and find that I have actually spent, during only 
three weeks’ travel, exootly £8 10«. 7Jd. 1 had a miserable erossing 
to Hull. Whom ought 1 to sue t ’ I’khish Scandinavia. 


WOT by “ s Popular Baronet.” 

On streams whose ooursc one must nut block 
A weir is found hard by a look; 

At Westminster it would appear 
They *a like t look upon their Weir. 








UNCII, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. '[SMmuat e, 1894 




5W««w Ciw 




DOGS’ MEET. ! 

The annual Canine Congress opened yestor- i 
day in the Iule of Doge. Should the weather, 
prove favourable it i» expected that the re- i 
union will be mnat successful. The Presi- 
dential Add raw wu delivered by A. New- 
rounDi.ANii, E«q winner of the ant prize in 
a recent Crystal Palace Show. 

The President, who was received with 
general tail-wagging and yelping, observed 
that a statement had recently appeared in the 
publia Press to the effeot that there were two j 
million does in the United Kingdom. (Sim- 
satiim.) Yea, he was so informed by his 
employer's scullery maid, in whom he had 
implicit confidence, as she atways aotcd very 
liberally towards him in the matter of bones. 
{Applause.) What he wanted to know was, 
did all these dugs pay their licences, at they 
ought to do r ( General barking.) All dogs 
who did not pay should be “ collared "—either 
by their employers or the police. {Bark* and 


one form of food more repulsive tnan another 
it waathe/ln de tiiclt dog bisonit. (Laughter \ 
Had it any meat in it at all f (" No.") tyj 
it oomposed chiefly of bad animal fat and 

bran f (“re,.") There was yet one mw 
grievance he had to mention,; On washing 
days (hawk) it was sad to think that then 
dignity should be lowered by having to sub¬ 
mit to a ooat of lather. In this matter some 
otherwise exoellent employers seemed afflicted 
with rabies. (Bark*.] He would leave it to 
the consideration of the Congress whether a 
universal strike against the grievances he had 
enumerated should be organised. 

[ Loud and general barking. 

[ At the close of the President’s address the 
Congress adjourned for the day. 

Papers have been promised on “ Cats, and 
How to Tackle them, on 11 The Temptation 
presented bv Cyolists' Calves,” and on 
" Hygienic Kennels.” A very attractive pro¬ 
gramme of excursions to plaecB of interest in 
tho vicinity has also been arranged. Members 
of the Congress will be enabled to swim over 
to the south side of the Thames, and inspect 
the Hogs' Home at Battersea, if the Manager 
will admit them. A happy day among the 
deer iu Greenwich Park is contemplated, and 
Barking will of oourse reoeive a visit. Alto¬ 
gether, if the polioe do not interfere, a 
thoroughly enjoyable outing is anticipated. 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Stage-Manager (to Ntrtvu * Amateur ). “Well, Old Chap, h»v ask vou peeliko sow! 
Got kid op the SrAup. KeiohtI" 

A’snwiu Amateur. '• Yxs ; sue ’» just gone up to beb DrE8«no-room 1" 


j toms dissent.) If there were really two 
I millions of their race, it oould hardlv be 
; denied that the United Kingdom deserved the 
i title of the true " Hogs’ Home.” (Laughter.) 
But they had several crying—he meant howl¬ 
ing— grievances. In the first place there 
were too many mongrels about. (Growled 
Yes, in their case multiplication was vexa¬ 
tion. (A laugh.) He would put it to the 
oommon sense of the meeting. Obviously 
there v.t only a oertain quantity of bones 
in theTtuuntry. Well, the fewer dogs the 
: more bones would there be for the remainder. 

(Barks of assent.) Then, as to the exoellent 
legal doctrine, the Palladium of their liberties, 
that “ Every dog may have one bite.” He 
was sorry to see that some magistrates had 
been indraed to throw doubt on the justice of 
this maxim, and he hoped the Lord Ckaw- 
celuir would fly at those magistrates—he 
: meant remove them. (Barks.) Another point 
1 to which he most refer was that there was a 
I tendency to put them off with imported bones. 


THE CURSE. 

A Fbagmeut A la Ingoldruv, 

• • # • 

The Spectre arose with a menacing look. 

He called not for candle, for toll, or for book, 

But in terrible tones, growing gruffer and 
gruffer, 

He solemnly cursed that deluded Old Buffer 1 

He cursed him at board, be cursed him in 
hed, 

From his buniony feet to his shiny bald head; 

He cursed him in sleeping, that eveTy night 

He should dream about burglars and wake in 
a fright; 

He oursod him in eating, he ouraed him in 
drinking, 

With troubles dyspeptio and feelings of 
“sinking 1 ’; [flying, 

He oursed him in walking, in running, in 


With horror of living: and longing: for dying. 
He banished him harshly from home, oouoh, 
andoook, 

His favourite chair, and his best-beloved 
book; [smoke, 

Fram afternoon snooze, and from snug evening 
From old-fashioned “rubber,” and elderly 
joke; 

From pottering round in his trim-bedded 
garden, [ohuroh warden; 

From down-at-heel slippers, old coat, and 
Condemned him to drees m swell togs void of 
ease, 

To hurry and scurry, to crowd and to squeeze; 
To horrible burdens and journey a of length, 
F.xoeedingly trying to temper and strength; 
To puff like a porpoise, to pant and perspire, 
T 

Never was heard such a horrible curse! 

But what may give rise 
To some little surprise, 

This onrae, at which oourage may shiver and 
shake. 

It only condemned the Old Buffer to take 
Hie Annual Holiday!! What can be worse f 
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THE VACUOUS TIME. 

f*' Sei-serpenti a™ bow in scuson, and running 
very Urge.”— The Unheeiuet^ I'letnallcr.] 

Let Cowes delight in barques that bite 
Their furrows o'er the fallow main, 
Careering round the Isle of Wight, 

And ultimately home again. 

Some men may go to Westward Ho 1 
And pottePgravely through the greens, 
Or lease a little moor, and blow 
The harmless grouse to smithereens; 

Or flit noross to fjord and/os, 

And oaptivatc the toothsome trout 
Or hack initials on a tehlusa. 

And ohuok their orange-peel about. 

Let somejepair to regions where, 

Beneath the usual Southern moon. 

The nigger in his native lair ; 

liaises the Alabama coon. 

A few may fly to far Shanghai, 

Or Argentine, if they prefer, 

And earn a paltry pittanoe by 
lteporting facta that don’t ooour. 

While others hail the Dover mail. 

Humming the airs of quaint Yvette, 

And prove upon a private scale 
What life is like a la Villette; 

Or haply land upon a strand 
Where trim grisettes are clustered thick 
Watch the promiscuous bathers, and 
Observe that things are pas-ing chic. 

I know of lots of pretty spots 
Where people go to get the view; 

It is indeed, as Dr. Watts 
.Sublimely said, their nature too. 

But there are some for whom the hum 
Of t<.il habitually throbs; 

Adhesive as a patent gum 
They stick to their respective jobs. 

When heather blows, and houses close, 

And London is desoribed as bsre, 

(Though some odd millions, 1 suppose, 
Kemain invariably there) •„ 

Pounding away serenely, tfty 
With pious humour smile at fate ;— 

I make allusion, need one say. 

To members of the Fourth Estate. 

In deadly dearth of copy worth 
Inserting they rosort to Mars, 

Or Marriage-failure here on earth. 

As matter for expansive “ pars.” 

For them the prise sea-worms arise 
Fresh from eleven months of sleep, 

Flatter a Correspondent’s eyes, 

And fairly hurtle through the deep. 

And still they ohooae from subtle clues 
_ To weave their eiegetio wit. 




- c 




J --A- 

J <V- '-Ar 



“’E DUNNO OU IL EST!” 

Passenger from London (at the Train rum into the Gare du Word, Paris). 
-EB— Oabsomo 1 Kkl at le koumk lm set plass I" 



Ou—*H—I SAY 


..J they ohoose from subtle dues ,f OUT WE GO.” 

TeUinTtbe SH&Si Jwr as we begin to know 

aS?«™ the grouping “ miimmers ” mean- 

And even what to th\pk of it. Curtain 1 and * (fod save the Queen ! ” 

Meanwhile afloat, or far remote, Out we go. 

The publio who attains to miss Just a , we begin to know, % 

Thepaper for the day era dote Bat in hand, the bowler’s style- 

On ignaranoe skin to bliss. ‘ 1 How’s that P ” With a sickly smile, 

Out we go. 

niofto in Liquor. Just as we begin to know 

Mem. hy a Jfneer. Thu time we must " break the bank 

• - - - Bah I We have ourselves to thank. 

Out we go. 

Just as we begin to know 

I That the whisky is sublime— 

“ Gentlemen, it’s dosing time I ” 

' Out we go, 


pouring liquor down 


J ust as we begin to know 
; We era drive the frisky mare— 
Bump! Crash I “ Mind your eye! ” 1 
care!" 

Out we go! 

Just as we begin to know 
We are bound to head the poll— 

" Whew! Too bad, upon my soul! ” 

Out we go. 

Just as we begin to know 
In our boy’s heart we’ve a place— 

Ah! here oomes Miss Prett teach I 

Out we go. 

Just as we begin to know 
How to flght this world of tin— 

Ugh 1 the doctor buttles in. 

I Out we go. 












TO HER MOTHER. 

Oil, vou meddlesome old l?dy ! 

" Ti'te and Braid) - 
Is a pun - 

\nt rm own- 1ml how IV said Hint 
Of your head that 
' spoilt the fun! 

Anil von had a splendid chance to 
At that dance too. 

How X shun 

Mailed hairlike yours, that popping 
In, and stopping, 

Sjioilt the fun . 

I, not being like you wealthy 
Know the stealthy, 
Sneaking dun; 

Since ray fortune is not grand, you 
Sun Mini me, and you 
Spoilt the fill! 1 

When your daughter fancied flirtinj? 
Wus that hurting 
A ivvone '1- 

And 1 helped her, slie was not you. 
K«, (treat Scott! you 
Spoilt the tun ! 


\ f : iTj ( f l 














ROBERT ON AM1BRYCAN8. 

What wand fellers them Americans is I 
I have alters admired em ftnee I fast made 
nquaintenoe with the red Gant as 1 ^ 

wait upon at the Grand Otel at Chemng 
Cross, and he was 

a reel Gent if ever Mm-- 

there was one 1 'Jbt 

atSiir upon jest 

such another gent £(% _/IM 

at. quite a grand ~ 

Party the other 
night; and, when 

it was all over, the flaBr-v l 

prinoiple Gennel- MB \ M 

man oome np to '■BHu 

meandinterdueed H “l 

me to him as an Mk 

Amerryoan Gent 

as wanted to speak m m 

to me, and he then M : M 

aorhally told me U 

as how as my little 

Book was about TT . 

one of the most populereet m all the United 
States! And he then arsked me how many 
copies we had sold P And when I thort as I 
shoud estonish him by telling him as I be- 
leeved as it was sumthing about seventeen 
thowsend, he said as how as that was nothink 
to what he should have xpected, for a hundurd 
thowsend would not have surprised him! for DANGEROUS DOCTRINE, 

he had bin told as how as one of their werry TaAT fed little pain 

leadingestmen, I rayther think as he saidit g 0 i eDO€ suggests— with scanty proof, 
was the Pressident, or a great friend of his m,.ii 

whf never he was a good deal bothered about . ” 1 

Stato matters, allers called for a copy of SS • ■ 

“ Robert,” for it was quite sure to put him T u p ; 
all to rites again, and send him to bed with a 
jolly larf! Wt ^ 

Well, I thort as this was all pritty well, r» 
but ho aoshelly finished up by arsking me ■* * pleasant 
whether I coudent write another wollum jest, 

like (he other I for he was sure as any of their , „ 

grate Publishers coud sell any quantity of 
cm I speshally if they thort it wood take the “ft X ¥ 6eh 

SKSWffil: Feel little pain 

“-"•‘I toeyS 


W is a kind o’ thmg 
quite Agrees with niggers I 

I du believe “ beans” I may give 
To Pompey or to Caaar. 

The dog has nary right to lira 
Save as I ohanoe to please, Sir; 

It hint no use to eant to me— 

If you’d a oowhide whip shun— 

Of consoienee or humanity, 

Or rot of that description. 

I du believe the wust o’ trash 
Is talk o’ Christian kindness; 

The “coons” we'll hang, or roast, i 
♦brash, 

In wrath’s red fits o' blindness. 
We'll rule, if not with rope and ball, 
Why then with stoke and scorcher. 
Lynch Law, to make it stick at all, 
Must be backed up by— Torture! 


mane then 
lift in vain 
Their voice in 
animals’ be- 

P 


by WASttiKOJtAHl lie then introiuoed me 
to another Amerrycan. and asked him what 




they shrink: 
But dona cod 1 



that he didn’t know much about publishing, c0< * 

but he was quite sure there was nothink in B S lel wif? 0W 5 
that or in any other matter in whioh an Amer- oooa r , 

ryoan ooud not liek all oreation 1 And then The p<wr onmped ood, the walloped moke, 


w ‘-p ■■ 

I'llillsturbeil upset the stoirense, 

(luite a rare ease 
Finding none 

Olliers there, we sat so happy, 

But yon, snappy, 

S|milt the fun! 

When 1 thought 1 had a greater 
Chance to, later, 

Be tout son. 

And she blushed and simtfsl so sweetly, 
You completely 

Si»ilt the fun! 

Ijistly 1, in some secluded 
Spot, cnneluded 
1 hud won,* 

Culled her by her Christian name—and 
Still you came ami 

Spoilt the fun! 

Tbk I.atbst Piic* or Nkws (of Me Co¬ 
medy). Tha Kate Woman and “ The Old 
Womsn” are very much alike; especially 
The Kate Woman. 


n^in ^Vd ietMalirrratioSl And toon The ps^ erimped ood the walW moke 
they both went away lorfing 1 ~/' a i!* 1 they rather like it, 

Tho what there was to larf at in such a Tl *w^n w n"n^r s 8 ,v-L Jn! C t,-,.p .it,, ir 
worry serious matter as they had bin a tork- k k ® l ’ 

mg about I’m rare I can’t make oat, the 

more so as I ain’t heard a single word from T l^f » ’ 

em aiiioe, and even thinks it werry possible ® i 

ns I never shall. He 11 very soon oeoome—a brute! 

Strange to say I had a most wunderful ■■■ - ~ 

dream that night! I dremt as I was roellyin LINES BY A LAZY BODY. 

Amerrykey. and having a long oonwersation r „ _ , ,, ..... . . 

with a reel live Publisher all about an Amer- . [“• Bt - «■“«*. ««Jn’m’h politician, who I. 
rvoan “ Robert." 1 end iest.aa n wasaramrimr ninety years of sge, and still active, ««)■•'•If you 
sll «W want to live to bb old, be stway. at work, rad dili- 

S-s™* sed ♦’C’S.wh. „! ^ not listen to time who .spire to save 

Wolnmes, and the way he was to send me en ough money to res). They are lsey bodies,”] 
all the money, I suddenly woke, and found ” . .. ... 

myself a lying by the side of Mrs. Kobkht 1 Tra the voice of the Laey, I heard him oom- 
and/^iout as muon astonished as ewer I found _ All this nonaganminn nonsense [plain, 
myself in all my long life 1 Robfjit. Won’tdo 1 ThismereJpve of longevity ’e vain, 

Although natural, doubtless, mono sense. 

~ ~ ' The secret of Age, Bt. Eilaies may have told; 

Grumpy. The secret of Youth can he givet 

Su atnmoBS at new customs oarps, w « '4 *»™. "«* to live to be awfully <dd, 

Ho so vs ** New Women » are™Ald fteta” ] L^Ut how to keep young while WO live 1 


and/:tout as muoh astonished as ewer I found 
myself in all my long life 1 Robkht. 

Grumpy. 

Su RLFUFOBS at new customs oarps. 


He says “ New Women ” are '* Old Cato”; V n no eb.JSJ'Z.CZiZ Tnin 
^ivW“flito” b ‘‘ U “ ,WpV ’ ^Tgm ^Tn^tof m^” , 

Mono fob Mb. Hail -CAtwit.—“The “Rahobai, Dbim fob tii Ikeatiobal.’,' 
proper study of mankind is {the Isle of) —A penitential sheet, and a foolscap trimmed 
Man I ” Phrygian fashion. 
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LONDON CHARIVARI. 



OF VITAL IMPORTANCE. 

‘Hi, Bums) Visa’« Cheap Gloves 1" 


. ALL MY EYE I 

Ob, Rhykk ako Rzabon, 

(By Barm Grimbosh.} 

SmcK first the Muse to melody gave birth, 
And with rhyme's dhymings blest » happy 
isth, 

Poetio seekers of a “ perfect rhyme ” 

Hare missed the eaU's-eye almost every 
thyme. » 

We want a brand-new Versifiers’ Quids, 

And he who Pegasus would neatly raids, 
Must shun bards’ beaten highways, read no 
hymn, 

nor by phonetio laws his stanzas trymn. 

TVm A. If.—'. mwaA tka 


LITERARY INTELLIGENCE. 

Satan— A Seaside library. 

Visitor ( wearily, after a series of inquiries 
4 disappointments). What I want is a 
sent novel. I haven’t read The Vermilion 
ittyjlower yet. It’s been nut six months or 
ire. Surely you've got that f 
Shop Attendant. I don't fancy it’s in our 
e. I don't remember hearing of it. 
.. . V-). We 've got Jean hoe. 

Vieitor (ignoring the suggestion). Well, 


or Stahi.it Wkvmah's. 

Shop Attendant. Stahi/et, did you say? 
Oh yes, we've ordered the Life of Dean 
Stanley, bat it hasn't come yet. 

Vieitor (gloomily). I don't want anybody’s 
life. I want—let 'a tee—A Gentleman of 
France. 


From Tovladv to Tbhhwoh, all those 
Who prove sweet Poesy’s false phonetio fosc. 
Cow pm and RoWl.AH) Hill must bo ar- 

In Nkwhah, are oontaigned 

False thymes the most atrocious upon earth, 
Whioh might move Moires to derisive 
mearth. 

! Of Rhvme’e true lam I’m getting 
j And a New Poetry will be the froot, , 

The Musa, now bv the few acknowledged 
I Shall then he warmly weloomed eyerywhair, 
i And not, as now, in one loud howl sonorous, 
As "footle" banned by Commonssmse in 
i ohorous. M nle ' 

j Then a verso-eooming world, in pleased sur- 
| Will to Parnassus lift delighted ieej , 


•These new Rhyme-Rules let hardlings get 
heart, 

Lor from the New Parnassus must depeart, 


do os well. 

rt Vieitor (groaning). Oh no, it won't! How 
about So-so, by Bhhsoh, you know ? Or I 
beer Mrs. Cmwokd’s latest is worth reading. 
Or Beet of the Currybille, by HauiiY. 
That’s been out a oouplc of years at least. 
(Hopefully.) Oh, I'm sure that 's got to you. 

Shop Attendant (floored). Woold you look 
through the shelves for yourself, if you 
please t You '11 find something to suit you, 1 
know. There's one or two of Hiczras’s, and 
MiddUmarch - now, Mat’s a rather recent 
work. Or The Channinge. We’ve bad The 
Channinge bound again, and it’s a great 
favourite. 

[F.its off quite relieved at the entrance of a 
girl u>\o deeiree a penny time-table and a 
halfpennyworth of writing-paper. 


The Plague of Poeta. 

(By a Rabid Reviewer.) 

Wjlat’s this the log-rollers are gushing 

“Captain Jack Crawpohp, the Poet Scout!” 
Oh, bother the Baids! How the rhyme- 
grinders go it! 

My future role shall he “ soout the poet I 

“ Muti* ahd Liquids.”— Some clever de¬ 
tectives, of the Birmingham Police Force— 
not by any means Brummagem detectives 
disguised themselves as ‘ Mourners Mules 
and each like blaok guards of hearses, end, 
liter a re-hearaal of their several parts, they 
vent to a tavern for drink-grief, proles- 
•tonally or otherwise, bemg tbirsty work 
Mid managed to discover that this public- 
hoose was only a privately conducted bettmg- 
houae, being, like themselves, in disguise. 1 he 
remit has vet to be ascertained, but so far it 
hM proved a moat successful undertaking. 

Goon Naws. - “Cheer, Boys. Cheer!” 
“There'e a Good Tinm Coming' ; for the 
evergreen veteran, Mr. Hawar Rossm-i, is 

arft.* pj^^tooka**if(Smi^ b ’irith 

Kacjkat, were yet living to share the treat. 


vot. era. 
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Day and night do the printcri’-devUs call P 

Dity end night do stump-orators howl and 
iqaalll’ * 

Bleu 'em—and let ’em be 1 
Out from the oity of lingular lights, and 
smells. 

Come to these saffron sands and these silvery 
sheila. 

Far from the rgggers, and nursemaids, and 
howling swells, 

Here by the high-toned sea: 

0 hither, oome hither, and furl your sails! 

Come hither to me, and to me, 

Hither, oome hither, and frolic and play, 

(Of coarse, in a highly-roipectable middle- 
aged way). 

Good company we—if you do not objeot to 
oup—tails. 

And the least little tiny suspicion of silver 
scales. 

We will ring to you lyrics gay, 

Such as Lockeb, or Austin Dobson, or Lang 
might pen. 

Oh, we know your sodety-riagers, and now 
and then, 

When old Tather Nep’s in the sulks, or 
amusement fails, 

Or we're tired of the “merry carols” of 
rollicking gales 

(As young Alfbed Tennyson said 

When just a weeny bit ‘off his (poetical) 
head’) 

We study another than D ary Jones's Looker, 
And road your Society Novel or Shilling 
Skobker! 

Oh, spangles are sparkling in bight and bay! 
Come down, Old Gentleman, give us your 
hand. 

We are modem mermaids, as you may under¬ 
stand, 

Ani fair, and frolio, fan-loving, and blame¬ 
lessly free. 

Hither, oome hither, and see' ” 

And Ponchict, waggishly winking a wary 
eye, 

Cried, “ Coming, mv nautioal darlings!—at 
least, I ’ll try. 

Middle-aged ? 1 ’m as young as a masher of 
tive-and-twenty 1 

I love pretty girls, honest fn^ and the far 
nientc. 

I’m ‘a young man,’ but not ‘from the 
oonotry,’ as you will find, 

And if you are game for flirtation, well, 1 
don’t mind 1 ” 

And he stepped him down, and he sat by the 
sounding shore, , 

And chatted, and flirted, and laughed with 
the sirens four; 

And he sang, as young Tennyson might have, 
or Uhlans, the German, 

This song of the Modem Merman 1— 

“ Who would not be 
*A merman bold, 

And sit by the tea. 

With mermaids free, 

And sweet oonversethold 
With nice nautioal girls, 

And toy with their curls. 

And watch the gleam 
Of their glistening pearls, 

As they chatter, chatter 
On,—well, no matter 1 
Each with her tale 
And whisks her—narrative. 

(Pink skin or wale, 

Charms are ail comparative!) 

0“ what a hippy life were mine 

With Beauty (though caudate) beside the 

• , bnnel 

With four sea-fairies beside the see 
Pmeh cm live merrily, merrily! ” 



And theMerasids pinched the Punohian cheek 0 listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten, 

(For his Caudal lecture) and mads him squeak. (Tis better than being by B-bti.-ys bored!) 
And he cried “ Revenge! ” (like Tmotheos, Business? 0 fiddle-de-dec! 1! 


Miss) ~ 

And a sweet revenge for a nip is a kisaQ 
And around the rook siren laughter rung 
And that bevy of sweet sea-fairies sang 


With pleasure and love make jubilee. 

Leueoria, Ligea, Parthenope 
Will load your briar and brew your tea. 

And we keep rare stingo down under the 


“ 0 the laugh-ripple breaks on the breaking i For we tithe earth’s commerce, all duty-free 1 


wave, Where will you light on a happior shore. 

And sweet are its echoes from cove and mto, i Or gayer companions or richer store, 

And sweet, shall your welcome be, All the world o'er, all the world o’er 'i 

Ton dear old Cove, Whither away P listen and stay! To Judy 

. Whom oil she-things love, and Parliament fly no more!” 

0 hither, come hither and be cmr lord, . 

For m a rry mischiefs are we 1 And nek of 8t. Stephen's, in holiday mood. 

We ktss sweet kiss, and we speak sweet word: The Modern Vlyeeee half wiihce he could ! 
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[Sbpthhbm 18, 1884. 


l vrc AMR I A MRFT one*). I am—ah—not conscious of any nnreadineae to outer into eon- 

LTnc wu lmmi. vemtion with the very estimable lady on my other side, should an 

(A Story in Scenet.) opportunity present itself. 

part tt _ttup tun thp ttaitr Lady Cant. Now.that’e one of your quibbles, Dr. Banner, and I 

t „ “ „ „ detest quibbling! but at least it shows* you haven’t a leg to staid 

Sce.vi XlX.— The Dining Hall. upon _ 

Spurred (to himtelf. uncomfortably coneciout of the expectant The Bishop. Precisely—nor to—ah—run away upon, dear Lady. 
Thomas in hie rear). Must write wmsMinyto this beggar, I suppose: I am wholly at your meroy, you perceive! 

it’ll keep him quiet. (7'o Mrs. Bhooke-Chattibis.) I—1 just Lady Cant, (triumphantly). Then you admit you ’re beaten ? Oh, 
wont to write a line or two. Could you oblige me with a lead- I don’t despair of you yet. Is.-hop! 

pencil? The Bishop. I oonfess I am leu sanguine. (I’o himself.) Shall 1 

Mre. Chatter it. You are really going to write! At a dinner- have strength to bear these buffets with any remains of Christian 


° P !tady CaiS. Now, that’s one of your quibbles, Dr. Robhbt, and 1 
detest quibbling! But at least it shows'you haven’t a leg to stand 


pencil P 

Mre. Chatter it. You are really 


ing to write! At a dinner- have strength to bear these buffets ' 


any remains of Christian 


over. Only, really, 1 ’m afraid l < 
me—so bad for one's frocks, you 
know! 

Thomat (in hit ear). I can lend 
you a penal, Sir, if you require 
one. 

[He provide! him with a very 
minute etump. 

Spurr. (reading what he hat 
written on the hack rf UmiiiB- 
Htuux’f mittire). “ Will be in 
my room (Verney Chamber) as 
soon after ten as possible. 

’’ J. Sruanitu,” 
(He puttee the paper to Thomas, 
eurreptitioiiely.) There, take him 
that. [Thomas retiree. 

Archie (to himsctf). The oalm 
check of these writ in’ chaps! 1 
saw him takin’ notes under the 
table ! Lady Rhooa ought to 
know the sort of fellow he is— 
and she shall 1 (To Lady ltnoSA, 
in an aggrieved undertone.) 1 
should advise you to be jolly 
careful what you say to your 
other neighbour; he's takin' it 
all down. I just oalight him 
writin’. He'll be bringing out a 
satire, or whatever he mills it, on 
us all by-and-bjp—you soe if he 
won't 1 

Lady lthoda. What an ill- 
natured boy you are! Just 
because Ac can write, and you 
can't. And I don’t believe he’s 
doin’ anythin' of the sort.. I’ll 
ask him—/don't care! (Aloud, 
to Hhjrukm,.) I say, I know T’m 
awfully inquisitive — bat I do 
want to know so—you’ve just 
been writin’ notes or somethin’, 
haven’t you? Mr. Bkabtahi 
declares you ’re goin’ to take 
them all off here—you're not 
really, are you P 

Spurr. (to himeetf). That sulky 
young chap has spotted it! (Aloud, 
stain meting.) 1—take everything 
off P litre ! I—I assure vou I 
should never even think of doing 
anything so indelioate! 



the New Woman myself; but 
still, I am glad to see how women 
are beginning to assert them- ! 
•elves and come to the front: | 
surely you sympathise with all j 

Pilliner (plaintively). No, really 
I can’t, you know! I’d so muon 
rather they wouldn’t. They 'vo 
made us poor men feel positively 
obsolete ! They ’ll snub us out of 
existence soon—our eex will be 
extinct — and then they ’ll be 
sorry. There ’ll be nobody to 
proteot them from one another! 
After all, we can’t help being; 
what we are. It isn’t my fault 
that I was bom a Man Thing— 
now, ts it P 

Lady Cant, (overhearing this 
remark). Well, if it it a fault, 
Mr. FtrxiXKR, we must all ac¬ 
knowledge that you've done 
everything in your power to cor¬ 
rect it! 

Pill, (sweetly). How nice and 
euoouraging of you, dear Lady 
Cantiuk, to take up the cudgels 
for me like that! 

[ The Countess privately relieers 
her feelings by expressing a 
preference for taking up a 
birch rod, and renews her 
attack on the Bishop. 

Air, Shorthorn (who has been 
dragging his mental depths for a 
fresh topic — hopefully, to Miss 
Sbqlwank). By the bye, I haven’t 
asked you what you thought 
about these — er — Revolting 
Daughters P 

Miss Spelmane. No, you 
haven’t; and 1 thought it so 
considerate of you. 

[Mr. Shdothokk gives up drag¬ 
ging, in discouragement. 

Put, (lotto coco, to Miss Sphi.- 
wams). Have you quite done 
sitting on that poor unfortunate 
man P /heard you! 

UP_ t at. ... a_\ 


I ahull ah—all \*t\x (Wire.” man r jf fieftTCL VOU I 

iy thing so lndehoate! I shall be ah—all .mpmtienue, Lauy tnulire. Miss Spelw. (Jn the same tone). 

Lady lthotta. I was sure that was what you’d aayl |But still (with I’m afraid I ho re been rather beastly to him. But, oh, he is suon 
renting uneasiness), I suppose you hare made use of things that a bore—he would talk about his horrid “silos” till I asked him 
happened just to at vour purpose, haven't you ? whether they were easy to tame. After that, the subject dropped— 

Spurr. (penitently). All I can say u, that—if I have—you won’t somehow. 

.tub me doing it again. And other people’s things don’t fit. I’d Fill. I see you’ve been punishing him ipt not happening to be a 


much rather have my own. 

Lady Hhoda (reltered). Of course! But I’m glad you told me. 
(To Ahi'hik, iu an undertone.) I asked him—aA as usual, you 
were utterly wrong. 8o you ’ll please not to be a Fur! 

Archie ! jealously). And you’re gain’ to go on talkin’ to him all 
through dinner P Pleasant for m*—when 1 took you down! 

Lady Bhoda. You want to be token down yourself, I think. And 
I mean to talk tolum if I ehsoee. You can talk to Lady Coivewh— 
she like* toys! (Turning to Spbbbiu,.) I was goin’ to ask you— 
ought * "ehipperke to bavo meat P Mine won’t tonoh puppy biscuits. 


ought a "ehipperke to hare meat P Mine won’t tonoh puppy biscuit*. Pill. Ah, well, ho ’snare to read them for himself now. I 
r J [SrnKaiu, enlightens her on this paint ; JrfoHiM glowere, he’d to dsBgbtocl to to asked. 

Ljuty Contort• (percemug that the Bishop is showing signs af Mist Spelw. Do you know, Bxsnx, that’s rather a good idea of 
restereneee). Well, Bishop, J wish I could find you a little more yours. PU ask him to read utsomeuiiiig to-night. 
rel w? Bri® 0 *o *b»t the other ride has to say 1 Pill, (aghaet). To-night I With all fheee people here P I say, 

the Bishop (who hat been heckled ” to the verge of hit endue- they ’ll never stand it, you know. [Lady Ctrivnam pit’s* the tignaL 


Fill. I see you’ve been punishing him ipt not happening to he a 
distinguished Poet. I thought he was to have been thefortunate 
manP 

Mitt Spelw. So he was; hut they changed it all at the last mo¬ 
ment ; it really was rather provoking. 1 could have talked to him. 

Pill. Lady Rboda appears to he oonsoling him. Poor dear 
Axchir’s faee is quite a study. But really 1 don’t see that bis 
poetry is so very wonderful; no more did you this morning 1 

Mtet Spelw. Bsoause yon deliberately picked out the worst bits, 
and read them as badly ae you oould t 

Pill. Ah, wall, be ’s hare to read them for himself now. I daresay 
be *d be deughtod to be asked. 

Mitt Spelw. Do yon know, Basra, that’s rather a good idea of 
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WHAT BROWN HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


The Threat Doctor. " And does Torn little Bor ever Smut, M«i. Brown I ” 

Mn. Broom, “l i«s'i nntg to. Hr always sleeps in our Boon, and we ’ye never noticed it I ” 
Little Brown, “it. uivr 8 nores—IT you Lins !” 


WIGS ON THE GREEN; 


Or, the Friends of United Ireland. 


Air—" Baniseerthy.", 

Tod may travel over Europe till your heart and foot-soles aohc, 
Yod may meet wid many a warrior, lrat don’t make a mistake, 
The wondher of the wurruld, and of pathriota wide-awake, 


And all their inimiea looked on, and laughed as they would doie; 
And every friend of Erin wised a tear from sorrow’s oie; 

Saying “If such friends of Unity why ever don’t they trroy 
To rhow a firm united Oirish Earthy F ” 

Sighed Erin ” Would to Providence tnis faotion-foight were done! 

It breaks the hearts of pathriota, to my foes ’tin purest fun, 

Why oan’t they sthop these parthy-sphlits and merge them into 
One? 

That’s all that now is needed,—ax McCarthy I ” 

Chorus. 


1 boy re alt in love wid firm aware—or last sways so ’tie said— 
And the way eaah proves his passion is by breaking ’tother’s head, 


ind tbs way eaah proves lus passion is by breaking tother’s b 
’Tie that that plays the misohief wid McCarthy. 

Chorus . 

For Dillon goes for Hraly’s ohump, 

And at O'Brien aims a thump. 

And Redmond hits«U found with anger heartby; 
And the stioks they all go whaeking. 

And the skulls, faith, they are oraokiug. 

When Justin tries to lead the Oirish Earthy! 


But Dillon goes for Healy'b chump, 

He at O’Brien aims a thump, 

And &KDMOND hits alt round with anger hearthy; 
And the sticks they still go wbtoking, 

And the skulls they still are crooking. 

Whosoever tries to lead the Oirish Earthy! 


When they got “ a little cheque’’ or two a desperate row arose, 
Tim H salt dashed at ” Honest John ” and fought him to a olose, 
And It edmond showed designs upon O’Brien’s olassio nose, 

It was that which ria the dander of McCaktvt. 

They hustled round poor Erin so they nearly hnooked her down, 


IK KEJCOHIAH. 

LOUIS PHILIPPE ALBERT D’ORLflAHS, COMTE DE PARIS. 
Diso at Stowe Hooks, Bock inch amshirb, Sept. R, IS»4. 


A boyal exile, and our England's guest, 

Let English churoh-bells ehime him to his rest, 


Ou the wooing of a crook-brained Oirish Parthy.” 

Chorus .—For Dillon went for Hraly’s ohu^, &o. 

They were ell fut “friends’’ of Erin, they’d declared so o’er and 
o'»r. 

But Hkaly soorned O'Brien, and deemed Honest John a bore; 
While Redmond colled them liars all, and sycophants, and swore 
Mr wouldn't hold a candle to McCarthy. 

There wasn’t mueh to foight about save mutual hate and spleen, 

And yet such e shiilelagh-toight at Dounybrook ne'er was seen; 
Black oies, red noses! Fsith it looked as though they’d strew the 
Greon 

Wid the fragments of the “ Chief ” they called McCarthy. 
Chorus .—For Dillon went for Healy's nose, Ac. 



A Scooksted Addendum.— In the course of a sharply-written 
artiolu in this month's The Theatre Magazine (under the editorship 
of FaannucE Haweins), Mr, Clement Scott, while indignantly 
repelling the charge of venality brought against French dramatic 
ontica by their compatriot M, Alexandre Dumas, observes, referring 
to English authors, “ We hare our Domaus on this side of the 
Channel.” Undeniably. And, we may add, “ Would they wore 
Dumb- asses!” 
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OUR NATIONAL DEFENCES. iCki&Bath 

(By Mr. Punch't Own Veteran Expert.) of the fur and t 

It was a happy thought of the respected Editor of this paper (if I aww ^Ye^'ln* 
may be permitted so to say) to commission me to undertake a with a smutty < 
thorough inspection of the guns at the Admiralty Pier, Dover. Sinoe with the sween' 
war has broktn out between Chinn and Japan there is no saying what “ We are train 


temfwtte last ten hours in the hottest room of a local Chinese 
r . Bath : J WM » limp that had 1 bsou told t hat the fairest 
oi the lair and the richest of the noh combined was on the eve of 
being introduced tome, I should not have made any effort to get 
away. Yes, m spite of being conscious that 1 had rubber! my nose 
•nth a smutty glove, and consequently had something in oommon 


“ We are going to see the engines,” said my friend. 



XT ’ r Inanlc »> ‘ gasped out ■, •• I don’t think 1 m l go. suppose 
g ™,™^i Uon that «“ 1» they are exactly like other engines ?" 

C .~> ““tyibsable to the enemy. “Not in the least." 

* - h,,f ^ “f “Hr. n ’7' e,f r Ah - that dcoides me, I will stay hero,” and I did. 

,?™i „ ? ®°j?* ‘hat I was I am glad to say that the engines appeared to be particularly in- 
°LS *"™>r teresting, and kept my friend and his esoort busily engaged for about 
as my companion. We had a half an hour. At length my companions returned. 1 was partially 

Pb* 8 ,*? 1, two, and it TO under- recovered. I was no longer as limp as a bit of string; 1 was by this 

t* • nothing should be done time almost as strong as a piece of address oaniboard. 
through indiscretion that might “ You ehnuld have seen the engines,” said my friend in a tone of 
endanger the safety of the reproach, “ they were excellent.” 

country. Bo if my description l replied that I would take his word for it. Then wo wont to sec 
la not wnat the dramatic antics the guns themselves. Well, I frankly confess I was dUapiointed. 
ol the nearly newest school term They were the usual sort of gunB. Big tubes and all that kind i f 
convincing, the omission is thing. Rather silly than otherwise, 
aooounted for. Wetwo,braving ‘‘They are only fired twioe a year,” said our guido, as if that 
X the rain the wind and the spray, enhanoed their value. And now I began to understand why the 
1 t ,?®Pp*d ra bee at the end oasemates had suoh an “apartments furnished" air about them. 
S of the Admiralty Pier. There The windows had brass fittings. I cipeeted to see curtains hanging 

r *** a sort of boat-house on our from above, and was quite disappointed net to find a canary in a 

right, whioh seemingly oontained birdoage hanging down between the window anil the gun muzzlo. 
clothing for those who intended “ Boar mo! ” I observed, “ so these arc the guns I They are lin'd 
,y\. to do the guns. I supposed by Number One P ” 


.. to do the guns. I supposed by Number One P ” 

•' You had better put on osnvas. Our conductor was absolutely startled at my remark. Many years 

Sir,” said the oustodian; “the since I was a Volunteer Artilleryman, and I had stumbled on a 
engineers are about, and it is rather dirty down below.” technical term. “ Number One ” is the gunner of the firing-pnrty 

My companion was soon suited with a pair of overalls and a who fires (i.e. lets off) the gun. The result of this display of'know- 
jumper. X would have been fitted as speedily if the date of the ledge was an elaborate description by our guide of the nnurartrr of 
adornment had been anticipated by twenty years or so. As it was, the gun bristling with technicalities. (Wishing to protect the 
my weight rather interfered with the measurement. From the sine Government secrets I do not transcribe it.) 

of the canvas olothing in stock, X am afraid our army must be a Then we went to see how the gun was loaded, how it was laid or 
skinny one. Be this as it may, I had to wear " 110 ,” when “44 ” aimed. At last we came to the look-out tower, 
would have been nearer the mark. The result was that 1 walked “Only room for one gentleman,” said our guide; aid I nuldy 
with difficulty, and found I oould not oough. So I was rather glad yielded first place to my friend. Ho went up, and his head di«- 


that there was no ohanoe of meeting the fairer rex, as I was quite appeared. 1 could only see his body from the neck downwards, 
sure that X was not looking my host. And I say this although X was Reappeared very agitated, hater on he oame down, and saying there 
tied togother with bits of rope, and did wear an old iohkey cap. was a “stiffiah brteze.” invited me to take his place. Ascending 

“We will go and see the powder magazine first/’said our guide, slowly, greatly iroptdid by fit and fatigue, I got. to the top of the 
' hing what seemed to me to be a eheap kind of teapot, with a ladder. My head disappeared, and my body 1 knew must, have 
..si., at the end of it. “ It is so many feot below the level of the sea beoome greatly agitated. And this was not surprising. For my 
at low water.” body was still in the hottest room of the local Chinese Turki li Bath, 

I carefully refrain from jiving the number of feet—first, because which had grown hotter than ever, and my head had apparently 
1 will disolose no oonfidenoes, and, seoondlv, beoauso I have forgotten suddenly found itself on the summit of Mont Wane. Vcs, and in 
it. Bo down we went into the depths of the earth. The hole was winter weather. For a moment it was all I could do to avoid what 
about as big as a kitchen ohimney, and had on one side of it a seemed to me to be avalanches, frozen thunderbolts and Atlantic 
number of iron bare, serving as a ladder. Our guide went first, then icebergs. They seemed to bo dashing over me. Clinging for dear 
my companion, then I myself. I shall never forget the experience, life to what appeared to bo a sort of glassies* cucumber frame was our 
I have often heard of the treadmill, and this seemed a revised conductor. He explained something or other in a voice that sounded 
edition of the punishment. Each bar hurt my feet, and each foot of as if he were a ventriloquist who was making a man say “ Good 
dosoent increased my temperature. I went very slowly—it was im- night” at tho top of a very high chimney. 

possible to go fast in overalla “38.” When I had descended what I intimated that 1 was perfectly satisfied. This I did in dumb 
appeared to me to be a mile or so, I oame to a full atop, I was show by promptly dropping my head and climbing down as quickly 
standing in a sort at empty store-onpboard—the kind of place as possible. When I reached the stone floor my faoe was me i for a 
where carefnl housewives staok boxes and unused perambulators. moment and then turned red hot, following the example set by the 
“This is the magazine,” mid our eonduotor, waving his illnmi- rest of my body. , 

nated tea-pot about.so that we might see theplaoe to better advantage. Shortly afterwards, staggering in myimperfeot fit, I once more 

• Is this all?” I asked, rather disappointed, os after so muoh returned to the entramw of the boat-house. The robes surrounding me 
exertion I should have been glad of a little excitement. Even an were carefully untied in several directions. I drew off my overalls, 
infernal maohine on tiok would have been something. my jumper, my shocking bad hat, my torn white gloves. I resumed 

“Yes, that’s all. Sir,” returned the teapot-bearer, beginning to my ordinary clothes. “ Rich* iuj was himself ogam. ’ At least, as 

mount the ladder. He was followed by my companion. I brought near himself as he could be after a lots of about two stones of weight 
up the rear, and felt like the great-grandfather of Jscx Bbkpi'zkji and the greater part of his voiee. ... 

escaping from Newgate. When I waa half way it ooourred to me " You wifttot give particulars that will endanger the safely of 
that it was really very wrong to allow people to see suoh secrets. I the State?” 

might have been a spy, or a political agent, or something or other. I promised (in a feeble, melancholy tone that seemed to mo like a 

Yes, suoh things should not be permitted, and I recommenced my mouse’s dying farewell to sorrowing relatives) that 1 wouldn't, 
exertions. And I hope I haven't. 

"Take care where you go, Sir I There's a loose plank there- — ---~ aB —— 

abouts! ” Development. 

It was the voioo of our leader. It oame from above, and had a . „ _... „ j , 

ventriloqnial sound abont it. I felt inclined to reply in a shrill (BrummeymVmum ./ «CMr*t,d tju«o„m ) 

falsetto. What a funny nuKn you are Mr. Cot*!” But would not. Treks waa a Rad in the day* that were earlier; 

First, it waft undignified: aeoondly.J hadn't the breath to do it. Years floetod by, he grew smarter and curlier; 

“ Wearily, drowsily,” like Miss MAT Torn, but (considering my Further yearsJave Urn a Toryish twist. 


Shortly sfterwsrds, staggering in my imperfect fit, I onoe more 
turned to the entranoe of the boat-house. The robes surrounding me 
ere earefnUy untied in several directions. I drew off my overalls, 


“ Wearily, drowsily,” like Min Mat Torn, hut (oonsiderins 
costume) with a difference, I oame to the inrfnee. " 1 felt that J 


Farther years f 
Then he was T 


i him a Toryish twist, 
i man, and Unionist! 






PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 

win* even THIS Quiet Spots by the Sea where one could be alose with Nature undisturbed 
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ODE FOR THE MARRIAGE 
SEASON. 

I. e 
tfiso now in festal rhyme 
Of flymen’s harvest-time, 

The happy ohanees 
When Cupid’s flagrant torih 
heads to the sacred porch 
And the bells’ wedding chime 
Crowns young romances. 

Here, whispering somewhat 
loud, 

(fathers the wonted crowd; 
Matrons with heart still 
young 

Happily tearful, 

Critics of dress, avow'd, 

Too sibilaht of tongue, 

And, thiok the throng among", 
Damsels expectant still 
Of love, their lives to fill, 
Chatty and cheerful. 

See, there the bridegrOfiro 
waits 

Till at the flow’r-strewn gates 
His love descendeth. 

And all ears listening, 

And some eyes glistening, 
Fiction’s romanoea pale 
While of a real love-tale 
First chapter endeth. 

The choir-hoys, open-eyed, 
Forget their psalter 
For gazing at the bride, 
Childlike yet dignified, 

Here by her lover's side, 
before the altar. 

Hero to the ahrine they 
bring 

That old pure offering 
Of all religions, 

Hallowing their first, young 
loves— 



A DISAPPOINTMENT. 

[To perambulate, v.n., in German tpnziermj in French, itprcmmrr; in Italian, 
pawffffiare.] 


A puirof turtle-doves, JJiann Schmidt. “Aon I vat a bitty, Mister Cuonks 1 Zsn v* must 

Or two young pigeons. xot ao thshkin to Bkhamtoi.atk t ” 


Never sinoe Adam's primal 
banns were mid 
By every bird in Hden’e 
leafy minster, 

Has such a bridegroom taken 
such a bride, 

So true a Baehilcr, so sweet 
a Spinster. 


<0NC OF THE IMPECUNIOUS 
BARD. 

How many woes, the heavens 
beneath, 

< The sons of men assume! 

For some, they say, are boomed 
to death, 

While some have ne'er n 
boom. 

And some like rockets rise 
and tall— 

A sadder lot have they 
Whose rockets nover mount at 
all. 

But fizz and die away. 

My sun is sinking to the 
West— 

It did not fairly rise. 

In velvet ooats I can't in¬ 
vest, 

Nor iu Byronie ties. 

The very cheapest “ shag ” I 
smoke, 

My t hirst on water quench— 
My latest sixpence when I 
broke, 

1 knew 1 must retrench. 

Upon a simple scone I lunch, 

Or luncheon 1 ignore— 

I cannot even buy a Punch— 

A most ten ific bore 1 
But, jet at Fleet Street, tW, 

From gazing none retard, 
And solace still may thence 
derive 

An imiiecuuious Bard. 


TEMPOltA MUTANTUR. 

Thkrk was a time I loved to row 
Upon the Thames, and pitch my tent 
On roedy islands lying low, 

Without a thought of tax or rent. 

But if 1 sleep in puddles now 
I get rheumatics, gout and cramp. 

The Thames has grown—I know not how— 
So damp. 

There was a time I loved to climb 
From mom till eve, from eve to mom, 
Those snow-capped Alpine peaks aublime, 
The Rigi and the Matterhorn. 

Now, Ludgate Hill ia quite as muoh 
-As I can do, or Homaey Rise— 
Mountains, you see, have grown to such 
A size. 

There was a time I loyed to flit 
To Margate with its Herman bands, 

And split my aides at nigger-wit. 

Or nde on donkeys on the sands. 

Now, niggers have got coarse and low, 

And if I mount on steeds, they cough, 

Or wink, eg wag their ears and throw 
Me off. 

But now my nerves are all a wreck 
I’ll seek some lees exacting sport 
In Regent's Park, nor risk my nook 
In foolish pranks of that mad sort. 

I U find some steady man who owns 
A safe reliable Bath-ohair, 

And tip him well to wheel my bouts 
Withoare. 


NEWS FROM NORWICH. 

"Am I too sweeping when I say that we 
have more to fear from drinking and gambling 
than from all the capitalists put together ? ” 
So boldly and pertinently asked Mr. President 
Delves, in his opening speech at the Norwich 
Trades Union Congress. Mr. Delves “ paused 
fur a reply.” Mr. Punch gives it with an 
omphatio “ No! ” 

It is not every working-man’s friend who 
will tell the working-man this wholesome 
truth: that the Battle and the Betting-Book 
are his worst enemies. When ho defeats 
(Arm, the grasping capitalist, the mere greedy 
monopolist, will not have a chance against 
him. Bober workmen who did not gamble 
would indeed be “ too strong to ho afraid of 
Parliament,” or any other power. 

Mr. Delvu spoke of strikes as likely to be¬ 
come “ an old weapon like the discarded flint- 
look of a past age. Good again I Butifthe 
workmen will organise an effective Mrike, as 
general as poaaible, against Bear and MBting, it 
will the beat day’s work they have ever done 
for themselves mid their oountry, end against 
exacting capitalism and sweating monopoly. 
Whan workmen act on Dslvks's plan, 

Who will fight the Working-men r 

Or, to adapt another old piece of doggerel: — 

If the Working-man 
Will work on the plan 
That Dilvss sot' forth ot Norwich; 

Chock hotting and drouth, 

Need he burn its mouth 
With the Socialist's hot porridge ? 


LINES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 

CoNSTANTINOri.K AT Ol.VMl'IA. 

To the coniines of Asia ’tie cisv to ream - 
Here’s a bus, going west, which invites 
You (absurdly enough) to go east to the home 
Of all maimer of Turkish delights. 

On arriving, at once you embark in a boat 
Of a name unpronounceable quite, [afloat 
And through vistas of columns ore wafted 
In unspeakable-Turkish delight. 

The vooab. in the programme is really At, 
You eon pick up the language at sight, 
And oonverse with your Turk in his own 
native tongue 

To hie infinite (Turkish) delight. 

Then the making of oarpats and Galata tower 
Are both of them well worth a sight; 

And the houria yon ’ll view in their shop- 
window bower, 

With mild, aemi-Turkiah delight. 

’Twill be long ere the show on the stage you 
forget. 

For theibiUett an wonderfully bright, 
Thera ’• an interval too, for a “naice 
aegarette”— 

A Britannico-Turkish delight. 

When at last to an end the great spectaole 
cornea, 

Yon bid Constantinople good night; 

And you go home enchanted, with several 
drums 

Of the genuine “ Turkish delight.” 
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commend the book everywhere, and to everybody, Vat tint by now so 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 1 such passport is necessary. Certain personages and localities in the 

... „ , _ „ Baw . story recall to the Baron’s mind a pretty play, and a most successful 

Tub volume* of The Autonym Library . by any other name at t ]j e g ti James's Theatre under Mr. Alexander's 

would he juet as handy. It was a ounous oomeiaenoe m names, t . it W aa Liberty Halt, by Sidney Carton, and the 


.. . •— ■ " * u, - . ______ II (MMJ. yrUUUUCU au tUC MU w oiuou a auuouu 0 

would he jmt as handy. It wa* a onnoue oometdenoe in namee, It waa Liberty Hall, by ShnfKT Carton, and the 

quoth the Baron, ' that, when first I took up one of these volumes, I were the friendless girl, played, I fancy, by Minion 

wai discoursing with an eminent judge on seme mystmoua point! in .j. the somewhat cynical and myiterioua lonely man, played by 
V-r oi uTottitium Alrxandbb; and, finally. Toddy, the &dboofflr«2l 

(i *J“I l book-oolleotor, a part that united Mr. Righton doom to the Wound. 

mrM ‘ ^hi^ *?“ Suoh undesigned coincidences are interesting to reader and playgoer, 

S fi^" Tr m par& and in no w^detract from the author', originality. b . mB . w 

volume whioh had attraoted • ■ ,?■ ■; -.usia- 

the Baron’, attention wae Mad 

Sir Uchtred of the Him, by « OUR BENIGHTED ANCESTORS ”; 

8. R. Cr*iktt. ’Tu a strange _ _ „ 

Issok.aud the "kindly reader,” Oa, How it will Sraiai Posterity, 

bo addressed prefatiuly by the (Orca 2891 AD.) 

and * 4 by^my Amanda {baking over Amandub’s shoulder). What are you so 
troth,” quetli the Baron, " the absorbed in, my deer P . 

reading of it made pan an Amandttt (routing himself). Why darting, in thi! very oleyer, 
hour St to ’twist meS-time. though psinful, utiquuien work by Dr. I)i«KUCT caUod ‘ Ihm into 
nut unpleasantly,” the while the Dismal Ages.” (Shudders sympatheUrally.) Dear, dear, how it 
he tat on the smooth deck of a “ ake * <“® P ll y one’, poor, respectable, but ridioulous ancestors oi 
wave-oonquering yaoht, i n abouta thousand years syne,—say the end of the ‘ »o-oalled Nine- 
view of the hoary rideof the Green Isle* of Arroh ana Beded, what teenth Cmtiirv! , , ... , „ 

time the Soa-any-monioi and the ooS-wnttle fish shot like blue Amanda. Why dear, what did they do r . 

blare! " through the silver thread, of the .till and deepy water..” Amandut. You should rather ask, what did they suffer f I was 
And that i. now the Baron would write were ho describing the reading a graphic, but harrowing, aooount of an extraordinary 
aoone Crockettioallyi The atory of Sir Uehtred wa. evidently ennuaf" Ca.tom” they b^-thev, the (^yentional. oommonplaee, 



suggested by the Strange Adrenluree of the Great King Ncbu- oontormlsts »t ttie flay, top-natted itoUiatiaes, emused into 
chadnezzar, and indeed the guilele.. author would ao have it characterlessness, poliehed into pithlessness, humanised into moral 
understood from the headings prefixed to hi. chapter.. Thera i. J»P and.pulp. It smius to have >e“ » «»■*»“ »' most «» cruel as 
much about “Randolph” in it, which is pleasant, seeing that for < h «.blood-bath of Dahomey, as irrational and tormenting as the 
Home time “our only Randolph” is absent from us, going round the nari-kan.or old Japan. , , _ , , ... 

world, ami getting himself, the Baron hopes, allround again by the ^ ear me * ™ r ^ ear ^eluded duffers, why did they 

'"'skl'c hired goes mad, mad as a hatter-(“ What hatter ? But no , Amandut. That even the pundit, of the “ Shmnpton-on-Sea ” Ex¬ 
matter!" quoth the poetioal Baron),-and wander, about “with a plorntion Society cannot so muohaseonjeoture. Their exoavatonslatoly 
tile off," just a. a hatter would do wko wa. ao demented a. to forget upon a most myetenou. “marine depo.it ” m a sand-Aoked 
his business. Thon at the critical moment he is suddenly restored to ™‘? T0 14 the course of repairing the great South-Coast Manno 


written for the Crummies Company, the villain of the pieoe, when ment > a noqp with a piece of parchment stretched across it, ana 
about to oommit his greatest pieoe ofvillainy, hearsaolock .trikel He ornamented with movable brazen discs. It may have beenused to 
has heurd a clock strike in happiertimes, inthedaysof hisinnooonoy, P 04 *® gulls. At any rate, it must have made a hideous dm when 
and be is Htruok by tho striking coincidence, and he weeps—he beaten or agitated. It was disooverad near oertaio strange semi- 
relcnt *! ho is good oiioo more!!! And this is how mid Sir Uchtred is polished fragments of what were apparently the rib-bones of some 
brought back again to his senses, and how all ends happily for every- tttinet animate. Thwr use now cannot oven be surmised; neither 
body except for a certain lame tamed blaok wild oat, whioh, after ° 4 n that of a ounous wooden implement somewhat resembling a 
having baa a great deal to do with the story, disappears, and is heard uumature model of the obsolete agricultural implement onoe known, 
of no inure, Aiss I poor Yorick! Will good Sir it Cbocrktt of the it appears, as a shovel or spade.” C 

Pens write another little red book-(" such is the odour of the cover Amanda. How eery odd! Still, hardly dreadful, dear, sofar, eh ? 
in the Autonym Library. But for certain ’tis a much read book,” Amandut [graeely). Perhaps not! Though the significance even 
quoth idiotic Hir Bookred of the Swilisl-lnformlng us what became 9 comparativelyharmless absurdities is painful. But ray dear, 

of the cat with three legs and eight liras, one of its chances having ft Diobcw.s researches lead him to the beUef that in the latter 
gone ? I Haven’t met such a cat as this since Mr. Anthony Horn “*!f « th « Nineteenth Century a hideous “ Annual Custom ” pre- 
mtreduced us to tho appreciative tail-less one belonging to Mr. jailed. In the autunm of the year, it would Mem, a sort of Sioial 
Witt * Widow. Edict of Banishment drove all decent and well-to-do citizens from 

And anothsr book in the library is T’Ae Upper Berth. It sounds an their own happy homes, to make themselves miserable—by way of 
aristocratic title, doesn’t it I do not by sound save when the oheerieg P«n*noe probably-in strange places, fusty, lU-fnrmshfd, often 
dinner-gong or lunebeon-buglc may summon thoe: and then “ stand nnhealthy, and always expensive, far from all the oomforts and 
not on the urder of vour going,” but go and order whatever (here may be degsnmes, the conveniences and charms of their own we’.l-ordered 
on the 1 MOTIW. " 'lhf I pper Berth," says tho liaron, still aboard the residenoes. 

gallant vessel, is the best ghost story I have read for many a day. Amanda. But irAp did they do this dismal thing ? 

’Tis by Marion Chawtord, nnd not written in his well-known Amandut. It is not oonceivabie that they would do it save or oom- 


only take them off at a draught first; don’t mix the spirit with tho iff®* 01 4 yet earlier date-or in com] 
waters, but take Tht Upper Berth afterwards. Fo*f"hoioe read it dungeonsioreomfortless oaravanseraia. 
in bed, with the aid of ene solitary light, taking fc> to seleot a Amanda (ihirenng). Oh dear, how 


io bed, with the aid of one solitary light, taking to seleot a 
tempestuous night, when boards creak, windows rattle, and door* 
open of thiir own aeoord. In these conditions you will thoroughly 
etijoy Marion Crawford's Upper Berth, and will gratefully thank 
the thoughtful and considerate Baron si Book-Works.” 

P.8. - Once more sshore, and abed, eonvaleseentiug, in view of the 


Amanda (thirering). Oh dear, how eeru dreadful 1 
Amandut. Dreadful, indeed 1 The leaders, controllers, or “ gang- 
ers of these Autumnal Pilgrimages of Pain, ware certain mysterious 
functionaries tailed, it appears, by the generio name of “Pater¬ 
familias.” The Paterfamilias, who appears to correspond somewhat 
to use ancient idea of a Pilgarlio or troapegoat, had. th rath “ sore 
against his will," like the mythical John Gilpin, to lead his family 


poluphotboyton mg thalattee (Yes, my boy 01 the Baron knoweth the rooowers in this peripatetic purgatory, suffer its worst horrors htm- 
Oreck is not thus, but why not lug in the name of sea-suing Boyton self, and—pap all the expenses! 1 ‘ 

on suoh an appropriate occasion f), the Baron readeth Shies that pats Amanda. Skocxino I! ! And what did they call this horrid 

in the Night. A deeply pathetio story in one volume, which the Burnt ouetoss P 

oannot regret not having read long ere thia as it suits his nuwd so Amandut. As far as oan be asoertalned, it seems to have been 
exactly now. He thanks Miss Bratricr Habrapin, and would re- known aa tho “ Annual Holiday,” or “ Autumn Outing ” 1 
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nr paeis (Mrr oi the seasoh. 

; With tome Note <m a Detective Melodrama at Ho Ambigu.) 

Dsah Mb. Poxch,—W hA I announced my intention of tunning 
over to Paris for » f« w M.&jend BnosanD Ioolwd at mo with a 
“tony contempt. “To Pans?" ho said, “at tine time of year! 
whv von must he mad. What on earth are yon going to do 
there'?” I tried to explain to Bezzasd, whose frigid superiority 
fri'litens me, that I liked Pans, that I Wa gmty Wore pour me 
r iigourdir i tbit it Wai jfitt As possible to 

breakfast at Lkbotiu’s dr Vorsnr’s, and 
to dine at Btriuwn’s of Josepu’s in Sep¬ 
tember as at any other time; that a few 
theatres were Still open; that the Boule¬ 
vards weW there for the fidntur; but I 
failed to penetrate his seorn, even with 
the most idiomatic French at my com- 
\ mind. However, I determined that Boz- 
■> taco,- like the weight of the elephant in 
the problem, must be negleoted; and 
here I am in the Kuo de Kivoh with 
another madman like nnto myself. We 
take onr cafi tomplet in bed: we wear 
beautiful french ties, made of foulard, 
with two vast ends floating like banners 
, in the Parisian breeze—in a word, we are 

! thoroughly enjoying ourselves in an entirely non-British fashion— 
j which 1 take, indeed, to be of the essence of a pleasant holiday. 

! What oare we for the echoes of the Trades Union Congress; for the 
; windiest of Keib Hamm's blatanoies; for the malignities of Mr. 

( uAUBEKtAiir, or the failure of Lord Boskbzby's Lada* at Don- 
j caster ? We are in Paris, and the sight of a cuirassier trotting past 
with his great blaok crinifre waving behind, or of the lady bicyclists 
j scudding by in kniokerbookers, excites us more than even the latest 
ravings of the newest woman in London, Bbzzabd be blowed! You 
may tell him I said so. 

1 want to let Mr. Coma x Doyle know that, there is a great open¬ 
ing for him here. If 1 may judge by the latest defective drama, the 
ideas of the Parisian publio with regard to the acumen and general 
power of a deteotive are still very primitive. Yet Gahokiab did 
something in this line, and; in the Vicomte de Bragelonne, did not 
d'Artagnan show himself on the oooasion of a oertain duel to bs a 
detective of unmatohable force? Brill the foot remains that the 
play-going Parisian public is easily satisfied in the matter of detect¬ 
ives. Listen, if yon doubt me, to a plain unvarnished account of 
"L« Belle Limonadiere,” the “ Grand dram* nouveau eri ring 
aide*. Unit tableaux," whioh is now running gloomily, but with 
immense success, at the Ambigu. 

Madame de Mazerallee, a wealthy widow, is, in the first Act, 
rubbed and brutally murdered by her stepson, lioland, a dissipated 
young man, who is incited to the oommusion of the orime by his 
| wicked mistress Sabine. Vid era, the great representative of the new) 
school in detection [circa A.In 1820), is away at the time, and in his 
| absence the investigation fall* to his rival Verier, who belongs to the 
1 old school. In the chamber of death Yrrier soon makes up his mind 
that the guilty person is one Henri Lebrun, a faithful ana gigantic 
old soldier, much given to beating his breast with both fists and 
talking at large about his servioes to liis country, his immaculate 
honesty and his domestic virtues. Suddenly. Vidoeq enters. He dis¬ 
covers that the assassin has entered by a oertain door because a cob¬ 
web has been disturbed, he picks up a red flower dropped by the 
aswssin, he pours contempt on the crass stupidity of Verier —all 
■ quite in the best Sherlock Holmes style. But nothing oomes of it all. 
i Poor Henri Lebrun, still beating his breast with fists, is arrested, and 
| after a painful interview with his only daughter (whom he discovers 
to have been the mistress of George, the son of Madame Mattrollet), 
lie becomes sublime, aoouaea himself quite unheoessarily of the murder 
be had never committed, and is marched off to prison amid the 
execrations Of the populace, the triumph of the crass Yrrier, and the 
loudly expressed determination of Vidoeq to bring the guilty to 
justice and save tbe lue of the innocent Lebrun. Time passes. 
Lebrun, overwhelmed by sn entire absence of proofs, i» tried and 
condemned to death. It 1* the morning appointed for his execution. 
The curtain rises in the upper floor of a restaurant commanding an 
extensive view of the guillotine. The sight-seers troop in. First of 
>11 oomes Boland, the murderer, disguised in Mack as a wicked 
Marquis, and accompanied by the infamous Sabine, Helene Lebrun, 


shoulders by a strap. In short, he is tout-ce-qv'U-y-a de pin/, 
eingtaie. Jtis son Shame* is even more aggressively British. Sir 
John orders much: 11 rout donner moa bifleck" is the obvious; 
formula. Shames concurs with a “ Yehs. Pappah,” which provokes 
TO ?j* °^ au 8bter. But stay, what is this r Sir John takes Shames' 
wide; they talk in beautiful Frenoh. Can it be f Yes, bv Heaven,; 
it is the great Vidoeq with his faithful Coco-Lutour ! We breathe! 
again, for now we know that the innocent man is safe. The pro-! 
cession, however, approaches. The condemned man speaks from 
below to las daughter in the balcony. He declares his innocence. 


innocent rolls into the basket. Immediately afterwards Yrrier 
staggers in. Too late, he says, he has besn oonvinoed of Lebrun'*\ 
innooenoe. At the last moment Lebrun looked at hint with eyes in ! 
which there was no trace of guilt. That last look did it, and now! 
loner in a passion of repentance offers himself to help I ’iducq, oven! 
in the most subordinate oanacity, to track down the guilty, and to) 
remove the stain from Lebrun *» name. I pass over the padding, 
during whioh Vidoeq appears, for no earthly reason, in numerous dis¬ 
guises, sud pome to the hast scene. Boland has all but killed (leorge\ 
Mazerallee in a duel, he has murdered Sabine, who, before dying, 
rounds on him, and ne is now. by a strange conjunction of oireum-, 
stanoes, in tbe very room in which he murdered Madame Mazerallee. 
Thither also oomes everybody rise. Vidoeq, who is tracking Boland, 
discovers, through a paper belonging to tbe late Madame Mazerallee, 
that Boland, her murderer, was her son, nut her step-son, aud that he, 
Vidoeq, is the father of Boland, In his youth I'ldocohad been a soldier. 
Somewhere he had met Madame Mazerallee. “ Jfous non* tommet 
aimle eiitre deux bataittes, ontre deux rictniree," and Boland was the 
fruit of their love. Horror at horrors 1 What is hii to do Y First he 
tells Boland that he killed, not his step-mother, but his mother. At 
this awful intelligence, Boland faints m an armchair far precisely ten 
seconds. Heoovering himself, he is fain to escape. Vidoeq, au his 
fatherly instincts aroused, says he shall. The weak Verier oonsents, 
when suddenly, from behind a onrtain, appears Htlene Lebrun in 
black. The murderer of her father must not escape, she deolares, 1 
whereupon the great detective, vowing that his son shall never bo 
food for the guillotine, shoots him dead with a toy pistol in the 
region of the left waistooat pooket. Tableau! Curtain I 
There, Mr. Punch, you nave the Frenoh Sherlock on the stago. 
A wonderful man, is he not ? Yours, as always, A Vaobabt. 

ON THE WAK IN THE EAST. 

[By a IVeetem Wanderer.) 

Ait in the East seems so dawdling and queer 1 
Bogus engagements, aud battles pour rire, 

Militant meetings—whore nobody meet*— 

Ghostly armies and phantom fleets; ; 

•' Terrible slaughter ’—with never a blow, 

Corose-choked rivers that maps do not show; I 

Wild contradiction mid vagueness extreme, | 

Faith, It ail leads like some Flowery Land dream, 
Arabian-nightish, and opium-bred; 

Japanese-spookish, delirium-fad, _ 1 

Wild, willow-pattemish; sort of a " War " 

don ms r might paint on a blue ginger-jar. 1 

Wonder how long suoh a queer war will wag on i 

No one can tell—when '(is Dragon V. Dragon! 

THANKS TO THE “ BYSTANDER." 

I am glad to aeethe- ,f BTSTAitnER” in the Graphic has reoontly 
uttered a startled protest .against the fashion, now somewhat over¬ 
done, and occasionally objeotionably done, of lady-begging for 
charitable purposes in the London streets. On the sudden apparition 
of one of these merry half-sisters of charity (were not the Pecksmflian 
daughters Charity and Merry P ) Mr. Asnnr Stekbt became well- 
UwrssAoMweeHsl awl W vtmmwMu fv Vwimr fafntmrailv imralvfled. 


the aaughter of the condemned man, also troops in to slow music m 
hlack. There is a oommotion at the door, and the obsequious inn¬ 
keeper baoks on to the stage ushering in Milord Sir John SttUon and 
his son “ Shame*.” Sir John is dressed in an enormou* gteta 
swallow-tailed ooat with brass buttons, a striped yellow waistcoat, a 
pai of yellow knickerbockers, and etodkifij* brillJmttiT striped With 
fed and black. On his head he wears uTow-erowlwd fast I* OT* 
hand he carries an umbrella, while a telescope dangles from his 


longer the "eurer amber, wnose mono is mar m (.««». 

“ Stand by/'lht, as though he had hoard the command to Stand 
and deliver," onr sturdy “ BtbtawdER ” became a fugitive from 
before the face of the giddy oharity girl, and thus at one n go saved 
his halfoenoe and his honour. Forbis reputattowould have suffered 
had he impolitely rebuffed his fair unfair assailant. He did well to 
flee, he did still better to write andpublioly oompliin. We trust, that; 
this process adopted by the Sterry O’Type (a fine old Irish title by the 
way) miy have ite due influence, and that the alrase, which has. 
beoom* thus Sterry O’typed, of a fashion good in itself and its origin, 
may toon cease to exist. Bn attendant, Mr. Punch u pleased toj 
knorrth* the “Bystamkeb 1 ’ is still running on, and not likely toj 
come to a standstill. 


tol. evil. 
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A ST. LIGEB COINCIDENCE. 

r )(1B Mb. Pouch,—W ill you afford 
me a email portion of your spaoe to put 
on record once and for ever a moat extra- 
ordinary ooinoidonoef Last Wednesday 
afternoon I was taking a country walk, 
when all at onoe my eye wee suddenly 
caught by a throstle. At the same time 
1 accidentally looked at my watch. It 
had stopped at 12.10. When I got home 
1 mentioned both of these droumstanoes 
to my wife. 

Later in the evening I bought an even¬ 
ing paper, and was amazed to And that 
the fit. Legcr had been won by Throttle 
(the bird I had seen), whioh had started 
at 50 to 1 (the exaot minute at which 
my watch had stopped) 1 Could the force 
of coincidence farther go P The Society 
cf Psychical Research and Mr. gnui) 
are weloome to this incident The only 
thing whioh tronbles me at all is that 
the evidence (other than my own) is a 
little slender. Mr wife is deaf, and 
never heard what I told her. The bird 
has flown. My watch is going again. 

1 iucloso my'oard, and am, 

Yours Stead-v to a degree. 

One who Wow Noth two on 
the Race. 

Mr. Punch on Pooler Piper. 

[“I wish,” said Mr. Lake, the North 
London magistrate, ” to express my sense el 
the very great courage and resolution ex¬ 
hibited by Constable Pn'FR in this case, 
under eircumstancea of considerable.pressure, 
danger, and exhaustion."— Timet Police Re¬ 
port, Sept. 12 .] 

Peeler Pi eke prov'd his pluoky peoker. 
A» Peeler Piter prov’d hispluokypsoker. 
Where 'a there pluckier peoker 
Than Peeler Piper’s proved f 

Pkobable Announcement,—N ew 
book :—A Miechievoue Medlar. By 
Leslie Keith, the fruitful Author of 
.1 Trouhleeome Pair. 





A MOAN FBOM MITCHAM 

(Set" It aUgnenl't ” Letter in “ WetimmUr 
Buiftt.") 

We ouoe had a Common at Mitoham, 

Where boys would bring wickets and 
pitoh ’em, 

That devouring wolf 
The fanatio of golf 
Established a dub, 

And—aye, there's the rub !— 

The Conservators saorifloed needs of the 
Pnb- 

-lio on purpose to help and enrich ’em! 

The Common they soon will be shutting 

In the interests of driving and “putt¬ 
ing.” 

The balls fly about and hit kids in the 
eye, 

And frighten old fogies, and make 
horses shy. 

The public’s “wired” out while the 
golfers “ wire in.” 

They have got lots of brats, but they 
pay little tin. 

They drive sheep and cattle, and boys in 
their teens, 

And nursemaids and prams off their 
bothering “Greens.’’ 

Oh, Punch, can’t yon pitch in, and 


MANNERS. 

“OH, THEN I MUST *» ON MV B*8T BEHAVIOUR, 
I SUPPOSE ?” 

“Certainly not. Be Natural, whatever tou 
are." 


A HOPELESS CASE. 

A very UM-Viuonpex Pastoral Eclogue. 

Interlocutors— Caret and a Northern Farmer, netceet etyle. 

(“In several instanoes last week the prices for new wheat were quoted it 
Hi-, to 19*. per quarter in Lincolnshire and Yorkshire, and the general 
"verngc for tho whole country last woek was aotually only 27*. 7a. It is 
on r two hundred years since anything like so low a price has been quoted 
for wheat in England.”— Wealmtntier Gazette.) 

Farmer (throwing down newepaper). 

Uubeut loook at the waasts I Foine feiilds P A’dear I a’ dear i 
Tisn’t worth nowt a habere; ’tits worse than it wur labst ydar! 
Caret (entering). 

Good evening. Farmer, my friend I I think yon will own this time 
I have gent you a golden harvest I never saw wheat more prime 1 
Farmer. 

And who ma yew ben, Mam P And what dost tha me:.a, Harm— 

yawl • 

I weant say tha be a loiar, hat tha aay’at what ’■ nawways time. 
Certe. 

*hy, 1 am thef farmer's friend, the goddess of farms and fields. 

At mg look the furrows spring, and my langh the harvest j irids. 

Farmer. 

Then wheer' asta bean saw long, leaven me a-liggin’ slain? 

Friend P Thoort nowt o’ a friend, Leavin' men to groamble and 
groan. 

• Ceree. 

Why, what is the matter row? You've a bumper harvest, 
jr men say, 

The wheat and the barley show fair, add likewise the oats and 
the hay! 


These bores, off our Common at Mit¬ 
cham P 

Authority here at Monopoly wink>, 

But I am an old Mitoham-lover who 
thinks 

That the links on Cur Common should 
be Miteing Links! 

Question and Answer. 

, legetiehy'e Qttation. 

. “ Tioeb Tim, come tell me true, 

liERS. What may a nobleman find to do P ” 

ON my Best Behaviour, Modem Idiot'* Antwer. 

Squeak out the “ chestnut” (As’ll will 
Natural, whatever tou know which!) 

_“ I can't afford it; I’m far too rich! ” 


Farmer. 

Thee be the goddesi o’ Maids P Oh, a prutty goddess the heist I 
Seems to mci tha knaws nowt, and tha he&nt na use, not the least. 
Naw soort o' koind o’ use to saiy the things that ya do! 

Qvddsss P My owd lass Biss wur a better goddess than yew ’ 
Sartin-sewer 1 he if ’tie thri and thet Clerk o’ the Weather 
Arranges the oraps and things, ye 're a pair o’ toittlere together! 
Ores, 

That is ungrateful. Farmer! Just glance at those golden sheaves 1 
Pbcsbus and I have done it, yet who in our love behaves P 
Farmer. 

Luvv it ma bei, but 1 reckons tha ’at boith o’ tha moooh to larn. 
Whut good o' a full-sheaved feild, whut good o' a full-ohoked bint, 
If markets beant no better, bat woorse—as the ohap saays here— 
Than they have bein in Owd England fur well-neigh two oonderd year? 
Ceree, 

f am not the goddess of markets I 

Farmer. 

Naw, saw! Thou ’rt a useless jule. 
Whut use o’ taturs, and turmuts and wheat, if tha ain't gut trade P 
Whoy, your weaker hallos rooms o’ the sort as we doint desire; 

If we want sun jBsend water, and if we want wator ’tis fire. 

Then they Parlyment fellers fret us a-lettin’ they fumneers in. 

We trite no koind o’ care of ourssens. aed tha fomneers win; 

And if tha weither he bad, whoy wehiu’t naw maps at UL 
And if tha weithor be fair, whoy the market mejoes fill. _ 

And tha ealls thaaelf a goddess, and the British farmer’s friend! 

And we 're goto* from woorse to wooet, end a oask tha, wheer will it end P 
Ciree ( eadly ). 

Well, I’ve sent you a golden harvest, good friend, though your 
greeting’s cold. 

Farmer (furioaely). 

Wheer’t the good o’ a golden haneet if I canna change it for gold f 
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r you again— such 


I vde Akin i AAI/'CT hore of toot having known me at Mrs. Dionwsow’i. I oouldu’t 

LTRc AND LANOfc I. afford to have it get about in the oirole I’m in that I’d ever lived 

(A Story in Seam.) with any but the nobility. _ I’m eure you aee what I mean. Of 

1-ABT XU.-MGNITT UN0J28 DIFFICULT! US. J don’t mind your saying we’ve met. 

„ „„ „ , , „ . ,, PhM. Oh, 1 quite understand. I’ll‘say nothing. I’mobligedto 

Sciure XXI.-the Housekeeper's toom at W y,«m ; Mre- PoMTEBT, be oareful myediL being maid to Lady Maism Mow. 

Me Housekesper , m a black silk gown and her smartest capis u{m dear gmfA! It it nice seeing you again-such 

tented tn a winged armchair by the fire, discussing domestic fis^jg M we uge( J to bo ’ 

politic, with LafyCiavEBiw’s maid, MiMSricai.Ka. « />*«. At her Graoe’s P I’m afraid you’re thinking of somebody 

M Hidktqslu reeling on the sofa.xn lang uid co ticerse <f‘‘k Wh. elle- {she „ 0 , M , to M „. p 0MFEET .) Mrs. PouragT, whart 

g OTM-— '■ Lo,7( ?‘ become of the gentleman I travelled down with-the horre doctor ‘ 
watches SmroK, Bir Rhpket 8 V* V M » V Jf I do hope he means to come in : he would amuse you, Mr. Steptoe. 

makes himself agreeable to Miss PuiLLiPSON, who w tn (term* j heard anybodv go on like him; he did make me laugh so» 
toUeUe, an are all the other Utdne.' muah promt. Vrs. ST! nSly oan^t wfmlere he is, my dear l.ent up 

Mite Stickler (in an impressive undertone). All I do say, Mrs. word to let him know ho was welcome here whenever he pleased: 
PonraET, ma'am, is this: if that girl Louisa marohes into the pew but perhaps he’s feeling a little shy about ooming down, 
to-morrow, as abo did lost Sunday, before the second laundry maid— Philt. Oh, I don’t think ho suffers much from that. (Ae the door 
and her only under-scullery maid—suoh presumptiousness should be opens.) Ah, there he is! 

pul a stop to in future! Mm. Pomfr. (rising, pith dignity, to receive Uhdkbspell, 

Mr.. Pomfret (wkeesily). Depend upon it, my dear, it’s her enters in obvious embarrassment). Come in. Sir. I’,m glad to see 
ignorunoe; but I shall most von ’re found your way 

certainly speqjc about it. X-,’/, /..■■' . down at last. Let mo see. 

Girls must be taught that ,!' Vri /,/' / / I haven't the advantage of 

ranks was made to be re- «. ~ 

spected, and the precedency 
into that pew has oome down 
from time immemoriable, 
and is not to be set aside by 
suoh as her while I ’m 'onse- 
keeper here. 

Mile. Chiffon (in French, 
to M. lti devos). You have 
the air fatigued, my poor 
friend! Oh, there - hut 
fatigued! 

M. Fide roe. itrokeu, 

Mademoiselle, absolutely 
broken. But what will 
you t This night 1 suri>ass 
myself. 1 aeliicvo a mas¬ 
terpiece a sublime pyramid 
of ipiails with a sauce that 
will become classic. 1 pay 
now tho penalty of a veri¬ 
table crisis of nerves. It is 
of m v temperament as artist. 

Mile. Chiffon. And me, 
my poor friend, how 1 have 
suffered from the oookery of 
these others 1 who have 
the stomuob so feeble, so fas¬ 
tidious ! Figure to yourself 
an existonoe upon the vil¬ 
lainous curry, the abomin- 

nhle ’’ laliristue,” beloved . \ • ^31* Steptoe (with urbanity). 

by these barbarians, but - , Y’our fame. Sir, has pri- 

which succeed with me not Broken, Mademoiwlk, absolutely broken.”. rnn. An<l von ’ll find 



to receive Undeer/tell, wh> 
me in. Sir. I ’,m glad to see 
you’ve found your way 
down at last. Let mo see, 
I haven't the advantage of 
knowing your—Mr. Ondkh- 
shell, to be sure! Well, 
Mr. Ukdershku., we 're 
very pleased to. see you. I 
hope you’ll make yourself 
quite at home. Her lady¬ 
ship gave particular direc¬ 
tions that we was to luck 
after you—most perliculsr 
she was! 

Under.hell. You are very 
good, Ma’am. 1 am obliged 
to Lady Culyebut for her 
(with a gulp) condescension 
lint 1 shall not trespass 
more than a short time upon 
your hosi itnlity. 

- Mm. Pomfr. Don’t speak 
of it as trespassing, Sir. 
It’s not often we have a 
gent 1' man of your profes¬ 
sion as a visitor, but you 
are none the less welcome. 
Now I’d better introduce 
you all round, and then you 
won’t feel yourself a gran¬ 
ger. Miss Piiilui'SON you 
hare met, 1 know. 

[She introduces him In the 

others in turn: Uxiieii- 

huei.i. botes helplessly. 

Steptoe (tcith urbanity). 
Your fame. Sir, has pre¬ 
ceded you. And you ’ll tiud 


ume lanname, ■ oetovea -—-' -=3i -_ Steptoe (with urbanity). 

by these barbarians, but _ . , Y’our fame. Sir, has pri- 

whioh succeed with me not Broken, MademoiseUei absolutely broken.”, ceded yoii. And you’ll find 

at all—oh, but not at. all! Since 1 am here- ah, the differenee! I usjavery friendly and axmgenial^little oirole on a betteraoquaint- 
iligest as of old -1 am gay. But next week to return with Made- anoe—if this is your first experience of this particular form of 
moiiwlle to the ourry. my poor friend. what regrets.! society Y 

M. Fid. r or me, dear Mademoiselle, for me the regrets —to hear Und. (to himself). 1 mustn’t he stiff, I ’ll put them at their ease, 
no more the conversation, so spiritual, so sympathetic, of a fellow- (Aloud.) Why, I must admit, Mr. SntrToE, that I have never before 
countrywoman. For remark that here they are stupid—they com- had the privilege of entering the— (with an ingratiating smile all 
prebend not. And the old ones they roll at me the eyee to make round him) the “ Hugs’ Parlour," os I understand you call this 
terror. Beheld this Gorgon who approaches. She adores me, my very charming room. 

wonlot honour, this ruin [The company draw themselves up and cough in disapprobation. 

fMlss HTIOKl.nn corns, an in Ik.. ...... 1. . . , _. . -iw , r, _ j _ . alL _ . _ . i _ . ..ll„ •_ 


[Miss SticX1.ee comes up to the sofa smiting in happy uncon¬ 
sciousness. 


Ve ve really been feeling quite 'urt at the way you keep t 
-you might be a regular 'ermit for all <*# see of yon! 

I f n;J ip_:_a .1__ >«_ « . » , 


yourself 


Slept, (nery stiffly). Pardon me. Sir, you have been totally mis¬ 
informed. Such an exprcNrion is not aurreat here. c 

Mrs. Pomfr. (more stiffly still). It is never alluded to in my 
presents except as the 'Ousekeeper's Boom, whioh is the right and 
proper name for it. There may be some other term for it in the 
Servants’ 'All for anything I know to the contrary—but if you ’ll 
excuse me for saying so, Mr. Urdkerheix, we 'd prefer for it not to 


res-iore myseif yi* your smile. Cod. (confusedly). I—I beg ten thousand pardons. (To himself.) 

Miss Slick. ( /tattered). Well. I ve always said, Moisoo, and To be pulled up like this for trying to lie genial—it’s really too 

1 Mways «•.// say, that for polite'abits and pretty speeches, give m« humiliating 1 

B - _ .... , . Stept. (relaxing). Well, wall. Sir; we must make some allowances 

, , • Fid. [alarmed). For me it is too moeh ’appinesa, For anozxer, for a neophyte. You ’U know better another time, I daresay. Miss 
, , . L-Me hisses his fingers with ineffable grace. Phiiaiprok here has been giving you a very favourable character as 

__Philtimon (ailranimg to meet Hue Doimar, who has just entered), a highly agreeable rattle, Mr. Dedehsbeli. I hope we may 
Why, l a no idea l should meet you hero. Sarah 1 And how have be favoured with a specimen of your social talents later on. We’re, 
you been wetting on, dear. 'Stilt with—— P always grateful here for anything in that way—such as a recitation 

Miss jMdman [c/iecking her with a took). Her greoof No, we now, or a oomio sang, or a yumorous mutation—anything, in shoet, 
parted sometime ago. I m with Lady Hhoda Coiatnx at present. I calculated to prasnole the general harmony end festivity willbe 
(In an MairfiONff, as shf takes Kar anac.) You needn’t my uytiHS| [ sppreaittod. 
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THE YOUNG PBETENDER. EhF 5jK ht Divine? That old. 


[" Immediately after the death of his father, the 
Duke of Oai.sABB addressed the following tele¬ 
gram to oil the Sovereign Prinoee of Europe:— 

1 A ba MajsstS, Ao.-Psi le doulour do foire 
pert It Votre Msjeslf do le raort do non pert 
Vmi.tiri, Comte d« Paris, pi-usomsnt ddcdde It 
Stowe House le huit Septrmbro. Faiurra.’ 

Oroat aigniloenoe la etteohed to the foot that 
the Duke eigne himeelf with regel •implicit) 1 
' Thilii'I'I.’ Hut father under eiinilar eireum- 
etenoee, on the oeeeaion of the death of the Comte 
do Cham Bonn, eigned Timurs, Comte do Peril,' 
thus ignoring hie Sovereign rank.”— The Daily 
Graphic.) 

Madam»la Rrpubhque mueetht— 

An i 11 Pies la Frame ” If words were only 
deeds, 

I might perchanoa aeonre a new defender. 
At AitOKATa to Ahpeath aneoeeda. 

E’en ao aueeeeda Pretender to Pretender. 
Aye. " plus f a change plat c’eit la mime 
chine " AU 

Panoy their word* ‘the writing on the 
wall.’’ 

Street ooraer aerawla are not the aoript if fate. 
Plok-Plow and le brut’ Qfnfral, Cham- 
bokd, Pima, 

AU chalked my walla; “deration to the 
State ” [carry, 

Inspired their tehemsa predestined to mit- 
But liocHBOit, Bonapartiet or what not, 

Self ever aaemed the contra of the plot. 

A« "Roi dee Fraufaie " or aa"“ Uonaienr X.,’’ 
Botruirnn’e basker, or the White Flag- 
waver, 

What hat availed their valour aave to vex P 
Frenchman and anldiere P Doubtless, Site; 
few braver. 

But plots and manifestoes wild and windy 
Contribute little to the State—aave ehindy! 


EhP Right Divine ? That old, old weapon 
(.till [me. 

Fretendera fain would furUah up to fright 
Would I bear weary etrife, or how my will 
To human wrong if " Bight Divine" could 
right me P 

No; right divine to rule mnet prove affioity. 
To the divine ere I trust its divinity. 

“Pmijppxl” Ah! boldly written! You 
admire’ 

Ite Sowing form, thefreedom of its fiouriah. 
And “ Tire la France /” To what may you 
aapireP 

What la the eoope. Sir, of the hnpea you 
nourish ? [writing, 

Your sire “ignored his Sovereign rank”—in 

But Philippe—Roi—de -humph 1—that 

might mean fighting. 

Chalk, youngster! Purpose aoribblpd on the 
wall, 

Not graven in the rock with pen of iron, 
Affrights not the Republio. It may fall 
Amidst the perils that its path environ. 

But searoe to summons of the bravest hoys, 
Or, like old Jericho, to tho power of noise. 

Yes; “the Pretender’s dead," and who will 
now [throngs, 

Cry “ Long live the—Pretender" r Courtly 
Crafty intriguers, may parade and bow, 

But the People r Will they deem their 
wrongs 

Uke to be eared by the old royal line, 

Or righted by the role of Right Divine P 

What will you do—save eoribble an 1 orate ? 
Were you indeed—ah, me!—that strong 
man aimed 

Fog whom to long I’ve waited, and atill wait; 
Then, then, perchance, I might —who 
know*?—be charmed 
To lily-girt Legitimist ways of yore. 

At pr esent ’tie hut—one Pretender more I 


ODE ON A DISTANT PARTRIDGE. 

{By an Abunt-reinded Sportsman .) 

Well, I’m blest, I ’ib proto nearly 

Speeohless, aa 1 
watch thattbird, 
gJJHV Saving that I mutter 

jfaeOkjtM One concise, cm 

-XhHHm A- _ phalir. word— 

: Wmit that K may 

English prose is, to 
VaT B3 wo my sorrow, 

a Jbs W .. - Insufficient for the 
I JSSk^ K ■ ’"->*• task. 

'tiwSBtw* Would that I could 
freelv borrow 
Expletives from Welsh or Basque- 
One or two in all I aak! 

Failing that, let so-oalled verses 
Serve to mitigate my grief 
Doggerel now and then disperses fc 
Agonies that need relief. 

(Uissing birds of these is chief!) 

Blankly tramping o’er the stubbles 
la a boro, to put it mild; 

But, iu short, to orown my trouble*, 

One mishap haa mads me riled, 

Driv’n me, Uke the ooveys, wild 

For at last I flush a partridge. 

Ten yards rise, an easy pot! 

Click! Why, bless me, where’s|the 
cartridge P 

Hang it! there, I ©lean forgot 
Putting them in ere I shot! 


Orarr.-Would an ideal barrister be a 
counsel of perfection t 
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the mobilised mmmmn 

Or, the Jfim* o/OivilhaHm. 

About the merry Mandarin 
His fatal grift for humour, 

I find it passing hard to pm 
My faith to every rumour. 

This war, for instanoe. Haney shuts 
Doth eyes and vainly labours 
To grasp the news that he is nute 
(in blowing up his neighbours. 

If so, he threatens to defaoe, 

Beyond all recognition, 

His right of kinship with a race 
Whose excellent tradition, 

Oldest of old traditions, has 
Time out of mind begun by 
This rule -. --Vo not to others as. 

You 'd rather not be done by. 

Ignoring now the anoient bards. 

He must have emulated 
The doctrine which Ah Sin qt cards 
Bo darkly demonstrated, 

When, flush of duplioate supplies, 
Well up his sleeves he slid ’em— 
Do those whom you will otherwise 
He done by . -and he did ’em. 

Observe this sad example of 
Imported Western oulture! 

Symbol of peace, the suoking-dove 
Knocks under to the vulture; 

And prophets of a prior age 
Might fairly he as'otindtd 
To tind the system of the sage 
(’osi'iicius worse confounded! 


LADAS! ] 

( tl\j a Disgusts l Backer .} 

Lauas.L adas, 

Go along with you, do. 

I'm now stone-broke, 

All on aooount of you. 

It wasn’t a lucky Legcr, 

And I wish I'd been a hedger, ; 
Though you did look sweet, | 

Before defeat- m 

But t 've thorougnly done 
with you! 

Scientific Gossip.— In spiteof the 
great, number of bathers at all our 
most frequented sea-side resorts there 
has been no appreciable diminution > 
in either the quality or quantity of 
the sea-water. I 


HELMHOLTZ. 

What matter titles 1 Helmholtz is a name 
That ohallenget, alone, the award of Fame! 
WhenJBmperors, Kings, Pretenders, shadows 

Leave not a dust-traoe #n our whirling ball. 
Thy work, oh grave-eyed searcher, shaft 
endure, 

Unmarred by faction, from low passion 
pure. [mind 

To midge the gnlf 'twixt matter-veu and 
Perchance to mortals, dull-sensed, slow, 
purblind, 

Is not permitted—yet; hut patient, keen, 
Tluu on the shadowy track beyond the Seen, 
Didst doc the elusive truth, and soak it 
sound 

Th* secret of soul-mysteries profound. 
Essential Order. Beauty's hidden law 1 
Marvels to strike more sluggish souls with 
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STUDIE8 IN ANIMnL LIFE. 

Mi. Hippopotamus as he mioht have been. 


I Great seekers, lonely-souled, explore that 
I track, ... 

, We weloome the wild wonders they bring 

, From ventures stranger than an earthly Pole J 
Can furnish. Distant still that mental goal j 
To whioh great spirits ; strain; hut when i 
; . Fame r [ns»«. 

Sums ite bold seekers, Hilmhoim, thy great | 
. Among the faremost shall eteraal sAp, < 
[ Seienee’s pride, and glory of thy lsriT 
1 . 

1 “ Mt dear,” said Mrs. K., “ 1 had to dis¬ 

charge my gardener, for when I questioned | 
him about the sale of the vegetables Ms, 
: S»sw«r« were far too amphibious. 

1 — - ; 

UNHAPPY Tl OUGHT BY AN INVALID. — 
What * dreadful thing to became the Per- 
i muent Head of * Department with a Per- 
I maneftt HewUche! 


IN THE MUSEUM. 


1 # 


Twas almost dusk; the gsllcrios 
Lay Went and deserted 
Where happy knots of twos and throes 
Had wondered, talked, and flirted; 
Whore, armed with buns and cata¬ 
logues. 

The oounfry-bred relations 
Had critioised, appraised, despised 
The art of many nations. 

No more the rigid censor viewed 
With hearty disapproval 
Athenian statues in the nude, 
Demanding their removal; 

No more the cultured connoisseur, 
Whom nothing now amazes, 

The very old designs extolled 
In very modem phrases. 

Vet two remained ; a youth and maid 
Still lingered in the section 
W here Egypt’s treasures lie displayed 
For popular inspection; 

They talked in whispers, and although 
The subject dear to some is, 

They did not seem to take as theme 
The obelisks and mummies. 

An Art more ancient far, one thinks, 
Was that they talki d of lightly, 
Compared with which the lwary 
Sphinx 

Seems juvenile and sprightly : 
Young as the very latest tale, 

Old as the oldest storioe, 

It kept them there, this happy pair, 
That A rt—the a rs amor is ! 

The mummies round them seemed to 
smile, 

j All, long ago, one fancies, 

I Those withered faces by tho Nile 
Had known their own romances. 

| The old-world gods have passed awa y, 

! Osiris lies forsaken, 
lint Love alone retains his thnmo 
Unquestioned and unshaken! 

Lex TAi.ioiiis.--Mr. Lano, turned 
speculative law-giver, suggests that 
we should tax literature. Well, 
that’s only quid (or so much in the 
“ quid ’’) pro quo ; teeing how litera¬ 
ture (lots of It) taxes us. A high 
rate on literary rubbish would yield 
“ pretty pickings,” especially if the 
produoors thereof were allowed to 
f ‘ rate ” each other I In this age of 
sloppiness, sniff and snippets there is 
a lot of ‘ ‘ literature " which should be 
tariffed off the face of the earth. 


EJACULATIONS 

On being asked to play Croquet, A.V. 1894. 

I [“It u impossible to visit any pari of the country 
j without realising the fact that the long-discredited 
i game of Croquet is that coming into vogue again. 

.. . This is psrtly owing to the nholition uf * tight 
croqueting.’ ”— roll Mall Gazette.] 

| Eh? What? Why ? How? 

] Are wc back in the Sixties again ? 

I I am rubbing my eyes— is it then, or now ? 

I'm Sip van Winkle, it’s plain! 

! Hoop, Ball, Stick, Cage ? 

I Kb, fetch them all out once more ? 

! Why, look, they ’re begrimed and cracked 
with age. 

And their play rag days are o'er! 

Well—yes-here goes 
For a primitive chaste delight! 

Let us soberly, solemnly beat our foes. 

For Croquet's no longer ” tight ”! 
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ODE FOE THE MAEEIAOE 
8EA80H. 

II. 

“Ik any of you know 
Cause or impediment.”— 
Cause! I should think I do, 
That girl to wed I meant t 
She made me drink the cap 
Of woe, weil-ihsken up 
With bitter sediment. 

If I forbid the bum* 

With visage pallid, 

F.re she’* another man'a, 

And I have rallied. 

Because in bygone day* 

With me she dallied, 

Would my forbidding phrase ! 
He counted valid ? 

Because her erea would shine 
One* when i praised her, 
IIh'subC her heart to mine, 
When I upraised her 
From the low garden chair, 
lleat for a moment’s space 
With sudden, yielding grace 
While I just kiss'd her hair, 
Which nought simt/ed her ; 
Soothed her with loving touch, 
loving, but, not too much, 

When on her little hand 
The buckle of her hand 
Had lightly grazed hcrP 

Slowly our souls between 
Mists i f reserve crept in— 

I reek’d not, blindly— 

A sister she beoame, 
t) chill and vesl-like name! 

A great deal lew than kin, 

Muoh less than kindly. 

Then on the old sweet ways 
Of thoughtless, chummy days, 
Turning severely. 

Pride, hooded in dislike. 

Si rock as a snake might atrike, 
And, in the publio gaze, 

Froze me austerely. 



Well, all is vanity; 

She ’U disillusion'd be, 

And I—well, aa for me, 

When these oonfusions 
Clear from my brain away, 
Haok in mv thoughts I ’ll stray 
Where sunbeams ever play 
On lost illusions. 


TO A SCOBCHEK. 

’Abut, ’Abet Smith si Smith, 
As wheelman you would win 
renown 1 

You arethe oonntry diatriota'jpest, 
You are the nuisanoe of the 
town: 

Y>u ’re wan and wild and dust- 
defiled; 

You think yon ’re awfully ad¬ 
mired. 

Though winner of a hundred 
"pota,” 

Your feme is not to be desired. 

A ret, ’Abbt Smith de Smith, 
You whirl and whuk about the 
lands. 

With shoulders bowed, with low¬ 
er* d pate, 

And dull eyes fixed upon your 
hands. 

OU! tske some interest in the 
scene, 

Love birds that ring and flowers 
that hlow; 

Try not to be a mere maohine, 
And let the reoord-squelcher go! 


ONE THING AT A TIME. 


A little less than M’Kint.et, 
but mobe than Unkind.— Presi¬ 
dent Cleveland has had to allow 
the Qorman Act to beoome law 


Genial Woeter (under the painful necessity of discharging his Coach - without formally assenting to it. 
won). “I ’m afraid, Simmons, we must tart. The tact is, I He has hid, in faot, to swallow 
i ovi.dn't HKi.r noticing that sevebal tihes liDRiNO the last what he would fain reject, an act 
Month you have been—Sober ; and I don't believe a Man can of involuntary political Gorman- 
attbnd rnopsRLT to the Drink if he has Driving to no I" diring which must be unpleasant. 



THAT ADVANCED WOMAN! 

{A Symposium ri la Mode.) 

.. To' , ':! u T'. of „ 1 AM much flattered by your kind invi- 

■' oniWis Astnr tation to di«eitu the Advanoed Woman, but 

confess.«. M initial difficulty suggests itself to me. 

(!»n oik' discus* the Advanced Woman if this Advanced Woman her¬ 
self is non-existent ? 1 am aware, of course, that 
she has stridden large of late in the pages of femi¬ 
nine fiction, but is she not rh extinct (before she 
has ever existed) ns her Dodo title P Let me make 
my own confession. I have used, if I did not 
invent, the A. W. I have secured a remunerative 
public. Once on a time i wrote of life aa I found 
it, 1 used my eyes and ears, and endeavoured to 
let the world have the result in the old-fasbioned, 
wholesome story. It was a dreary failure. The 
critics commended my style, and the publio let me 
severely alone. Minis avons ehangd tout eela. A 
theatrical manager who finds his musical pieoe 
begin to drag, laves the situation by a New 
Edition—in other words, by taro new songs and 
some fresh daneus. In a similar way I sooured a 
reputation bv dragging in (it times by her very . 

hid-) the Advanced Woman. True that she resemklea no one in 
actual existence, true, indeed, that she is outrageously and offensively 
improbublo, but the public were not h ippy till they got her. They 're 
happy now. So am I. 

Mrs, Shriek Shtiekon I should have thought that my views on 
speak* out. the Advanoed Woman were sufficiently well 
known; hut, since you ask my opinion.! may 
■ay at onoe that 1 lose no opportunity of inveighing against this /a 
de-sietle abomination. Onoe cm a time it was not thought un¬ 
becoming for a woman to be modest and retiring. She knew her 




sphere, and, queen in her own aeleoted world, she did not aspire to a 
sovereignty wnioh naturally belonged ti-others. If they were alive 
to-day (and, after all, some of them are), oar grandmothers would 
hardly know their o bano children—the Heavenly Twins. I am glad 
that I am permitted to keep burning the sacred lamp of the Old 
Womanhood. Indeed, it looks as if the jeers which a thoughtless 
world has hitherto reserved for the Old Maid were being transferred 
to the Old Woman. Yet to those who have never yielded to the spell 
of the latter-day notions, there is only dismay in the spectacle of the 
Advanoed Woman sweeping triumphantly on, with her mind full of 
sex-problems the has not brains enough to understand, end her 
breath stained with the trace of cigarettes she does not o&re to 
oonoesl. WholeBomeness dies at being dubbed old-fashioned; 
Modesty does not survive the disgraoe of not being up to date. It’s 
a bad world, my masters, and I'm never tired of saying so. 

Ann U. Woman The faot that you have invited my opinion 
dreamt with full knowledge of what I shall say, em- 

of the Future. boldens me to speak out. Man’s day (which, 
like every dog. he has had) draws to an end. For centuries he has 
had Woman at his meroy. What she is to-dav, that he has made 
her. And what is sheP His Doll, his Slave, his “Old Woman.” 
But Man made one fatal mistake. In a weak moment he consented 
to allow Woman to earn her own living. From that moment onr 
ultimate triumph was assured. Now we know onr strength. Told 
of old that we were brainless, we now beoome Senior Wranglers. 
Condemned aforetime to inactivity, we now realise that in life's 
straggle there are no ptizes we an not competent to secure, though, 
of course, we are not always permitted. We have precipitated our¬ 
selves out of a yellow miasma of stagnant sloth into an emancipated, 
and advanced day. The Advanoed Woman hat come to stay—but 
not with any husband. She will be as free as Hie air, as strong as 
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'TRIPPING MERRILY.” 


I And I eye her with a look wherein admiration it tempered with 


mslri i Jm' 


Did I drmni iff or w« J a reality F "Are ^wi^nTaWT” hir'wt?de^toTtf’th™ 

"nMT^AB^r^OT^e^iuwynriddSm^KASfrt’a* *“ n ^ r ther - jW 1 * fl *“" wl th the armed oonetabnlary. So I eay, with a touch 
Old Kaspab 8* ~~or lei U8 say miaole-Bgea Kaipas 8,-— work was of deep indignation m my tone, It ’a a uhame ” aay Ithat auoh 

d T “* tW®? s « tbeae”—and I nod irowningly at the dullalnghTwhiob 

refuse so inntjnj.an invitation aa that sent him by Bur Charles Vulcan, M.P., is twirling meditatively, one in eaoh hand, as if right 
Cl* Chamnan, toyOome aboard for the trikl trip of the and left were kbout to fight it out-"It’s a shame tte«*tk!£s 
G.8.S. Cannw ’"Jfk done as as these should be permitted 1 ” The pale, sad, beautiful daughter of 

aforesaid, did thm and ttereby beomne Tohjct the Tripper, and, Enn, regards me mournfully, and then, in a tone expressive of 
as such, went aboard the gaUmat So, abovementioned, au-to-the- astonishment blended with firm remonstranoe, she asks,— 
contrary, nevertnwess, ana notwithstanding, “An’what teoutf the poor Boys use, an' they notallowed lire-arma?” 

And what a goodly oompanyl .... . .That was all. No ssoile is on the Ups of Erin’s pale daughter. 

Sir Charles ana Lady Cheerte, perfect host and hostess in She is apparently in earnest, though both Vulcan and myself, 
themselves. Here too_w«a pnr Tobt, M.P., waggish as ever, “ 11 talking it over zubaequentiy, unite in opinion that, perhaps, she had 


themselves. Here too wsa onr Tobt, M.P., waggish aa ever, 11 11 talking if over subsequently, unite in opinion that, perhaps, she had 
am not down an we official list of been availing herself of this rare 

guests as Tobias, quoth he, and unique opportunity of “ get- 

"Andwhy ? I gave it up. “Be- liog at’ 7 the Saxon, 

cause,” mi he, answering Us fa- 
own conundrum,‘ “ I am a free 
and independent soribe, and there 
is nothing to biaa me. Aha! ” 

The sea air agrees with Tobt, M.P. 

“ And where would the Member 
for Berkshire be,” he asks, pro- 
T minding as it were mother and a 
better nuzzle, “ but aboard a 
Imnnie barque? My bark,” be 
continues gaily, 11 may be worse 

than my bite, bat-" Here the 

bugle-call to breakfast sounds, 
and from ocular evidence I can 
roundly assert that whatever his 
hark may be. I will baok hie bite 
—and this without backbiting, of 
which, ae 1 trust, neither of ne is 
capable—against that of my two 
of his own size and weight. Yet 
Tout m mangeant is not the 
dog in a manger, no, not by my 
moans! With one eye to the 
main chanoe, and mother to the 
corresponding oomfort of his oo- 
breukfasters, so pursueth he his 
steadfast course, as indeed do we 
all, to the astonishment of most 
of us, through the shoals of toast 
and Sutter; over the shallows of 
eggsj safely through the Straits 
of Kipper and Kurrie: with a 
pleasant time in Hot Tea Bay; 
then through a Choppy se&jpbe- 
tween the dangerous rooks of 
Brawn and Baoon; into Hie calm 
Marmaladean Sea, where we ride 
at anohor and ell is well. 

After breakfast, the dgar, or „ , . „ . .... of one of the greatest organs of 

pipe, with conversational acoom- Saxon (referring to the oMlelaghi). It « a shame that such things os the Press—full of wise saws and 
paniment, what time we pace these should be permitted!" modern instanoes; us jolly us a 

the quarter-deck. Prognostics- Doughttt of Erin (plointieoly). “ An’ what would the poor Boys use, sandboy, or rather as a schoolboy 
t ions as to probable weather me an’ they not allowed Fire-arms ? ” out for a holiday. A sailor every 

“taken and offered” by nanti- . raoh of him, and this is saying a 

colly-attired guests, who, in a general way, may be tnnposed from great deal, as be must be over six feet, md broad in proportion, 
their seagoing costume “to know the ropes.” Here Is the ever Appropriate, too, as aboard “the craft,” is the presence of the 
amiable md truly gallant Sir Pim Plural, looking every inch the Great Grand Secretary, Mr. Benjamin Boaz, A.M., P.G.M., &o., &c., 
idealyaehtamm, a» honorary member Si the Upper Houee of Cowes end the still Graatei, Grander Something Else, P.P.M., Ac., Sir 


iver, 1! talking it over subsequently, unite in opinion that, perhaps, she had 

been availing herself of this rare 
and unique opportunity of “ get¬ 
ting at” the Saxon. 

So sho went on rooommending 
stioks and photographs, md did a 
good bit of business with our 
generous Vulcan, M.P., who re¬ 
turned, laden with gifts for 
various fellow-guests aboard the 
gowl SS. Connie Donut. 

Wlmt amusing nights and de¬ 
lightful days! The ladies-bless 
’em !—all aharmiug, and very 
Barkisaes in their perpetual 
“ willingness ” to do unytiling 
and everything that might give 
pleasure md afford amusement. 
it Two fairy-gifted maidens enter¬ 
tain us mightily with a capital 
dramatic sketch of their own cum- 
jxisition; others follow suit, play¬ 
ing the piano; and a imtittn per¬ 
form, without previous rehuarsul. 
ijM> ght's, madrigals, part-songs, and 
*** choruses to popular plantation 
melodies, under tho leadership of 
that masterly musician Tom Tol- 
iiehoi,, whose only regret is that 
he has nut been able tu bring on 
board with him Ids sixteun-horso- 
power-tifty-stopped-sixteen-pedal 
orgm (designed and made by the 
eminent firm of Bellows, Blower 
& Co., at a cost of some few thou¬ 
sand pounds), though, as ho ex¬ 
plains to us. he would have done 
so, had this musieul mammoth 
been only compressible within the 
limits of an ordinary oarpet bag. 

However, d propoo ot organs, 
we have with us a representative 
, . , , of one of the greatest organs of 

MiUlaght). "It ’« a shame that such things os the Press—full of wise saws and 
" modern instanoes; as jolly us a 

ntivoly). “ An’ what would the poor Boys use, sandboy, or rather as a schoolboy 
sra» ? ” oat for a holiday. A suilor every 

inoh of him, md this is saying a 

led from I great deal, as he must be over six feet, md broad in proportion, 
the ever Appropriate, too, as aboard “the craft,” is the presenoe of the 


ided Yachtsman, as honorary member of the Upper Mouse erf Cowes and the still 
and %de Piers. Wonderful man Sir Petes I knows everybody, is Jonathan Jac 
hked by everybody; has been yachting and sailinff and voyaging Hites of Hasot 
tor any number of years: knows even the smallest waves by right, secrets, fun, fi 
and. if asked, oonld probably tell you their names I One day he will Ah 1 the hat 
publish his reminisoenoes I M toasts ” and 1 

We anohor off Queenstown. The estimable, jovial VAUomsra Poseidon l Y\ 
y ulcan, M.P., from the North, must ashore to purchase some trifling McJ abon (sod 
Jmckknacki by way of mementoes of the visit. Instead of “ kniek- Canme Donid 
packs” he lays in a stook of “knock-knocks,” yclept “shille- Chxehii! 


” and fr returniiiffs of thanks ” oy my Lord Affidavit, by Sir 
N k Vmulo (President of the Anchorite Court), by Andrew 
r (seuP of tho Argonautio Firm that built the good ship 
Donta), and the spnghtliest speech of all by Sir Chaklks 


taghs,” which are served out to him by a delicately pale beauty of Bound to Falmouth, up the Fal, ‘‘with our FaL lal, la,” as singeth 
| Erin, dark-haired, slim waisted, and as elegant as might be any owe brilliant tetUtU to piano, or, to (fcuote Sir Jonathan, our P. 
i natty giri from County Trim, shows ns somo dosan shillelaghs m’ 0.” aoooiapaniment. 

intoJhard, murderous-looking, balboas knobs. Then 8’uth'ards I Then.... But" here bresk we off." 

“Phew I" whixtiee Valuktinr Vulcan, M.P., weighing one of Thus do I briefly make some reeoid of a “trial trip”; and may no 
thew dainty atioka in hia hand. " Yon aright girt rather a na»ty trip that my rf ne may make, whether iavolring a trial or not, have 
oradk from thia.” X agree with him, naASTmA daughter of Brin woraereaulte tom hea this, of whiah, begfaming and flnuhmg happily 
angarda u» eadly and aymmtooriaaBy, and glarionaly aa it has done—md moh be toe Canine Donutt fate 

. ‘Maybe," Xthink tomyadf, “ihe has loot afrianderaloverinone evaimme I ma privileged to write toil alight record, and proud to 
these ooofonnded O’Cafulm and O'Moxtaoui rowi. Boar giri 1 ” eoeonnt mytelf bmoefarth as One on. the Tairpxaa. 






144 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Shptsmbib 22, 1894. 





AN IMPORTANT ’JUNCTION. 

You kind tour Fades ubtk ky Boon usddy it Four o'clock, 'ooe I 'k doin’ 
to a Pamt!" 


(To a Friendly Adviser.) 

Whin starting oft on foreign tripe, 

1 ’ve felt seonre if someone give me 
Invaluable hints end tipi; 

Time, trouble, money, these would save me. 
I ’in off: you’ve told 


A PRINCELY OFFER. j 

[“To Ports.—CS oSbred for a One- Act Open j 
Libretto, subjiMit to oooditiDni,” Ac, — .trfiwtirr- | 
sioit is " Morning Put ."J 

Passed ere the day# when in uooents psthetio 
Writers oomplained of their wage as 
unjust. 

Gone are the times when the gedlns poetic 
Struggled in penury, dined on a crust I j 

Nor need they longer, who strive for a! 
_ pittance, 

Grieve if the editors still are remiss; 

What though the papers refute than admit¬ 
tance . 

While they’re afforded sueh ohanoee at 
this? 


The pardon, ready with each dish, 

Ills brisk “ Voili, monsieur ” replying 
To anything that one may wish; 

His claim admits of no denying. 

Theportier, who never rests, 

Who speaks six languages together 
To olsmorous, inquiring guests, 

On letters, luggage, trains, boats, weather. 

The femme de chamhre, who fills my bain ; 

The ouvreuse, where I see the acteur. 

A cigarette to chef de train , 

A franc to energetic/aefeur. 

I give eaoh cocker what is right; 

I kaow, without profound researches, 
What X muBt pay for each new sight— 
Cathedrals, oastles, convents, churches. 

Or climbing up to see a view, 

From campanile, roof or steeple. 

Those verbal tips 1 hod from you 
Save money tip* to other people. 

Save all those tforins, marks or frsnos— 

Or pfennipc, sobs, kreutzer, is it ?— 

The ohange they give me at the banks, 
Aooording to the towns I visit. 

I seem to owe yon these, and yet 
Will money do P Mv fooling’s deeper, 

1 ’ll owe you an eternal debt— 

A debt of gratitude, that’s cheaper. 


Writers of verse, here it news to elate yon! 

“Poets” (the title yen value the most), 
Simply magnificent offers await yon!— 

Vide thia paragraph, out from the Post. 

Hask®, ye herds (who surely t debt owe 
Twahii Mnscknas, this opulent man), 
Hasten with joy to prepare a libretto 
Fit to aoecmplieh his excellent plan I 
He will fulfil your most lofty ambitions— 
_8uob gsnermdty simply astounds I— 

You will rooeive (under certain *’conditions”) 
Honour, and glory, and fame, and— dee 
pounds 

A PatADox or Thuatbicaz. Sitooma— At 
the Criterion vary diifieah to get into Sot 
Water. 


Sorrows of sweet seventeen I 
Vows that manly one-and-twenty meant r 
Yee 1 we ’re siok of Cynic spleen. 

Let *s hark back again tn Sentiment 1 
Ssadiarine surfeit, after all, 

Though it be a trifle riekiy, « 

Changes oar long gorge of gsU. 

Come beck, Sentiment, and quickly I 
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y enters, nn-1 
The oarriage la-1 

1*^11~ A 4Tfl_»1_ I 


TO ALTHEA IN CHURCH. 

You weren't to far ofl but 1 knew you, 

I instantly knew you were there! 

On my Ancient and Modern I drew you 
Between the first hymn and the prayer. 

X'm glad that ay eyes keen and quick are, 
When there ore such prospects to see. 

You ’re looking straight up at the Viour— 
I wish you’d look over at me 1 

You’ve a hat that is gauzy and shady, 
Your gown is a delicate grey— 

So fair and so dainty a lady 
Ne’er entered the Church till to-day! 

Your chaperon quietly dozes. 

Would I were a wizard, for you! 

A wave of my wand, end with roses 
Should suddenly blossom your pew 


His frown’, Jiiapower-1 shou,d audd8nl y blossom yonr pew 


His match—all un¬ 
availing are. 

Yes, CiiLok comes, and brings no donbt, 
A friend to talk of fashions, 

While Strephow lets his weed go out, 

A prov to angry passion, 

Which, later on, released will be 
Within the excellent D. T. 

Yet grieve not so, ungallant swain, 

Nor ourse this innovation, 

Or, even if yon do, refrain 
From words like " frequentation,” 


Than cease to curse, and wholly bless. 
Tor if the charm this female band 
kinds in you so immense is, 

That they oontentedly can stand 
The smell your weed dispenses, 

A compliment they pay you then 
You will not gain from fellow-men! 


A CERTAIN CUBE. 

[“Eating sugsrplums is the best cure for mun¬ 
dane sorrows.'’— A Ladiep Journal, Sept. 19.] 

w hatever the sorrows that chasten your 
life, 

A cure for them all you will quickly 
receive, 

if Pim.Lis should prove au unsuitable wife, 

If children undutiful oauamyou to grieve, 
fust get at the nearest confectioner's shop. 
The cheap and the comforting ohooolato 
drop! 

Jl the treatise at which you have constantly 
worked, 

(Pour volumes portraying “ the Growth of 
Mankind.”) 

By editors still is consistently burked. 

If publishers still to its merits are blind, 
You grieve at their foolish perversity; well, 
There's healing and balm in the sweet 
caramel. 

Perhaps you may find—many do—that your 
• debts 

Are steadily growing, while inoomes 
decay, 

And oonstant attempts to inorease your 


Though “Turks” may decline, do not grieve 
at your plight. 

But buy, as a substitute, Turkish Delight I 

In feet, if misfortune* should seem to 
oppress, fsnduro, 

No longer their burden you'll sadly 
You ’ll have in tire midst of calamity's stress 
A certain specific that cannot but euro j 
'Away with all eorrow!” our toaehsr 
repeats, 

Don't grieve at existence, but taste oi its 


ROBERT’S PICTER. 

Br some stordinary mistake on tho part of 
some wery hemenent taker of Poortnita, 1 
was last week requested for to go to him and 
set for my Pioter. 

He told me in his letter that his reason for 
wanting me to set to him was, beooz he wanted 
to have the Pieters of all the Members of tho 
Copperation, and of oourse they wood not he 
complete without mine, for tho of course ho 
knew that I was not a real Common Coun¬ 
sellor, still, he thort that I had left sitoh a 
mark among them by my ten years oonstant 
service and unwarying atention to em, that 


I 


a leading off the presession or a bringing up the 
lleerl I remembers werry well when tho other 
City Pieter was printed, about u year ago, 
when the Lord Mark's throe Footmen, all in 
their worry hansum- 
est uniforms, was 
plaoed exactly in the 
front, and aU being 
fine hansum fellers, 
as they undowtedly 
is, they were thort to 
have taken the shine 
outof the hole Pioter, 
but that was in 
oourse quite a dif- 
frent thing, and this 
new one is to be quite 
werry diffrent from 
that one, and oarried 
out in quite another 
style altogether, and 
will, I shond think, 
atract such uniwer- 
sal admiration as will 
quite out out the Pioter Gallery as was shown 
at Gildall list summer. 

Sum few of the werry hansnmestof the hole 
Court as has Inn and got taken already, has 
bin and stuck theirselves up in the Reading 
Room, end worry proud they is of their ap- 
perienoe, and Bnowic sad Me has got sum of 
the Atendents to let us go, iu before the 
Members oomes, and see em privately. Brown 
says a# how as he’s quite sure as there must 
be sum mistake about me, beooz as he carn't 
at all eee how I shoud fit in with lhe rest. 
Bat there’s werry little dout in my nBd that 
it’s all a oaae of gelosy,with Baowjt, who 
wond werry much like to have sitoh a chance. 

f • * • * 

I had my chance of going yesterday, and 
kind the Gennelman wos who took me, 
» make awe of 
y good Setter, 
rwholwaaby 
lots of pseple 
a* it was a 
Robert, 


A TERRIBLE TRANSFORMATION; 

Or, Evolution Hone Wrong. 

[“ It is probable thst tho butterfly postillion, by 
an invoreo process of evolution, becomes in time 
the sombre fly-driver ."—Jnittei ngn.) 

Oinpolyehromatio postillion, 

Who BOoureth the Scarborough plains. 

And bearoth the travel¬ 
ling million j(k 

For infinitesimal gains; If 

Oh, butterfly, ploture then gjtjsA 

—there is the rub!— BhLL'tE 

Developing backwards to Jr 

worse than a grub! 0 V I [ 1 

It fills me with doldrums \ | f\\ 
and dolour. ,\]J , \\ 

To picture thy scarlet 'JL'Jj 

and blue foolour," o D u ■> 

Brooming so sadly “ off T B H 

Descending to bumble- . 
bee hue; 

To dandy-grey russet; dunducketty dun ! 
Oh, Pays, this is painful. You must lie in 
fun! 

A fly-driver frumpy and fusty ? 

You might as well just be a fly, 

AU fuzzy, and buzzy, and dusty, 

A horror to ear and to eye, 

A-booming about and fly - blowing the 
crockery, 

No, no, gentle Pair, this is surely mere 
mockery. 

Would Darwin were here to dumoli.-h 
“ Development ” turned upsido down. 

Yon nrohin in pink and high polish 
Degraded to rain-beaten brown ? 

A butterfly turned a blackbeetle were sad. 
But nought to the fate of our postboy, poor 
ladl 

A Hansom may sink to a “ Shoful,” 

A racer descend to the rank: 

But Hit metamorphosis woeful 
Is furtune’s most pitiless prank. 

Smart urohin in emerald, cobalt, vermilion. 
Turn fly-driver Y Far better die a postiUion , 



MOltGKNLIED. 

[By a Light Sleeper.) 

“Ye Uttle birds that sit and sing ” 

Outside mv windowwhonthedayisdawning. 
How I should like your Uttle necks to wring, 
I fain would sleep, with weariness I’m 
yawning. 

Although for rest you may not feel inolined, 
Do oease, I beg of you, that aimless 
twitter: 

Trv without noise the early worm to find. 
Why should you seek my rest-time to em¬ 
bitter? 

No doubt you think your maddening cheep 
Sweeter than song of nightingalo or linnet. 
But, tossing here with imprecations deep, 

I do declare I find no sweetness in it. 

“ Higher up! move on! ” or stay and hold 
your tongues, 

Had I a gun, the twig you'd quickly hop it; 
I wish you’d exercise your little lungs 
A thousand miles from here. In mercy 
stop it 1_ 

The Cyclist's Cycle. 

(An Eldirlg muid-ht Wheelman’e Etpenmx.) 

Discus* the question,—" Why Cycle Y ” 
Purchase a roadster,—Buy Cyole! 

Mount it, and tumble off.—Try Cyole! 
Home bruised and shivering,—lewle! 

Read the Lancet, am horrified,—Shy Cycle! 
Beil off at a sacrifice,—Fie Cycle! . 

And tbst was the end of my Cycle! 
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MERRICK ON RATIONAL 
DRESS. 

yus, “ Knickers ” arethapro- 
per dross 

Wherewith a Cyde a Mat to 
press; , , ' 

Convenient, and—anemia you 
be thrown— 

Mikinif less r©-ve-la-ti- 0 H; 
There’s less of danger, aye, 
and dirt. 

Attending the divided skirt. 

I will not say I wholly tike 
To see my Julia on a "bike”: 
I will not say that I should 
choose 

To see Cohikka don the trews; 
But yet, if either beauty fed 
That she Is bound to oyole- 
wheel, 

(Like to a she-Izion) then. 
Since ladies aim to ride like 
men, [teaches 

'Tie dear that all exponent* 
Tbit it is best to wear knee- 
breeches, 

And drop the prejudioe that 
loth dote 

On the tempestuous pettiooat, 
A skirt that oatoheth here and 
there, [ing bare, 

And leaves a stretoh of stook- 
Kaiments that ruok, and cause 
thereby [fusedly;— 

The wheels to move oon- 
A1I these be awkward follies, 
sure, [menture. 

Compered with dual gar- 
Kniolcers and leggings, by- 
and-by, 

With their unfeigned sim- 
nlioity. 

Will more bewitoh us—on a 
“bike”— 

Than flowing skirts we now do 
like! 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 




THE “AUTOMATIC" 
CONSCIENCE. 

(A late report of the Automatic 

Machine Company says that out 
of ovpry twelro coins plated in 
the alot (too ore bad.) 

.,1 Average "Honest Han " log ,:— 

Pot a penny in the slot f 
jL That is limply tommy-rot I 

■ If I want a cigarette, 
wjR Or eome butter scotch, you hat, 
-S If 1 put a penny in, 

^R> ’Tie a had one I Bits of tin, 
fm Workmen’s tickets, discs of 
a , sine, 

NKg Aught that's rounded and 
3K’ will chink, 

W Chips of copper filed to size, j 
JP® Tokens, oountere— all I trice. 
H'T Takes a lot o’ trouble, too. 

. ', To fake up a reglar “ do." 

>•' • 80 for nix I often get 

fey Butter sootoh or cigarette. 


fi I aI bi - 1 should liketo see tie bloke 

Vf ■ 7 ■ Whmi he turna ’em out! Oh 

" 1 [FJ I Twenty por cent, are shams— 

' 1 Hempstt ^ Wot F To a mo- 

.i.V' ,X‘ ,* Hi/ H You must think mo jolly 

TP# ti t * _ mf ■ I W The maohrne can’t oop or 

,,, V u/iir csnMiHEHa .HU [M t blow i 

1* y *' isM Mf klirFW,/.^J/ Aufomatioe do not know. 

M .iir v Bi»*“^*y> 

V 1 ‘ A 1 if “ . * l ■ Or a lump of brace or tin, 

" Who ’e to tdl that 1 do not 

MAKING THINGS SMOOTH. l’ut a penny in the dot ? 

Keeper {to Sportsmen, who have jail fired all finer barrels without touching a ” ' 

feather). " Dxaut MX 1 uhoohmoh ST HO No ok thx Wnro Biara is, Okk- Ik thePhkbs,— The Cruelly 

TLXMXK I ’StONISHINO AMOPHr o’S hot TBXT CABBIES AW AT WITH ’xu of the Jap, By the Author of 
TO Bi auxx I" The Kindnese of the Celeeiial. 


H * WfN 


• l * g^i | j t 

MAKING THINGS SMOOTH. 


w 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAMVARL 


29, 1891, 


LYRE AND LANCET. 

{A Story in Scenes.) 

PART XIU.-WHAT'S IN A NAMES’ 
ficKSK XXII.— At the Supper-table in the Hotwekeeper’s -Room. 

to Mr». Fomibkt U od TbkdwbU are «<j****tf a ?'imLnaMt 
table respectively' tTsD**8iH!rx u between Mrn Pomfejst ana 
Miss I'lii ij.ii'soN. The Stewards Room Roy wait*' 

Train rH. I don’t me Mr. Adams here this evening, Mrs. Pom- 
pkkt. What ’« the reason of that P vu v. Tm 

Mr*. J'omfret. Why, heiasked to be excused to-night, Mr. Tam- 
wvli You see some of the visitors’ oosohmen are putting, up pair 
hors,'; ho™ and he’s helping.Mr. Checklet entertem theun 
(To Undebsmsu..) Mr. Adams is our Stud-Groom, and him and 
Mr. Cnr.oKi.Kr, the 'od ooaohman, are very friendly just now. 

Aimms is very olcvor with his horses, I believe, and I m sure ho d 
have liked a talk with you; it's a pity he ’e engaged elsewhere this 

e 'T2Uell(my,title,l). I-I’m exceedingly sorry to have missed 
him. Ma'am, (to himself.) Is the Stud-Groom literary, I wonder ? 

Ah no, 1 remember now; I allowed Miss Phillipson w 
mnclndc that my tastes were equestrian. Perhaps it ’a just as well 
the Stud-Groom Mt here ! . , . - , ,, u , 

Mr». Pomfr, Well, he way drop m later on. I shouldn t be 
surprised if you and he 
had mot before. 

Cud. {to himxtilf). 

I should. [Aloud,) I 
hardly think it ’* pro¬ 
bable. 

Mrs. Pomfr. I ’ve 
known stranger things 
than that happen. 

Why, only the other 
day, a gentleman o&mo 
into this very room, as 
it might bo yourself, 
and it struck mo he 
was looking very hard 
at, me, and by-and-by 
ho says, "lou don’t 
reoolloot me. Ma'am, 
hut I know you very 
well,” says he. So 1 
said to him, “ Yon oer- 
tainly have the advan¬ 
tage of me at present, 

Sir.” “ Well, Ma’am, 

ago^had' tlm^onmlr *' * l,lt iugljr didu’t givr mo the impression of being a Gentleman.” 

and privilege of being Steward’s Hoorn Hoy in a house whore you 
was Still room Maid; and 1 consider I owe the position I have f-inoe 



PhiU. (demurely). Hb vu ta«r*r sentimental j Mt *W 
Mr. Sir no*, as it happmis. Mot that heoan’t sparkle, whifi 
likes. I’m sure if you r d beard how he went on in the fly I “* 
Steptoe (with malice). Not having Iwex privileged to be pressrt 
perhaps our fnend here oould reoolleot a few af the best and re^,( 

th S'is Dolman. Do, Mr. UNDtramna, please. I do loco a good 

aU !7nrf. (crimson). 1—you really must exouse me. I said nothin,, 
worth repeating. 1 don’t remember that I was particularly— s 
Slept. Pardon me. Afraid I wsa indiscreet. We must npare Mia 
Pntu.irsoK’s blushes by all manner of means. 

Thill. Oh, it was nothing of that sort, Mr. Siwro*! i’vsno 
objeotion to repeat what he said. . He called me a little green some- 
thing or other. No; he said Mot in the train, though. But he would 
have it that the old cab-horse was a magic steed, and the fly an en- 
chanted ohariot; and I don’t know what all. (As nobody smile,) 
It sounded awfully funny as he wid it, with his faoe perfectly 
solemn like it is now, I assure you it did 1 
Slept. ( patronieingly ). I can readily behave it. We shall have 
you contributing to some of our yomerous periodicals, Mr. Urdm- 
8HKT.I., Sir, before long. Such facetious talent is too good to he 

lost, it reelly is, . , ... „ 

Und. (to himseff, wnthing). I gave her credit for more sense. To 
make me publioly ridioulous like this! [Tie sulks. 

Miss Stickler (to M. 
lllDKvos, who suddenly 
rises). Mossoo, you ’re 
not going! Why, what¬ 
ever '* the matter ? 

M. Rideros. l’air- 
meet sat I make my 
depart. I am eit at i: 
arr. 

[General outcry and 
sensation. 

Mrs. Tomfr. (con¬ 
cerned). Von never 
mean that, Mossoo f 
And a nice dish oi 
quails just put on, loo, 
that they haven’t even 
touohed upstairs! 

M. Rid. It is for zat 
I do not remmain! Zoy 
'avo not tooh him; my 
pyramids, result of a 
genius stupend.enornie! 
to zem he is nosiing; 
zey retturn him to crush 


1 position 1_ 

attainud entirely to the good ndvioeyou u«od to give me, as 1’vo 
never forgot it, Ma’am,'' says ho. Then it flashed across me who it 
was—"Mr. PocKumiTO.v!!!” says I. Which it mere. And him 
own man to the Duke of DOMiii.KsimiK.' Whioh was what made it 
no very nice and 'andsomo of him to remember me all that time. 

Vnd. (perfunctorily). It must have been most gratifying, Ma’am. 

. To himself.) 1 hope this old lady hasn’t any more aneodotes of this 
highly interesting nature, t mustn’t neglect Miss PaiUArson — 
especially as I haven’t very long to stay here. 

[//(,' consults his watch stealthily. 
Miss Phil/ipson (observing the action). I’m eorry you find it 
so slow hero; it's not very polite of you to show it quite so openly 
though, I must say. [She pouts. 

f nd. (to himself). I oan’t let this poor girl think me a mute! 
But 1 must be careful not to go too far, (I'm her, in an undertone 
which he tries to render unemotiunat.) Don’t misunderstand me 
like that. It I looked at my watoli, it was merely to count the 
minutes that are left. In one short half hour I must go—I must 
pass out of your life, and you must forget—oh, it will Be easy for 
you —but for me, oh! von oanuot think that I sWl oarrv away 
a heart entirely unsoothed. Believe mo I shall always lx>k back 
gratefully, regretfully, on- 

Thill, (bending her head with a gratified little giggle). I declare 
you ’re beginning all that again. I never did see suoh a cure as you are. 

( nd. (to himself, displeased). I wish she oould bring herself to 
take me a little more aenoiuly. I can not oousider it a oompliinent 
to he called a “ cure’’—whatever that is. 

Steptoe^ (considering it time to interfere). Come, M r Ukdzbjshkll 
all this whispering reelly is not fair on the company I Ton mustn't 
hide your bushel under a napkin like this; don’t reserve aU your 
sparklers for Miss Pauxipsos there. 

find, (stiffly). 1 —ah—was not making any remark that could he 
described us a sparkler, Sir. I don’t sparkle. 


me! To - morrow I 


demmand zat Miladi aooept my demission, h i je smiffre trap.’ 

[ktfUi ares the rtnmi precipitately. 
Miss Stick, (offering to rise). It does seem to have upset him! 
Shall I go after him and see if 1 can’t bring him round P 
Mrs. Tomfr. (severely). Stay where yon are, Hahsirt; he's bettor 
left to himself. If he wasn't so wropped up in his cookery, he’d 
know there’s always a dish os goes the round untested, without why 
or wherefore. 1 ’ve no patience with the man! 

Tred. ( philosophically ). That's the worst of 'aving to do with 
Frenchmen; they ’re so apt to beyave with a sutting childishness 
thcX—[checking himself) —l really ask your pardon, Mamsell, I 
auite forgot you was of his nationality; though it ain’t to be won¬ 
dered at, 1 ’m sure, for you might pass for an Englishwoman almost 
anvwhere! 

Mile. Chiffon. As you for Frenchman, hein ? 

Tred. No, ’ang it all, Mamsell, I 'ope there's no danger o’ that! 
(To Miss Pjotliwok.) Delighted to see the Countess keeps os fit as 
ever, Miss Peilupsow ! Wonderful woman for her time o' life 1 
Law, she did give the Bishop beans at dinner, and no mistake I 
Thill, Her ladyship is pretty generous with them to moat people, 
Mr. Th*dw«li» 1 ’m rare I ’d have left her long ago, if it wasn’t 
for Lady Maui*— who is a lady, if you like t 
Tred. She don’t favour her mi, I will eay that for her. By the 
way. who ie the party they brought down with them f a youngish 
looking ohap—seamed a hit out of hie helement, when he first oome in, 
though he ’• soon got over that, ' * 


UICUV, W Uvil Uv Ullt WIUV 1U« 

by the way him and yonr 
>bing together at table' 


Lady Khoda, Miee Dolmas, was 'ohm_„ 

Thill. Nobody came down with my ladies: they must have met 
him in the boa, I expect. What la hit name r 

Tred. Why, ha give it to me, 1 know, when I enounoed him; but 
it’s gone dean oat of my head again. He ’a got the Varney Chamber, I 
1 know that Munch; bat what wa, his name again P I shall fcrgetJ 
myown next. ” 

'Und. (involuntarily). In the Varney Chamber P Then the name 
must be Sronuu 1 





-. POyCH » OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


I Pkill. (starting). Sfusmu! Why, Tuned to- But of oonne 

it oan’t be Aw> • ■ .. . 

Tred. SPURRkU. was the nun*, though. (With a resentful glare 
at [Jkdemreu.) I do. tfecwimw ww oame to bo aware of it. Sir! 

rr .J nn,if tha turtf IB T nanMMAH f/s iL.l /1 , 1 


Und. Why, the foot it, I happened to find out th»t-(Acr« he re¬ 
ceive »a» admonitory dme in the bade from the Boy) —that hie name 
teal SruBBH. 1 .. (Zb hmteff.) X with thle infernal Boy wouldn’t be 
so officious; but perhaps he’s right! 

iVed, Ho, indeed! weal, another than, Ur, Howssaaanu, if you 
require information aboutpers« K staying with tie, pYaps you’ll be 
good enough to apply to me personally, Inetead of picking it up in 
Home ’ole and oorner fashion. (UnpweniLt eontrole hie indignation 
with difficulty.) To return tb the individual in question, Him 
Philluw. I should have said myself he was something in the 
artistic or littery way; hesuttmflydidn’t give me the impression 
of beincr a Gentleman. 

Phill. (to herself, relieved). Then it isn't my Jim! I might have 
known he wouldn t be vieitiog here, end carrying on with Lady 
IljimiAa. He’d never forget hinyself like that—if he Aa« forgotten me' 
Slept" It strikee me he’e more of n eporting charaoter, Tkmwisli. 


steeplechaser that wai faked up to win a Selling Handicap, and it 
tickled me to that extent I oqpld hardly hold the epirit-lamp steady! 

Tred. I may bo mistook, Sitrio*. All I oan say is, that when 
me and James was serving oawfy to the ladies in the drawing-room, 
seme of them had got ’old of a little pink book all sprinkled over 
with rilver outlets, and, rightly or wrongly, X took it to ’ave some 
connection with ’im. 

1W. (excitedly). Pink and silver! Might X ask -was it a volumo 
of poetry, called—or— Andromeda t 

Tred. (crushingly), That I did not take the liberty of inquiring, 
Sir. as you might be aware if you wae a little more familiar with the 
hetiqnetto of good Seroiety. 

[I'.MIEIISBELL collapses : Mr. Adams enters, and steps into the 
chair vacated by the Chef, next to Mrs. PoMraxr, with 
whom he converses. 


go till I have seen this fellow Srontta, and made him give me back 
my things. What’s the time? ... ten! I can go at last. (He rises.) 
Mrs. Pom frist, will you kindly exouse mef I—Iflnd I must go at once. 
Mrs. Pomfr. Well, Mr. UKnttRSBELt, Sir, you ’re tho beet judge; 



L A must CU UnOC. PtltlltlAPn WAI IIP 

Mr*. Pomfr. Well, Mr. Uhdkrsbell, Sir, you’re tho best judge; ENHANCED VALUE, 

nml, if you roally oan’t stop, this is Mr. Adahs, who’ll take you » Ar ~. BnRT . Tfm TIIAT -«,,»« rm- *.■ ii. liw , 

round to the stables himself, and do anything that’s neocssiy. B mZfl«, Awf“ 

ki?as. __ 0 -nr-n _v. ■ silf. “Joi.lv ’ahd ; ah the Mkssaoen and I’aikklh from the 

shown Jwl' T TOr oy TBK ’ 0lKlt T0 THK PAHEMEKT 00 THROCUH ME; AND I 'M 

wfj.t. I)e,r /"? L h y d ayhght, myself; but there, I dessay that 0SLT ormsi) thirty lion a Week i” 

won t make much difference to you, solong as vou do see tho ’owe f , A .. Tki , l yKK W11AT , M ak, tov ■„ ( „„ MAN „ 

J«$«« « v,,,: - ™ 

/ don’t, want to see the beast; but I daresay it won’t take many . .. _____— . . . . ... 

minutes; and, if I don’t humour this man, I shan't get a convey¬ 
ance to go away in! (Aloud.) No difference whatever—to me. “LOST KINGS.” 

I shall be delighted to be shown Deerfoot; only I really can’t wait . ,, , 

much longer: X-I ’ve an appointment eleewheti! f?V" 1 jfave soen some letters in the Daily Graph,c on the aW 

Adams. Right, Sir: you get your’at and ooat, and come along eubjeot Amuoh more ounous thing happened to roc ™ April I,1«S7, 
with me, and you shall Me bun at ouee. »* ‘wenty-flve minutes past ten in the morning. I dropped a pin 

[Uhoerhueu, takes a hasty farewell of Miss Phit.UMW and about four yards from the sonth-weetern oo me r of the Marble Arch. 


SM ^SSAT’ 

“““““ reluctantly foroed to the conclusion that it was not tho same pin. 

A TRUST TO BE TRUSTED. Had it been, I should have found it five and a half inches further 

to form a B Tru»t for the Preservation of Beautiful or north. The question now in, whose pin was itf—Your obedient 


Historical Place*.”] 

“A TnrKo of beauty*is a joy for i And ( 


[you were, and olever: 


ild qiuefiy iwff'^fof 


servant, Scientific Invkstihatok. 

Dear Sir.— Some week, ago I rodo outride an omnibus from 


w * r :1 Pioeadilly 


If left to jerry-builders, cads, and Is surely Civilisation s first of following the urns route, I found my cage, my riphon, and my dog! 
And 'Anar’s knife, and the fora- Preserve from ravage of the rash j t wu Q, e ume omnibus, end the faithful beast was .till there. 
_digger’»trowel, [bowel cheap-tripper. Unfortunately the pariot and tho soda-water were not, for tho 

Used to dungure and to diaom- Or wastcm > blade of Abby too jM^nudotia ftrrwy.1 had evidently made use of them to hu»tain life, 
Art’s masterpieces and dear Na- oheek-ehipper ■ not very satiifaotorily, for he was a mere Aeleton. 

lure’s charms, AndDoeo-disfigurer, with hisPoij. Yours obediently, Conbtant Kkaber. 


ircue to Charing Cross. Getting down hastily, when 1 
K went on to Westminster instead of the City, I left 
ge grey parrot in a cage, a siphon of soda-water, and a 
dog. Yesterday, when I climbed on to an omnibus 


rd dog. Yesterday, when I climbed on to an omnibus 
the same route, I found my cage, my riphon, and my dog I. 
in same omnibus, ana the faithful beast was .till there. 


Will work an Beauty’s world de¬ 
structive hams. 


! ch^ek-chipper 
And noee-diefiguMr, with his Pou. 

or/’Tmma, _CBNgdmr. 
OT tw m ha ge af tha Bnicutaave 


WgWIWUi MIIWW hWM 

not very satisfaotorHy, 


ours (hediently, 


Conbtant Reader. 


Sained to silence, that the still So Punch, the benulyri 
monk’s sandal [vulgar Vandal thoughtful, jut. [ 
Brake only, spots then are the Wishes socoees to the newt 


e Drab Ms. PtmcH,—Last evening I wont ont to dinner, and put my 
onelatoh-koy in my nookst. Marvellous to relate, on my rot urn home 
! at three a.m., I took it, aa I Ibought, from my pocket and found that 
r it had become two! Yonrs faithfullv, Booskv Tit*. 
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JAP THE GIANT-KILLER. 

(FrapmorU of a Tait of Now Japan at told around a Firt-Snxnior in 
Dai Nippon.) 

• •••«« 

Oxen upon a time in the Happy Dragon-fly ahaped Land of the 
Hiring Sun there lived a little hero named J*r. Small he was, but 
valiant aa Taxfe-xo-ticm-iio-SBKinifi himeelf of the long life and 
many-sylUbled name. He was a dead hand at dragon slaying, and 
had killed more tigers than Hanfnn. He eould exorcise Oni like one 
o'eloek, these demons or imps having aa exceeding bad time of it 
when Jar was, as he would term it, “ on the job.” In fact, his 
exploits wore the favourite topioof talk when young and old gathered 
around tho hibaohl, or fire-braziers, to list to tales of heroism, filial 
piety, and Pro-Gress. Pro-Gres* was the name of the great new 
goddess of whom Jap was a votary. From her he had reoeived the 
gift of a new “ sword of sharpness,” whioh would not only, like 
the gift of the triple-headed Cornish giant, “out through anything,” 
but would make all enemies out Mrs anything. 

Little far, having acquired this wonderful sword, aompared with 
whioh that which Nina threw into the sea was a more oyster-knife, 
was naturally desirous of using it He kept it si sharp as that of 
the groat demon-queller Bao-xi; but the demons he quelled with 
it were the great obstructive ogres known as Kon-serva-tism, 
Fogi-ism and Pie-ju-dioe. Jap gave those antiquated bogies 
beans. The Tengns and Bho-jos had a bad time of it, you bet, and 
the “ bag " of Dragons, or Tatsus, Jap could show after one of his 
regular " battues” was a caution to Baurians, I can assure you! 
He had a o Election of Tatsu-teeth that would havsearoused the 


Nip Van IVmklt, strong as Asaina Saburd, the Dai Nippon Her¬ 
cules, big aa Fusi-yama, “the matchless mountain,” rich ss the 
Treasure Ship, laden with Ta-kara-mono (or “PreciousThings”), 
stubborn, stolid, and unprogressive as name, the hairy-tailed 
tortoise, himeelf. Thie tremendous Tartar- Mongolian Blunderbore 
had a number of fine names, of flowery flavour and Celestial 
swagger someness, but we will oall him Jon-xi, for short. 

Now Little Jap hated Big Jov-rri, end Big Jo x-m disdained 
Little Jap, as indeed ho disdained eveHDSody else save his conoeited 
and ooiossal self. Jap ourled his lip at Jok-si ; Jon-ni put out his 
tongue at Jap like a China figure; when the dusdeoimo hero bit bis 
thumb et the elephantine Celestial, the elephantine Celestial oocked a 
snook at tho duoaeoimo hero. This could not last. Little Jap was 
ambitious to try bis sword of sharpness and his gun of swiftness 
upon big game. He cried, “ By the heroic Hidesato who slew the 

_'»_a _A. t in i__ * i -a il< v _ j n t . j.'i _ 


ngh they were really pheaeanfcH in a i 
i commonly said that whsm Jap had a 


arsav w aa, au wsatv, |i«n wiuuut sum UUUUiXUU VH UU*UUi 

and ewearyof such small sport as man dragons and demons could 
furnish. He yearned like an Anglo-Indian Shikari for big game! 

Now there was an ugly, but enoraons giant, fieroe-looking aa 
Kaminari, the Thunder-god, old as Dmahima, the Kami-no-kuni 


srwiuo vs Alia uauio auum aiaouiao uivu uiwuuuv aaaus, uvnsuv. 

Jap,” they cried, “ this Chinese Blunderbore is too big for theel” 
“Pooh I "retorted tho undaunted Jap, “Remember 

- 1 the rsliaut Ceruishmsn 

Who dew the giant Oormoran.' 

Am I not ss big as Jack now, and aa fit to play the Giaut-kiHer 
as he? Too big P Why, the overgrown monster is like the Buddhist 
Dsruma, who, ‘ arriving in China in the aixth century, at once went 
into a state of abstraction, which extended oyer nine yean, during 
whioh time he never moved; and as a result lost the use of his legs? 
Only Jois-ia has been 'in a state of abstraction ’ for nine oenturies 
instead of nine yean, and haa lost the nee of hie head, aa well as his 
legs! He hates and scorns my tutelary goddess. Pro-Gress. I will 
try the effect of her gifts upon him! Here gpes M! ” 

HU admiring friends dubbed him “Jap the Giant-Killer” at 
onoe. Aid, indeed, when he “went for” that plumev Colossus, 
who in physical proportions out-Chang'd Cuaxo himself, the result 
of the first round, in which the swaggersome Jos-si was fairly 
hasten to his knees, seemed to justify the title. But giants are not 
i usually “ knocked out ” in erne round, and—well, my children, tiny 
Jap’s further fortunes in his fight with Titan Jog-in, may furnish 
i material fog further narrative when next we gather around the 
1 glowing hibaohi to tell tales of Jap the Giant-Killer I 
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A SKA-QUENCE OP SONNETS. 

(Supposed to tamtam 1 'written in Mid-Channel." 
Sen published Worke af Alfr-d A-st-n.) 

L 

This is the ms that nest Britannia rules 1 
The waves salute their mistress. Still I sec 
Far in our wake the white oliffs of the free. 
Arise, 0 tempest, blow, disturb these jiools! 
Ye waves, I love you! Let the puling fools 
Prate as they will, but let mo ever be 
Tossed on your foaming; orests. I shout 
with glee. 

While the North wind my poet's forehead 
oools. 

0 guemseyed sailors, I am of your kin: 

I too have in my blood the soorn of fear 
That faced tho storm, what time th’ embattled 
din [cheer 

Broke on Trafalgar, and an answering 


we win! ”. 

Dear me, what’s this ? Ahem! I’m 
feeling queer. 

n. 

[to, no, it shall not bo; the [mot's eye 
Shall yet flash fire, his heart shall never 
fail, 

Though round about him, blanching in Die 
gale, 

His follows falter- Waves, be not loo 

high; [me dry. 

Here height proves nothing. Leave, oh leave 
Down, waves! Down, fluttering heart! 

Why should 1 quail ? 

Here in the imoket of the Royal Mail 
1 tread the deck and do disdain to fly. 

But ah, what pangs aro these 'i No, no!~ 
yes, yes!— 

Again 1 say it shall not be—no, no!— 

At least not yet—but vet 1 do confess 
A craven yearning draws me down lmlow. 
Curst be tho words in which 1 erst did bless 

Tho towering billows- Steward! yo, 

heave, ho! 

in. 

Was it for this I left the pleasant strand 
Of England, and the leafy country lanes, 
The ploughs, the cattle, and tho creaking 

wainst 

Yo sounds that only poets understand, 

Of sheep-bells tinkling o’er a sunny land, 
Was it for this 1 left you, for tho gains 
Of dew-sprent brow and dm]) internal 


pains. 

Of feeble voice and nerveless clammy hand Y 

Never again shall ocean with his roar 
Attract me from the firm-built homes of 
men. 

Let others steer from shore to farthest shore, 
Climbing the liquid hills that now and then 
Break and o’erwhelm them—I shall roam no 
more. 

Once landed on old Dover Pier again. 



AFTER THE BALL. 

lh. '‘How CAN I KVKR RKrAY YOU FOR THAT DSI.10HTFUL WALTZ, MlSS GuUOllTUy I” 
Me (ictais train hat suffered). “Oa, Don’t rsfay jnr. Sirn.1 WITH ut DasssMAicsn I ” 


LINES IN PLEASANT PLACES. 
Th* Sturkt. Saturday Night. 

(fly an F.ye<witne*s.) 

Ox a Saturday night, in a crowded street, 
(The Butcher said ! * Buy! Buy!”) 

Blue apron and cleaver and all complete, 
Surrounded with joints of the prlmeat meat, 
Beef, mutton, heads, oaroases, tails and feet, 
The Batcher said “ Bay I Buy!” 

A succulent chop on the counter la; 


The Terrier jumped through the open sash; 

(The Butcher said “ Buy I Buy 1 ) 

To his infinite credit—he had no cash— 
Away with the chop like a lightning flesh. 
(The Butcher, by way of a obang#fcatd 
“Dash! v ) 

J The Terrier said “ Bye! Bye!" 


Tip for a Trundler. 

(Inthe Of Season.) 

Cnrcxnr is over; the Summer fails; 

Do yon feel rather out in ths oold, Sir? 
Well have a shy at “professional bails ”: 
And the Public wfll cry, “Well bowled, 


THE PROFESSOR OF THE PERIOD. 

When Drummond wrote of tho Asoont of 

Hen, 

He did not think of the Desoent of Woman 
Upon his poor damned heed. The Assyrian 
Did not “oome down” with wrath more 
superhuman, 

Or more like a fierce wolf upon the fold : 

Mrs. Ltnn Liktox, sweetest mannered scold 
That ever hereey to judgment summoned, 
Hath'bad her dainty will, and drummed out 
‘ Drummond ! 

Give us a gentle lady, without bias, 

To'play Apollo to a new Marsyas! 
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BOWL ME NO MORE I 

(An Unlucky Sait man’s Lament after a Season 0 /Slow Wickets,) 
Aik —tAsk ms no men.” 

Bowi me no more: the men may drew the stumps; 

The run may ewoop from heaven and swamp the create; 
In folds of baize the bat may lie at peace; 

But oh, too fond of yarkert, breaks and tramps, 

Bowl me no more l 

Bowl me no more: 'tit dark at half-past Are; 


0 Crioket, dismal autumn bids thee die 1 
Bowl me no more: Football is all alive; 

Bowl me no more 1 

Bowl me no more: bat's fate and ball's is seal'd. 
I strove to make my thousand, all in vain: 
Like a great river ran the oeaseless rain, 

And spoiled the wickets. Lo, I leave the field 
Bowl me no more I 


A DAY’S RIDE, A LAW’S ROMANCE. 

(A Story of the ‘tong Vacation.) 

“ Mb. BSiefless,” said u eminent solicitor to me the other 
ay, " I want you to go to Bast Babbleton, in Guiltshire, to ae - 
the Great Gooseberry Will oase is still open. It is a matter of 
ital importance, and I shall be glad if you can attend to it 
i-morrow," 

lief erring to Pobtiwotob, I found that my diary was dear f-.r 
ic day specified, and 1 expressed my willingness to carry out my 
ient's instructions. 

“ I must know at onoe,” continued the gentleman, " beoause 1 
ssire to bring the matter before the Vaoation Judge on an origi- 
sting summons. I need soaroely add, that you will get the fullest 
irlioulars from the parish derk. 

Although rather imperfectly instructed, I determined to visit East 
abbleton. The usual sources of railway information led me to 
dieve that the place was six or seven miles distant from Nearvioei 
1 Gniltsbire. I determined to go to Nearvioes, taking with me my two 
da (homefor the holidays), Gkokge Lewis Hehschell and Edwabd 
lakke Euaaiax. Before now I have explained lhat my sons’ 
hristian names have been selected with a view to assisting (in after 
rare) their professional advancement. We had to start at an 
“usually early hour from London, and after enjoying the Dom¬ 
inion ship of some sportsmen, who talked about “duek” and 
roots” for a quarter of a day, arrived at Nearvioes at eleven 
clock. 1 made at once for the Bed Lion, the principal hotel 
1 the town. My sons followed me, eager for breakfaet. Until then, 
'ey had satisfied their appetite by the stealthy consumption of 
bout half-a-pound of a sweetmeat that is, 1 believe, known as 
spanere Almond Book. 

The “ Bed Lion ” was in a state of great commotion. There were 
Buple in high hats at the door, people in high hats looking out of 
le coffee-room window, people in nigh hats thronging the hall. With 
>me trouble my lads ana I got our breakfaet, then I asked for the 
tier. He cime to me after a pause and awaited my orders. 

‘ I want a trap to take me over to East Babbleton,” 1 said; " and 
iould like' to know how much it will oost.” 

1 Very sorry. Sir, but 1 oan’t do it for you. All the carriages in 
te house are hired. Ton know, Sir, Mill Smith is going to be 
smed, and consequently you oan’t get a conveyance for love or 
oney.” 

l, was seriously annoysd, aa the instructions of my client ware 
:pliait_ 

‘I really meet get over,” I said emphatically; "surely Mias 
(Rh oan land us one of her carriages. You might ask her future 
ishand.” 

“ Can’t do that. Sir,” replied the ostler; " for we none of us know 

m. However, 1 ’ll see what oan be dona for you. Could you drive 
iiirself over?" 

"Oh, do Papa,” shouted my two sons in an aostnoy of delight 
“would be suck fun 1 and mother isn’t here to atop yon.” 

Well, I will have a shot at it” 1 returned; " although truth to 
“I am a little rusty. I have not drivon for aomo time/’ 

The ostler eyed me rather sharply, and retired. I than thought it 
y duty to reprove my sons for tbmr ill-timed levity, explaining that 
>«r tomfoolery might have oauaed via ostler to rente to entruatbis 
l“'page to my oan. 

fl ul youhavenever driven in your Map" mid Gnanaa Lawn 
weenm*. " Have you. Papa P” 

7 cannot aay that I have,” I replied, with that tmthfulasaa 
hieh is the aharaeteristio of my dealings in the domestic circle. 



SELF-EVIDENr. 

The Colonel. “Wbat was that hoise I hsakh .mar now)” 

Hu Nephew. “Oh I I was hixiwixo cr nr aaavANTl" 

The Colonel. “May I ASK wavt” 

His Nephew. " Well-aw—you SIS be te area A convocnded 
Idiot! ” 

The Colonel. “Bor did it meveb ocntiB to you that if hk 
wskis't such a ooKroi-HMKb Idiot be would hsvbb have bEkn 
voob Sehvaht t" , _ 

" Oh, what a game! ” shouted Edwaiid Ci.akkk Bcsseit,, roaring 
with laughter. 

Severely chiding my offspring, I proceeded to the hall dmr. The 
ostler boa been as good as nls word. There was certainly a 
conveyance. 

“ It is not very showy. Sir,” said the proprietor; “ but I think it 
will last a dozen of miles or so.” 

It was a small dog-oart, which conjured up visions of the toy 
waggon-aud-horae department in the Lowther Arcade. There was a 
horse in the shafts. The harness was imperfect, and the collar 
showed its straw. However, 1 took my seat, and the bnvs got up 
beode me. Than, amidst the good wishes of the wedding party 
watching our progress, 1 started. The horse immediately took up a 
ooursa over the pavement, and no doubt aware that the illumi¬ 
nating power at East Babbleton was primitive, attempted to 
carry with him a lamp-post. Wo cannoned off tho pavement into 
the middle of the road, and were fairly “ off.” 

“ If you boys laugh any mors,” 1 said, with the utmost severity, 
“ T will torn von out and loave ?wl h 

"But Papa; iAfcotheroould only see ml” oried the pur, and 
than they indulged in apparently unaxtinguiahable bunts of 
merriment. 

I had no further time for rosaonstsanoa, as the brute of a horse, 
after beginning in a trot, had suddenly quickened its pace to a mod 
gallop. And as it did this I noticed that a dust-cart eras just in 
front of us. I dragged at the reins, and with almost superhuman 
exertions brought tho boast to a full stop. 

" Which lithe way to East Babbleton f ” I asked, to explain my 
rather abrupt pull-up. “Ami taldaf the right read f " 

The dustman looked at me, at the hone, smiled, and answered in 
the affirmative. Seeing that wa ware now about to deeoend a bill. 1 
got down and lad the nor m by its bridle. The brute resented the 
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THE CUT DIRECT. 

80KNE— A Norfolk Beach, 

Mr. and Mrs. Wavely (returning to their tent), " Ah, Mr. MoVicar ! 
You KKMKMPKlt MESTIMQ US AT PlTLOCHXIX LAST AuTUMK, DOR’T 

Vod ! ” 

Mr. Me Vicar. “I recollect your Faces pexfatkly well, Sir; 
HUT YE'LL Excuse MK OIMAIRVIN' THAT THE PRAISRHT CIRCUM¬ 
STANCES ARX VKKUA, Y1KRA mrrxRiXT I ” [Passes on, 

--- - - ZSS2 — -- .. i . = =: 

attention. So far u I cjuld judge, without being an expert in 
horae-tieth, it seemed to me to be suffering from tooth-aakr. It shook 
its head when 1 touched it. and appeared to be disinclined to go 
further. 

" l*o get in. Papa,” said Edward Clarks Russell, “ Perhaps he 
will go all right it you leave him alone.” 

Adopting my son’s advice, I mounted the cart, and once again 
jerked the reins. The beast began at a trot, ana then, as before, 
oominenoed a mad gallop. We rapidly left Nearvloes behind us, and 


I looked at my watch and found that we had done the six miles in 
two hours and a quarter. Having transacted my business, I now 
turned the nose of my stand homewards. I had noticed with some 
alarm that I bad only an hour to get bade to Nearvices if I wanted to 
catch the train for London. This bang so, I saw it was absolutely 
necessary that I should not with decision. I held a council of war 
with my two sons, and we came to the conclusion that we must get 
hack as fast at we oould, and when there was a difficulty, risk it. We 
entered our conveyance and started. 

I shall never forget the experience. It was absolutely delightful. 
Giving Flora (1 oame to the conclusion that mv steed with the tooth- 
ache must have been called Flora) her head, I urged her to progress 
as rapidly as possible. The maro promptly answered to the coll. 1 
said “ chick,” and she started off at a mod gallop. We absolutely 
flew up-hill, down-hill, and would no doubt havo entered “my lady s 
chamber” had not the adjoining oottages been occupied by rustics. 
At our approach children, ducks, dogs and gipsies fled in terror. We 
boldly cannoned against waggons and shook milestones to their very 
foundations. I had long since forgotten my nervousness, and had 
assumed an air that would have been brooming in an individual 
nioknamed (let us say) “ down the road Billy.” 

I urged Flora to “ gee up,” by airegesting that “ five o'clock tea” 
was waiting for her on her arrive at Nearvices. My two sons, 
0 korok Lewis Hersciiei.l and Edward Clarke Russell, also 
rendered valuable assistance by waving their straw hats, and singing 
comic Bongs with a vehemenoe that rendered the ballads undis- 
tinguishabie from war ditties. As we mitered Nearvices, Flora 
stumbled, and all but fell. However, with wonderful skill, I picked 
her up at the end of my reins, and urged her to fresh exertions by a 
feeble fliok of the whip, that expended ite foroe on the shafts and s 
part of the collar. Again we flew on. Wo renewed our acquaint- 


desisted in its running.” 

“Bui look. Papa, at that,” cried Grume Lewis Hebschkll, 
pointing to what seemed to be the remains of aooal oart. The wheels 
were off, the block diamonds were scattered about in til directions, 
and the shafts wme broken. 

“Was that an accident f ” I asked an old man who was lighting 
his pipe. The venerable individual paused, looked at the pipe, 
looked at the piecea of the cart, and looked at mgs Then he nibbed 
the right bide of his head with the palm of his rignt hand. 

'' Well, yes, it was,” he admitted, in an aoeext I cannot reproduce; 
hut added, in a tone that suggested that mishaps of a similar charac¬ 
ter occurred on the average every five minutes s “ but that accident 
happened near an hour ago.” 

This intelligence rather damped my ardour, and I immediately got 
off the cart and insisted upon leading the brute down the next hill 
The animal protested, and shook its head. Remembering its 
possible tooth-ache, I treated it with isereased courtesy, telling it 
to “ Gee-up" and “ be a good horse.” I am asm to sey that the 
•nature did not teem inclined to acknowledge my xindnem. 

Having come to a level piroe of road, 1 ones more mounted info 


Lion.” 1 locked again at mv watch; we bad done the dx miles in 
twenty-two minutes. Considering the h1Us,.d«l<s, end obstructive 
milestones, a very fair reoord. . 

“ What, von havo oome back!" exclaimed the landlady of the" Red 
Lion.” “ Why, we never expected to see you." 

1 found subsequently that the wedding party, after watching our 
departure, had taken bets about our probable return. The most 
popular wager seemed to be that we should reappear after midnight 
with a wheel, a bit of harness, and the whip, bat without the 
quadruped. 

1 have nothing farther to relate save this. That after my recant 
anooess I am thinking seriously of giving up the Bar and taking to 
the rood. If Lean raise the required capital I think I shall run a 
fonr-barse coach between the Temple and Turnham Green. Both 
djv boys are anxious to give up their school to act as my guard. 

? By the way, I may add in ooncluaion that the parish dark of East 
BobUeton demand that he bad never heard (until 1 mentioned it) at 
the Great Gooseberry Will Case. So I suppose that my cheat must 


have Men 


n wrong to his details. 
•Hands* Court, 
September M, J8B4. 


(Signed) 


A, Boireless, Juxior. 
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1. It wua the beginning of the Club season. “ I shall 
l>e glad to Bee all the boys again after all thoae weeks! ” 
murmured Clubber, aa Mrs. C. paoked him up. 


2. “Ah! Sow ar<) you, (bar old boy ? ” shouted the Ciubites, hysterical with affectionate 
yearning. * 




Jj 


'pK*'-: 


t. It was the middle of the Club season. “ Hum, Foodie's mutations are always so long-winded. Oreat 
mistake/* they muttered to themselves. “ And the other fellows are a bit slow, after all.” 


6. And when they parted at the end of 
the evening, they just nodded. * * * 



'<5 


\m 




7. It ni the end of ttw Club uuon. «Tf.lL If 8. “I’* not nisi to mite to rott jdWi" 9; .“I 'm jmcbtui «bd to gti a wti fcom lliul 
wont my opinion," Mid Clubber, « S«t mM loodlo. * lt T « . wot. of bnob.” nuddeninj tot.of chuokie-bouded boro for 

doodle '• o boutly nor rndtor." “I dm‘t nit “Kook rtiiorod to hour it i" euM Groodie. work#!’’ fold Clubber, u bn. C. unpooked bus. 

your opinion; nobody dote,” Mid lubber. “But 
you happen to be right for once.” * 


tol. cm* 
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I ORB ROSEBERY IN THE 
NORTH. 

The Prime Minister has 
Ixscn having; a high old Mme 
of it lately m the North, and 
has become the “ youngest 
burgess” of goodness knows 
how many anoient boroughs. 
But it has been left to a 
reporter to note with an eagle 
eye the really interesting per¬ 
formance whioh Lord Rose¬ 
bery has put to his credit. 
“ Immediately on leaving 
Dornoch,” says this gentle¬ 
man (the reporter, not the 
Premier), “Lord Rosebery 
and the Duke of Sutherland 
drove to tj>e Meikle Ferry, a 
distance of four miles, crossed 
the ferry, and again drove to 
Tain, four miles farther on. 
Crossing the ferry they both 
took a turn at the oars, and 
generally discussed the sport 
»f mil shooting. ,}t This sug- 

S estsquite afresh phase of the 
ow Journalism. Wo shall 
wxm road such paragraphs as 
the following 

“Sir William Habcottrt 
left town for Malwood on 
l Tuesday. Going down in the 
j train the right hou. gentle- 
' man played marbles with a 
follow - passenger, and dis¬ 
cussed generally the virtues 
of resignation." 





Tuesday. Going down in the SWEET SIMPLICITY 

train the right hou. gentle- owcci olnrlrL.lt- I T. 

man played marbles with a Diffident Uan {who doss not know to how much of an Ing&nuc 
follow - passenger, and dis- “ Have you brkn out lono, Miss Grace I ’’ 
cussed generally the virtues Hiss Oram leomnhing her wrist-strap). “ On, about Three- 
of resignation.” an Hour. You see we werr asked to come ruNCTUALLY." 


“ Ur. H, H. Fowler tran¬ 
sacted important business at 
the India Offioe yesterday, 
He and his private secretary 
played a game of trundling 
hoops, ana had an animated 
talk on the subject of whist." 

“Mr. A. J. Balfour played 
at golf with a gentleman, with 
whom he had a very interest¬ 
ing conversation on the sport 
of chute shooting.” 

The morel of whioh would 
seem to be that, since even 
conversation is now reported, 
silenoe is more golden than 
ever; though Sr. Punch 
notions that the Prime Min¬ 
ister showed rare diplomaoy 
in his ohoioe of a subject. 
Not even a reporter oonld ex¬ 
tract any polifieal meaning out 
of the sport of seal shooting! 

Vert Near,— The Rsoord 
has been taking Mr. Hall 
Caine to task for the baptismal 
scene in The Manxman, and 
the novelist has been telling 
the Record to remember its 
Rubrics. “ Mr. Caini,” says 
Ihe Record, "has been in a 
hurry.” The Record lost a 
ohonoe, as, evidently expecting 
a storm of fury, it should have 
deprecated the author's anger 
by saying, "Don’t be in a 
hurry-CAiNE.” 


■ he is talking), 
-UUABTERS OF 


| “TERRIBLE IN HIS ANGER!” 

Mr. J-ht-n McC-btht {reading the speech 
| of the tierman Emperor to the Mayor of 
I Thorn). “For you know, I can he very dis¬ 
agreeable too!” Ah! and so can I-when 
Hike! 

\ I CAN BE VERY NASTY, WHEN I LIKE! 

{The Song of a Mouton Enragi.) 

[“ I own that I am sorry that a louder, and a 
stronger, and a prompter note of reassurance has 
not Iwen given to the Irish peojfe with regard to 
this obstructive power of the Bouse of Lords, and 
that 1 look to the Autumn Campaign with anxious 
hope for s clear and certain signal,”— Mr. Justin 
McCarthy in the " Xeu Review.”] 

Enraged {and snrhume) Leader, with his 
feet in “ Aof wafer,” sings:— 

Yes, I 'b wud with the yug Ebperor id this— 
Ext/eebs—as has heed oiled said- do beet! 

(If mo / this water, I declare, is od the hiss, 
Id is very hot iddeed to by poor feet!) 

By oowd is beastly troublesub, at tibes; 

But, although I ab as patied as poor Sbike, 
I b bowd to kick whedsuDwud galls by kibes; 
Ag I cad be very darity, whed I like 1 

Yug Williab fides it needful to speak out, 
Ad, like that Hebrew period id the plav, 

He cad bo " very darstyf” there’s no doubt ; 

Ad so oad I, c* oourse id by owd way, 

A buttud's wudrons angry whed aroused. 

Ad if those Liberals sell be, I shall strike. 
Owd Oirelad baa so freaquadly bid choused— 
Ad Pats ead be very danty, whed they 
like! 

Bister Burley we all dow, and Ac’s all 
right, 

Ad.S haw-Lemcvbe ’s sowd upod the goose; 
Sir Williab " is a fighter”—wSlhe fight t— 
Yug Uorebery— well, jokes axe dot buck 
,• use. 

That Asquith ’■ dot a fasddatig had, 

As hard as dails, plaid-spokud aa a pike I 


I wish ^ a^aidBt the Lords they had sub 
Oh /oad'be very darity, wiled I like. 

There bight have bid a protest strog ad sterd, 
But do! they let the Peers, id sileda, 
score. 

Sir Williab dever said a siggle word 
Whed they kioked “ Evicted Tedadst ” frob 
their door. 

It bight have hid a looal turdpike Bill, 

Or Act to regulate the Scorcher's “ bike,” 

I bust idsist od " bizdois,” ad I will, 

For I ead be very darsty, whed 1 like 1 

The Irish are begidded to have doubts 

(Ad Redbud, he is goid to give be beads). 

If "Ids” betray by Cudtry, there are 
“Outs”! 

Hobe Rule bust dot be shudted, like stale 
greeds, 

The Sbabroek bust be shaked at those Peers; 
Or BoCarthyites hay go upod the Strike !— 

Ad the Rads DC chucked frob Offioe—yes, for 
years!— 

Oh! I cad be precious darsty—wlied Hike ! 


In Hues. 

The pith of Larry’s caustio elocution 
Is that long war of words should end ia 
deeds. 

After the lead of the Leeds Resolution 
He wants to feel that Resolution MBs! 

A House of Words but little help aflordt 
In R hot canteet with s House at Lords. 

Bnt Libby, were the issue quite to glorious 
If—as some fear—the Lords should prove 
victorious ? 

NEW BEADING FOB THE NEW AST. 

One might oonolude from many a spindly 

Some read Art tonga set aa “ Art ia Lank” 1 


THE LUNNON.TWANG. 

I 've heard a Frenchman wag his tonguo 
Wi’ unco din an’ rattle, 

An’, 'faith, my vera lugs hae sung 
Wi’ listenin’ tae his prattle; 

But Frenoh is no the worst of a' 

In point o' noise an' clang, man; 

There's one that beats it far awa’. 

And that's the Lunnon twang, man. 

You wadna think, within this land, 

That folk oouJd talk sao queerly. 

But, sure as Death, tae understand 
The eallants beats me fairly. 

An’, ’faith, 'tis little gude their schulea 
Can teach them, as ye ’ll see, man, 

For—wad ye oredit it r—the fules 
Can scarcely follow me, man. 

An’ yet, tae gie tho deils their due, 

(An’ little praise they 're worth, man,) 
They seem tae ken, I kenna hoo. 

That I oome frae tho Nor-r-rth, man 1 
They maun be clever, for ye ken 
There ’a nought tae tell the chicle, man: 
I’m jist like a r the ither men 
That hail frae Galashiels, man. 

Bat oh! I’m fain tae see again 
The bonny hills an’ heather! 

Twa days, and ne’er a drap o' rain— 

Sic awfu’ drouthy weather! 

But eh! I doubt the Gala boys 
Will laugh when hame I gang, man, 

For oo! Pm awfu’ feared my voice 
Hut tq'en the Lunnon twang, man! 

Demolition of Doctors’ Commons. 

Sir Herbert Jennie Fun what would you 

•ay 

To Dootors’ Commons bring done away t 
No wonder its machinery is Tasty, 

Since in your time at best it was but Fusty I 
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' you’d ha’done more good. in mo opinion, and it's my belief as Mr 
Ukderbhjell here will tell you 1 'm right. 

Und. [to himielf). Can’t afford to offend the ooaohman! (Aloud) 
Well, 1 daresay—er—embrooation would hive been bettor. 

Adams. Ah, that’s where me and Mr. YJhecxixt differ, Aoonrd- 
[ ing to me, it ain’t to do with the shoulder at all—it ’a a deal lower 
i down.... 1 ’ll 'ave him out of the box and yon ’ll soon see what 1 
' mean. 

Und. (hastily). Fray don’t trouble on my aooount. I—I ean see 
him capitally from where I am, thanks. 

Adams. You know best, Sir. Only I thought yon’d be bettor able 

_ . to form a judgment after you'd seen the way he stepp'd across, 

Adam*. You 'd better speak to Mr. Checedkt about that. Sir ; it i But if you was to eome in and examine the frog r- X don’t like the 

ain't in my department, you see. I ’ll fetch him round, if you ’ll' look of it myself. 

wait here a minute; he'd lika to hear what you think about the Und. (to himself). I’m sure I don’t. I’ve 


LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A Story in Scents.) 

FAST XIV.— LE VETEEINAliiE MALGRlS LI T. 

Scene XXIII.- Oultide the Stables at Wyrern. 
hMM—About 10 p.n. 

Undershell (to himself, at he follows Adams). Mow is my time to 
arrange about getting away from here. (To Adams.) By the bye, 
I suppose you can let me have a conveyance of some sort—after I've 
seen the horse ? I—I'm rather in a hurry. 



show 
about 
Adams. Mr. Chuck- 
LF.v, our 'ed ooachrnan, 
Mr. UNDKBSJf EI.L. 
He's coming in along 
with us to ’ear what 
you say, if you’ve no 
objections. 

Und, (to himse(f). 1 
must, moke a friend of 
this coachman, or else 
— (Aloud.) 1 shall 
be charmed, Mr. 
t'UEcai.KT. I ’ve only 
a very few minutes to 
sjare; but I’m most 
ourious to see this horse 
of yours. 

Vhrckley, He ain't 
one o' my ’orses, Sir. 

If he 'ad been-- llut 

there, I'd better sny 
nothing aliout it, 

Adams (as he leads 
the way into the stables , 
and turns up the gas). 
There, Sir, that’s Deer- 
foot over there in the 
loose box. 

Und. (to himse(f). 
Ho seems to me much 
like any othor horse! 
However, 1 can’t be 
wrung in admiring. 
(Aloud, as he inspects 
him through the rails.) 
Ah, indeed P he is worth 
seeing! A magniilcont 
creature! 

Adams (stripping iiff 
Doerfoot's clothing), 
lie's a good 'orse, Sir. 
Her ladyship won't 
trust herself on no 
other animal, not since 
she 'ad the intluenry so 
luid. She'd take on 
dreadful if I 'ad to tell 



“ You've u lut to learn about navicular, yea '*ve, if vou can talk such rot as that! ” 


her he wouldn’t be fit for no more work, she wonldl! 

Und. (sympathsticatly), 1 oan quite imagine so. Not that he seems 
in any danger of that! 

Chtck. (triumphantly). There, you ’ear that, Adams? ‘The 
minute he set eyes on the 'orte I 

Adams. Wait till Mr. UitDXaaiuuj. has seen him move a bit, and 
see what he sava then. 

Cheek. If it was what you think, he'd never beVjudiug like he 
is now, depend upon it. 

Adams. You can't depend upon it. Ho ’eard us ooming, and 
he’s quite artful enough to draw his foot baok for fear o’getting a 
knook. (2o Undebshm.1.) I 've’notioed him very fidgety-like on 
his forelegs this last day or two. 

Und. liars you, though? (To himself.) I hope he won't be 
fidgety with his A.mf-legs. I shall stay outside. 

Adams. I cooled him down with a rubub and aloes ball, and kep 
tm on low diet; but he don t seem no bettor. 

Und. (to himttlf).) didn't gather the horse waa unwell. (Aland.) 
Hear mo. no better P You don t say ao! 

( 'heck. If you’d rubbed a little embrocation Into the shoulder, 


a horror of reptiles. 
1 't oome in. The place 


you may see; nor vet he 
there it it, you seel 

Und. (to himself). 
What a fool he must be 
not to drive it out! Of 
oourse it must annoy 
the horse. (Aloud.) I 
don’t see it; hut I'm 
quite willing to take 
your word for.it. 

Adams. 1 don't know 
how you oan expect to 
see it. Sir, without you 
look inside of the onf 
for it. 

1 T nd. (to himself). 
It's not alive — it’s 
something inside tbe 
hoof. I suppose 1 ought 
to have known that. 
(Aloud.) Just so j but 
1 see no necessity for 
looking inside the hoof. 

Check. In course he 
don’t,orhe’dha’ looked 
the very fust thing, 
with all his experience. 
I ’ope yon’re satisfied 
now, Adams? 

Adams. I can’t Hay 
as 1 am. I say as no 
man oan examine a 
’orse thoroughly at that 
distance, be he who ho 
may. And whether 1 ’m 
right or wrong, it ’ud 
be more of a -nti-faction 
to mo if Mr. Unukr- 
sbeu was to step in and 
see the ’oof for bimtolf. 

Check. Well, there’s 
sense in that, and I 
dessay Mr. Usdkbrji ku. 
won’t object to obliging 
you that fur. 

Und. (with reluct¬ 
ance). Ob, with plea¬ 
sure, if you make a 
point of it. 


(He enters the loose box delicately. 

Adams (picking up one of the horse't feed). Now, toll me<4ow 
this ’ere ’oof strikes you. 

Und. (to himself). That hoof can’t; hut I’m not ao sure about 
the others. (Aloud, as he inspects it.) Wejl—er—it seems to me a 
vary nice hoof. 

Adams (grimly). I was not arsking your opinion of it aa a work of 
Art, Sir. Do you see any narrating ooming on, or do you not? 
That’s what 1 should like to get out of you ! 

Und. (to himself). Does this man suppose I oolltet hoofs I How¬ 
ever, I’m not going to oommit myself. (Aloud.) H’m—welt, I— 
I rather agree with Mr. Cbkcu.it. 

Check. 1 knew he would! Now you’ve got it, Adams! I can 
see Mr. Ubdkbshill knows what he’s about. 

Adams (persistently). But look at this ’ere pastern. You can’t 
deny there • puffiness there. How do you get over that f 

Und. If the horse is puffy, it’s hit bunnsei to get over it—not mine. 

Adams (aggrieved). Yon may think proper to treat it Baht. Sir ;■ 
but if you pot your ’and down ’ere, above the coronet, you’ll feel a 
throbbing aa plain as- 
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Vnd. Very likely. Bnt I don’t know, reelly, that it would afford 
mo any particular ((ratification if I did ! 

idams. Well, if you dqn’t take my view, I should ha' thought as 
you ’d want to'feel the ’or* s pulse. 

Vnd. You are quite mistaken. I don’t. (To himself.) Partiou- 
larlv aa I shouldn't know where to find it. What a bore this fellow 
is with his horse! , . 

Check. In course, Sir, you see what ’. running m Mr. Abaxs’ 'ed 
all this time, what he’s a-driving at, eh P 

Vnl. (to himeelf). I only wish 1 did 1 This will require taot. 
(Aimed.) I—I could hardly avoid seeing tAot—oould 1 1 

Cheek. I should think not. And it stands to reason as a vet like 
yourself ’d spot a thing like naviokler fust go off. 

' Vnd. (In himtelf). A vet 1 They've bent takingme far a vet all 
this time! I can’t have been so ignorant as I thought. I really 
don’t like to undeceive them—they might feel annoyed. (Aloud, 
knowingly.) To be sure, I—I spotted it at onoe, 

Adame. He does make it out navicular after all 1 What did I tell 
you, CiiKcstar ? Now p’r'aps you ’ll believe me! 

Check. I’ll be shot if that ’one has naviokler, whoever says so— 
there ! 

Adame (gloomily). It’s the orae ’ll 'ave to be shot; worse luck 1 
1M ha’ give something if Mr. Usdebshell oould ha’ shown I was 
wrong ; out there was very litUe doubt in my mind what it wob all 

along. 

Cnd. (ti> himself, horrified). I’ve been pronouncing this unhappy 
ani mat's doom without knowing it 1 I must tone it down. (Aloud.) 
Nn- nn, I never said he must be shot. There’s no reason to despair. 
It—it ’s quite a mild form of er—clavicular—not at all infectious at 
present. And the horse has a splendid constitution. I—I really 
think lie’ll soon be himself again, if we only—or—leave Nature to do 
her work, you know. 

Adame (after a prolonged whistle). Well, if Nature ain’t better 
op in her work than you seem to be, it’s 'igh timo she ehuoked it, 
and took to something else. You’ve a lot to learn about navicular, 
you ’ave, if you oan talk such rot as that! 

Check. Ah, I ’ve ’ad to do with a vet or two in my time, but I'm 
Nest if I ever come aoross the likes o’ you afore! 

Cud. (to himtelf). I knew they’d find me out! I must paoify 
them. (Aloud.) But, look here, 1 ’m not a vet. I never said 1 wot. 
it was your mistake entirely. The fact is, my—my good men, I 
mine down here beoause—well, it ’a unnecessary to explain now why 

1 name. But I ’m most anxious to get away, and if you, my dear Mr. 
Ciifakuiv, oould let me have a trap to take me to Sknntingbridgc 
to-night, I should feel extremely obliged. 

[Cbecklkv itarei, deprived of speech, 

Adams (with a private wink to Cuxcklxt). Certainly he will, 
t'ir I’m sore Chf.ckt.ev 'll feel proud to turn out, late as it is, 
to oblige a gentleman with your remarkable knowledge of 'orse- 
nesli. Drive you over bisaeli in the broom and pair, I shouldn’t 
wonder ! 

Cnd. One horse will be quit® sufficient. Very well, then. I’lljost 
run up and get my portmanteau, and— and one or two things of mine, 
and if you will be round at the baok entranoe—don’t trouble to drive 
up to the front door—as soon as possible, I won’t keep you waiting 
longer than I oan help. Good evening, Mr. A tuns, and many 
thanks. (To himee(f, os he hurries back to the house.) I’ve got 
out of that rather well. Now. I’ve only to find my way to the 
Verney Chamber, see this fallow Spubbku, and get my clothes 
lmok. and then I oan retreat with comfort, and even dignity! These 
Ct i.vxjubs shall learn that there is at least one poet who will not pnt 
up with their insolent patronage! 

Check, (to Adams). He hoe got a oool cheek, and no mistake 1 
But if he waits to be druv over to Bhnntingbridge till I oome round 
lor hiiu, he ’ll ’ave to set on that portmantoan of his a goodish 
time ! 

, Adkms. He did you pretty brown, I must say. To ’ear you crow¬ 
ing over me when he was on your side. I oould 'ardly keep from 
larhng ! 

Check. I see he warn’tino vet long afore you, bat 1 let it go on for 
the joke of it. It was rioh to see you a wanting him to feel the ’oof, 
and give it out naviokler. Well, you got his opinion for what it was 
wuth, so you ’re all right ] 

Adams. You think nobody knows anything about 'ones but your¬ 
self, you do; but if yon’re moanin’ to make a story out o this 
against me, why, I shall toll it my way, that’s all! 

Check, it was you be made a fool of, not me—and I oan prove it 
—there! 

[ They dispute the point, with rising warmth, for some time. 

■drfains (calming down). Well, see ’ere, Checilet, I dunno, oome 
to think at it, as either on ns ’ll shew up aartibkler smart over this 
ere job; ana it strike# me we-'d bettor Doth agree to keep quiet 
’ffbeut it, eh t (Chboxixt acquiesces, not snwiiUngly.) And I think 

1 u take a look in at the ’Onsekeepere Beam presently, mod try if 

I oan't drop a hint to old Tkbdwiu about that smooth-tongued 
chap, for it's my belief be ain’t down ’we for no good! 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“An*!” quoth the Baron. “This book of Master Si inlet 
Wetxax s, called C ndtr tho died Robe, delighteth me much. A 
stirring story of swashbucklers, pistols, daggers, oonspirators, gay 
_ gallants, and gentle dames! Exciting 

, —— HHt. from first to last, and all in one volume, 

mtt which,- beshtew me, by my hilts!” 

IcSfs IMS MlB) quoth the Baron, “ the render, he he 

who he may, will find easy to take up, 
and most dimoult to put down, until 
quite finished. ’Tis published by one 
Mpkwbs. of London, whose house 
~sMWtT) jar,Mir Cavalier Wetxax hath favoured mere 
than onoe ere he wrote this stirring 
roeoanoe." Towards the finish tlioro is 
JLSlgLlVs JmsMIr a spioe of Bulwkk LmouV drama 

V Richelieu ,—indeed the last situation 

qhMf ¥ jrL in this tale ia almost one with tho 

jJ aotion of the scene in the play where 

Richelieu brings the lovers together, 
-say.,'. Yet is this but a mere detail, and those 

^£2" who follow the Baron’s literary tips will 

do well and wisely to read Under the Red 
Robe. By the way, Mr. Catos Woodvhxjs’s illustrations to tho story 
are exoellent, having the rare merit of assisting the aotion without 
revealing the plot. Catos, thou piotureth well.” 

Withm the limits of a hundred pages Lord Du skews has given 
the world a pioture it will not willingly let die. It in a porlrait of 
hie mother, “ one of the sweetest, most beautiful, most accomplished, 
wittiest, most loving and lovable human brings that ever walked 
upon the earth.” This, as my Baronite says, is the superlstive of 
praise, and it might reasonably be suspooted that filial feeling has 
warped oritieal aoumen. But here in this volume of Songs, Farms, 
and Verses (Jobs Mubuat) we have Lady Duffebix though dead 
yet speaking, and may judge for ourselvos. It is oharaotcrislic of 
ner son that, whilst on the first page the above title ia boldly set 
forth in large ruddy-hued type, a smaller line lower down, in 
plain black ink, refers to the "Memoir.” In its felioity of literary 
style, its dear touches of oharaotorisation, and its fiashoa of quiet 
humour, this monograph is a masterpiece. It fittingly frames 
the extract from the journal oommenoed by Lady Duffewn when 
she felt the hand of death gripping her. This fragment is prose 
worthy of the author of The Irish Emigrant, whose simple pathos 
has stirred the heart on both sides of the Atlantic. Within the 
brief limits he has assigned to himself, Lord Duffbhix manages 
to give a suorinct account of tho illustrious family of which Helen. 
Lady Dufpbjun, was a bright, particular star. It would be difficult, 
to parallel the sustained brilliancy of the Shbutdaxs, from Hii uaud 
Brinslbt down to his great-great-grandson, at present Her 
Majesty's Minister at Pans. To the possession of all the graces 
they have added display of all the talents. It is hard to live up to 
the literary standard of the Bhehidans. In this delightful volume 
Lord Duffebix shows that tho marvel was accomplished by bis 
mother, and is possible for himsolf. 

My Baronite has made an attempt to read Lourdes in the con¬ 
venient shape in which Messrs. Chatto and Wtndtth presen t it, to 
the English-speaking public. He honestly admits that, finding 
on a rapid glance through its pages the first ohapter was a fair 
sample of the bulk, he gave it up. M. Zola has avowedly set him¬ 
self the task of minutely describing the pitiful experience of tho bait, 
the lame, the blind, and much worse, who journey to Lourdes in the 
desperate hope of miraculous recovery. He may at least, be con¬ 
gratulated on having aohieved his object. Only, the reporf with all 
its horrible detail would more fittingly have appeared in the pages of 
the Lancet or the British Medical Journal. Hinoe it has been pub¬ 
lished in book form realism should have been oarried one step 
further. The volume ought to have been bound in a poultice instead 
of ordinary doth. As it is, the leaves turned ovor fill the room with 
faint, sickening smell of the hospital ward. Lourdes is certainly not 
alluring. It is. in truth, lourd—et sale aussi. 

Onoe again, tor the benefit of ell brother-scribes who, for a while, 
or frequently. Wy have to do their scribbling when journeying, or 
while oompdled by illness to remain in Bedfom-under-Clolhes,—as 
was but reoently the oase with your own Baronius, pains and 
oountorpanes all over him,—the Use of “ The Hairless Author's 
Paper-pad,” i.o. “ The Author’s Hairiest Paper-pad" issued by 
tho LeadenhaU Prees, on which the author can write with pencil or 
with pen,—for the blotter is handily {dosed at the back of the pad, 
—U strongly recommended by tbe Heady Writer's and lteady 
Reader’s best friend, „ T , ... 

TKB BLAXELBSS BaBOJT HE BoOK-WoUME. 

Mix. bt ax Olp Mstp.—If you “ look over your age,” on 
won’t find anyone else willing to do the same. 
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DEEPER AND DEEPER STILL. 


Re. “ Isn't that Mkh. Gavly sirnxo nt Thompson 1 How Fat skx ‘b shown I What a msrOBTUNX poa A Woman to look 
UXK THAT I” She. “Oh—YOU SHOULD NOT SAY THAT TO Ml ! ” 

Re. 11 Why not I 0» oouitsx I only meant whin th* Woman is romrat" 


"FOIt EXAMPLE!" 

Or, an Ex-Radicals Reflection! in a Peer-(7l<us. 

[“ I say that I, at any rate, am ready to new 
with favour any reasonable proposal whirls would 
add an eloctiva element to the composition of the 
House of lairds, which would bring them into 
closer touch with popular sentiment.” — Mr. 
Chamberlain at Lee it (rimes' Report).'] 

“ Tail’ toil not, neither do they epin ”— 
Aught but oeoadonal orations 1 

Ah! that was is my days of sin. 

How time hat altered our relations 
hYea, 1 imi down upon the Lords, 

When I oompared them with the lilies: 

New Bade remind ms of my words: 

But then New Hads are all old sillies. 

How dare they, dupes of Gladbtonx's guile, 
Four Party tools, mere flies in amber, 

To imitate my earlier style. 

And rave against a Sraoud Chamber P 

And do they think to oorner me 
By mere hi quoqus and quotation ? 

A gift of ready repartee 
Beoures buoE easy extrioation. 

I worship what I wished to burn P— 

The jeer is really moat unhandsome! 

For things hare taken quite a turn 
Since I ran rather wud on Hansom. 

The House of Lords is our sols hope, 
Sheet-anehor, lighthouse, tegis, haven; 

The only power which oan oope 
With theNewRad—that nerveless craven! 

A Single Chamber means the away 


Hold hard I I'm quoting—from myself !— 
Of Commoners a more majority 
Mess? rule of party, passion, pelf, 

Which in the Peers have no authority. 

Non-representative, but nioe, 

The Peers are patriots, heroes, sages 
CUss-selfishness is not their rioe; 

They haste not, don’t get into rages. 

To a majority of them * 

We safely may entrust our freedom. 

But mere M.P.'s P With venal phlegm 
They *d sell it—for the mess of Edom 
Mesopotamia—blessed word !— 

Than the word “ Peer ” is far last bleasld! 
Mere Commoners are onus, absurd, 

Foolish as Croon, false as Crossia. 

To trust to sn elected mob 
Our Glorious Empire, were sheer treason; 
But dukes and earls may do the job. 

For a Pear’s robe must oover reason. 

Still an “elective element” 


And hush the howling* of sedition. 
Ttumek the best and brightest stars 
Ham court and railage, bench and plat¬ 
form, 

Might still some poletariat jars.— 

Hsh! how should 1 appear iu that formP 

Of oourse, a robe and ooronet 
Would never make me turn a Tory, 
Like—well, so many. Now 1 ’ll bet 
King Solomon in all his glory 
Was not arrayed—tut 1 tut 1—no more 
I'd like them to forget those lilies, 

Thera quoted bits sn euoh a bora,— 

Unlee* they’re Oat old “tongnaetor” 
Wnxra I 


JSxperimontum in—well, no! 

The context is not very flattering, 

(How eeldom my quotations go! 

There are some drawbacks iu more 
smattering.) 

But if the “gsloetive element ” 

Would Peers improve, as not' a few 
think, 

I might-some dav—who knows ?—consent 
To show them how—well, what do you 
think P 


LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

Written upon hearing that Mr. (71 artel one* 
enforced rest is lightened by the reading 
aloud of relays of Devoted Friends. 

Mighty-voicxd Milton, whose unmurmur¬ 
ing song 

Bolls yet in organ tones round his loved 
land, • 

Its saddest strain, with high endurance 
grand, 

Unconquerably spreoe, sublimely strong; 

Sing in our Statesman’s ears i Great Homes, 
long 

His “ friend, in youth, in manhood, and m 
age,” 

Let thy charmed splendours, and thy coun¬ 
sels sage, - 

Calm Us large energies to fine content. 

Be Milton’s patienoe hi* I “God doth not 
need 

Either man’s work, or his own gifts ”—so 
rang [State 
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I aibs resumptive. 

IV —To Juua Uf Sbootiko Tom 
(and a Mtrrickm csinf. 

WriEXAS to shoot my Julia goes, 

! Then, then, (methinks) how bravely 

That rare arrangement of her clothes! 

So shod as when the Huntress Maid 
With thumping buskin bruised the 

glade, 

She movetb, making earth afraid. 

Against the sting of random chaff 
Her leathern gaiters oirole half 
The arduous oresoent of her oalf. 

Unto ll>’ occasion limely fit. 

My love's attire doth show her wit, 
And of her legs a little bit. 

Sorely it sticketh in my throat, 

She having nowhere to bestow’t, 

To name the absent pcttiooat, 

In lien whereof a wanton pair 
Of knickerbockers she doth wear, 

Full windy and with spaoe to spare. 

Enlarged bv the bellying breeze, 

Ixird! how they playfully do ease 
The urgent knocking of her knees 1 

Lengthways curtailed to her taste 
A tunic circumvents htr waist, 

And Monthly it is passing ohaste. 

1’pon her head she hath a gear 
Even .such as wights of ruddy cheer 
H i me in stalking of the deer. 

Haply her truant, tresses mock 
.Some coronal of shapelier block, 

To wit, the twunding billy-oook. 

Withal hlie hath a loaded gun. 
Whereat the pheasants, as they run, 
I to make a fair diversion. 

For very awe, if so sho shoots, 

My hair upviseth from the roots, , 
And !o! 1 tremble in my boots! 


i A Sifk PliKruf iioN.—ThaU the 

New Woman of this decade wnl be 
: the Old Maid of the next. 







STUDIES IN ANIMAL LIFE. 

Thi Ostbios as suit ought to nit. 


DIE SEVEN ACES OF ROSEBERY. 

[Mr. til. Lon Sthaoksy hat written an 
article in the A’inrtantfA Century, cntitlod. 
“ Tho Seven Lord Boeeberim."] 

Pahhaiibkt ’s a stage, 
And, Peers or Commoners, they arc 
merely players: 

They have their exits and their 
entranoes, [parts, 

And one Peer in his time plays many 
Hit acts being seven stages. - First 
the Home-Ruler, 

Mewling and puking in N urao 0 u o- 
stonx's arms ; 

And then the Onion Se'm.lhoy, 
with his satohel, 

And smooth-out. morning face, creep¬ 
ing like snail 

Unwilling to .loti's school. And then 
the Boss, 

Working likefnigger, with a dithy- 
rambio [Socialist, 

Made to the County Counoil. Then a 
Full of strange aims, bearded like 
Bkbxahd Shaw, 

Jealous of Ground Rents, quick with 
I.and to quarrel, fluent, 

Seeking the fleeting bubble, llefler- 
E’en at Monopoly’s month. A ml i hen 
the Premier, 

High above Party, with a pleasant 
joke [claims; 

On the predominant partner and his 
Full of light jests and modern raug- 
wumpisms; 

And so he plays his part. Th’e sixth 
age shifts 

Intothesmooth-oheeked, inexpressive 
8phinx [side, 

With finger at her nose’s knowing 
Ul/y t’s old pose well mimicked, 
“ oute” and “wide,” 

With a oold eye and an oracular 
voice, 

Whioh, tuned to cynic lightness, 
pux/les muoh [ell. 

The Radio il CEdipus. Last some of 
That ends this strange eventful 
history, 

Newmarket ltosBBXEY, Ladas- owner, 
Lord,— 

Sau» grit, sans nous, sans go, sans 
everything I 


ANOTHER MAN’S EARS. 1 

| (With Apologia to the Author of “ Another Woman's Byes," in the 

) “ Illustrated News.") ■ 

Bkaitifol ears, indeed, beautiful ears 1 ^ 

(She must he growing blind to think them fine!) 
i Hud you been wiser in those by-gone years, : 

They might have—heatd the lectures lost on mine. 

1 only wish they had! (But no, no, no; J 

I d rather list long nights to Caudle-shine, j 1 

1 nan let those beautiful ears—she calls them so— 

List some “ soft nothings ” murmured into mine 1) > 

—.. .-.. i 

SLOW, AND NOT QUITE SURE. i 

(A Suggestion not necessarily Founded upon Facts.) ' 

Sikvk The Interior of a Folic* Court: a case ie in course of j 
disposal. The Magistrate hat made up hie mind to deal sum¬ 
marily in the matter. 

Magistrate. And so you say that the prisoner has a bad reoord ? 

I dlweman X. A very had one, your Worship. We have strong 
reasons for believing that he has been in every prison in the king- 
Jom tor crimes of varying gravity. 

By the new anthropometries! system, you can identify 

• ■ Policeman X. Certainly. I have here oertiffoates from no lesa 
rnan two hundred.gaol governors deolaiing his hair to he the colour 
Pea-green. 


Magistrals. And I notioe tho prisoner has hair of that peculiar 

Policeman X. Certainly, your worship; and on that account I claim 

that you impose upon this man the heaviest punishment withiQ your 
jurisdiction. , , 

Magistrate. And now prisoner what have you to say r 
Prisoner. Merely this, thut the man who last night broke into the 
jeweller’s shop was not myself but another, 1 hitd nought to do 
with the crime. The constable has sworn that tin* caitiff nau 
pea-green hair. Now I have not pea-green hair ; my looks are 

Magistrate. Assertion is not proof, By the anthropometriosl 
system we can spot yon. Look at yourself in the glass and you will 
see that your hair is pea-green. , , 

Prisoner. Ton are wrong, Sir. You see my curl, are of raven 
hlaok. (Remotes his wig.) Am I not right? Am I not entitled to 
release P 

Magistrate, dkainly. Officers, do your dufy. Release your 

Pn TrL accused it liberated, and, in the company of tome trusted 
pah, harts the Court without a stain upon his character, 
and with the intention of doing a little marc burgling before 
he ie manu hours older. Curtain. 


he ie many hours older. Curtain. 

On reading a “Smart” Novel. 

Hkayt moralities. <i la Sabah Ghakb, 

Are tedions tit. and trivial to boot; 

Bat some who write of Vioe with a a light band, 
Merit the impact of a heavy foot. 
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THE COKPIAOTT OP 1HB 

SOBERS LOVER. 

Mv peerless but pnwremivjFair, 
To von my heart I proffer. 

Time was when one knew where 
you were, 

And how to make an offer. 

Now, all too swiftly you advtnoe 
For Damon to pursue you. 

Take pity on his ignoranoe, 

And toll him how to woo you I 

If strong on Woman’s Rights you 
• ' are, 

Upon her wrongs 1 ’ll ponder: 

I ’ll win for you a Wanderjahr, 

If I with you may wander. 

Or dims Humanity enthrall ? 

Before the summer passes 
ru run a Moral Music Hall 
To renovate the Masses. 

Say, shall I write to you in veree 
Of metre strange and frantic, 


Which by neglect of barriers 
Proves'genius gigantio.P 
I# modern fiction dear to you ? 

In scandal while I grovel, 

1 will endeavour to outdo 
Its most pernicious novel 1 

Beloved of which patent oreed 
Shall 1 uplift the banner P 
By telepathy shall I plead. 

Or in the usual manner P 
If after Occult Truth you grope, 
Though now 1 ’m no Mahatma, 
From earthly hands 1 yet might 
hope— 

For you—to free my Atma 1 
Shall 1 by Geomancy show 
Your lot and mine united, 

The sign of Acquieitio 
Foretelling love requited P 
Or shall I from the planets prove 
That long before 1 knew you 



REFLECTIONS 

(iy a Well-Plucked One.) 

Whut chapel bells rang far and 
wide, 

Why did I turn upon my side, 
AndsweetlybaektoalumberglideP 
I wonder 1 

When zephyrs wafted on their way 
The fragrance ot the new-mown 

Why dii I cut m lectures; eh P 
I wonder! 

Why did I moor my punt afar, 
With claret-cup and ohoioo cigar. 
Instead of reading for the Bar P 
I wonder 1 

Why did the Proctors always 
frown 

On meeting me without a gown, 
And ultimately send me down P 
I wonder 1 


And plough me for my lX.lt. P 

1 wonder! I 

Why am I now in chambers bare, 
With notiiing mnoh but debts to 
spare, 

Cosh gone,andoreditgrowingrareP 
1 wonder 1 

Why do no clients seek my door 
To profit by my legal lore-P 
Will it be thus for evermore ? 

1 wonder t 


Foretelling love requited P WE'VE NOT COME TO THAT YET. 

I ir shall 1 from the planets prove .. , _ 

That long before I knew you She. “ I was so aua to hbae or youe Maurtaob I Do com* 
Our fates were linked P My to us and beiko youe Wive. By the way, what is youe Name 


modern love, 

Oh, tell me how to woo you! 


He. *‘0h, I haven't chasoed my Name. It’s Sue, you know 1” 


The Mew Fashion. 

The fashion in hair 
The ladies now wear 
Nover can lost I ’ll engage: 

For though, pretty dears, 

It hideth their ears, 

It addeth some years to their age. 


I THE NEW MAN. 

[A Fragment from th^tomance of the Near Future.) 

He hod waited up until two in the morning. He had watched the 
Hands of the clook as they passed round the face from hour to hour. 
He had put a doth over the supper, knowing, however, thet the 
meat would be disregarded, and only the brandy and soda-water 
•"Uched by the expected one. The poor man gazed sadly at the 
children s toys, the tradesmen’s books that were beside him. 

Not home yet,” he murmured. "Ah, those dinners at the dub 1 ” 
Then he considered his past life. He remembered his wedding- 


iwspeciea ms wile, ana felt that side by side they could travel along 
the road of existenoe without a rock to arrest their progress, without 
a oisoordant note to spoil the harmony of their song, until that song 
usd ceased its mnrio In the hush of sileuoe. Teen, suppressed untu 
now, Hooded his eyes aa he remembered the waning of the honey- 
m°on. He reoolleoted the anxiety of Alice to get back to town, to 
be off into the CSty. Of oonrae he could not fallow hit wife into her 
business haunts; it would be immodest—nay, even improper. Still, 
be had been treated kindly, in a rough, oondetoending sort of way. 
He had had a Brougham, and had been allowed to visit bis gentle¬ 
men friends. He had plenty of chats, and ocoaaionally Alice had 
aooom ponied him round the park. Then he had seen a good deal 
ot lua children. His daughter, however, had now gone to sohool, and 
bis sons were always with their nureoy tutor. The dock struck 
onoe again. “ Three, and not home yet 1” 
barly morning was breaking. The poor man, pale and careworn, 
re-arranged his neektie, and putting on as extra overcoat, prepared 


eelvee. Visiting a music-hall with his femsle oousinl Going to 
the Zoological Gardens unattended! Oh, Bobby, Bobby, what a 
creation I ” Then he started. There was a noise at tho street-door, 
and the sound of soraping on the outside as if a latch-key were vainly 
seeking the key-hole. Then the portal slowly opened and a cloaked 
figurelurched rather than walked in. 

“Oh Alice!” oriedthe frightened husband, wringing his hands 
in dismay. “ Is there anything the matterP ” 

“ Nothing, absolutely nothing,” was the lndistinot reply. “ Fact is 

I don’t think the salmon-” 

And then the new-comer entire! the dining-room, and there was 
the sound of the effervescence of soda-water. 

The poor husbend sighed, mournfully turned off the gas, and went 

II “ of wife,” murmured the aggrieved husband, as he mounted the 
stairs, “yon cannot help bringing woe to men, for unless you did 
so you would not be a woe-men. 

And bursting into tears at this sad pleasantry, the poor chap 
disappeared into the darkness. 

COINCIDENCE’S LONG ARM. 

Deae Sib,—M ay I draw your attention to a aeries of domestic 
occurrences whin illustrate the distressing and increasing tendency 
of this fin-de-tiecle age P I say ftn-de-eieele because as it has got to 
oome in somehow, it may as well be said at imoe. At breakfast yes- 

iL. kautt wms Ssrsm takaJlir Minlrai). Ifv wild tail) “ It’s ftiA 


. ssaav auinivuiss VIA ■ WUU. MUUIIEMUWi IBM, WHU WM BUvUHK 

•tlie U W a of society at open deftaoe. 

How can men write of men like thla P ” he mnnmiecL 11 1 am 
b«t surprised that women think badly of us whan wothuspaint our- 


that I got. I found my study disguised to an apparent tidiness, 
achieved at the cost of a mapleto confusion of my'papers, which had 
been tidied away in a manner that completely defied detection. My 
wife only answered, " Oh, it’s that New Housemaid.” That night 
we went to the theatre. Tie name of the play was The Neto Woman. 
Then I understood the true inwardness of ill my previous experi¬ 
ences. The moral is so clear that I do not propose to draw any. 

The Cedare, Sept. SO. Notta Newmait. 
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LETTERS FROM A DEBUTANTE. 

1)barest Marjorie,—I t i« really quite time you gave me some 
more of your valuable advice, Thanke to you, I was not suen an 
utter failure in my first aoason aa I expeoted. After a month at 
home (my people bathe the new way I do my hair, and it seemed, ! 
am asnamed to aay, a little dull there), I have oome to stay again 
with the r.Tn* Tamers at their country house. 

You remember I refused the man who 
La, did conjuring tiiokaf He has written to 

MM! me sinoe to aay he sees now how right 1 i 

■7 was—rather crushing! I also fully i»- , 

tended to refuse Captain Masbwotor. 
fjssLv But he went to I)inard without giving me ■ 

Lmtsr the opportunity, and I hear he has been 

Wji.L*''' playing tennis there the whole day with 
Mrs. Lorre Hotter. 1 am sure I hope 
\ he enjoyed it. She is what you ot I would 

\ consider rather old, but is said to be per- 
/ W \it A feotly oharming, and of course looks 

/ Wflk fifteen years younger than her youngest 

. daughter. , , . 

nf , f a It seems rather strange, doesn t it, 

» BKHl Marjorie, thataftorbeingsowonderfully 

Y. * MBfeSsBm sensible all the season, I should suddenly 





sensible all the season, X should suddenly as its efforts at humour are melanoholy. ' 
do something quite idiotic in September? it is the intention of the Directors to 
However. I hare ; and I want you to help ohange all this. Frequent Board-Meetings will he held, at which all 
me out of it. I ’ll tell you all. if you ’U hooks sent for review will he oaref ully considered, with a view to 


— — Uie UUb Ul lbs A 11 ICAl JUU MSS, AA JVJIA aa QOOKB (will iur rCVlttW WIU UtJ WUWUUJ uuueiuwcu. yrawaa as vstsv w 

promise not to laugh. When I first asms. I was “thrown,” as people deriding how they shall be treated. The derisions thus oome to will 
sov, a good deal with the Tamer's nephew— Oriel Craei’TOn who be earned out in a series of articles extending with absolute uni- 1 

1 / ■ a 1_XA _I T 4..1 J 1... wtlioe aVivr X_ :a_ __AL_ nnn 4 nmnAW i.w Kfnrafs.ru 


... a-”'** —t" j , -T7—:r . , ' « r, n ±ne prom-s ox uuu uuhjuobb w ud tuuo uiuticu uu muni uu S a^^oav. 

him out. They had omitted to mention that he was dreadfully sus- A fter a inspection of the books of aU British newspapers the 

oeptihle. Wo talked for houre m the garden, nearly aU the fame— aooountanto Messrs. Leokr ard BaLLAXCK have m- 

at first—about the housing of the noh and horrible oases of over- formed the Directors that the gains of these papers from renewing 
orowding-at I^ndun parties. He was very earnest and ascetio (he and Uterary alonr amount to £10,632,00012*. Id. annually. As 
never dnnks anything but hot water, and doesn t smoke); he leut me the8e papers win Woeforth, on their literary side, be worked by the 
hooks—ho is rather handsome—and—gradually—somehow I found I Dj reotors w ith all the latest improvements, even larger gains may be 

Miavc^actually IZi ** “ 

w Oh«i wmbe 8 woU Xbut ho intundl't"'^^^ all his money on This department will he managed by a paragraphs of unrivalled 
foundinR model slums, where the people are to be teetotallers and do experience, who will have under his orders a largo staff of sk 
bootmaking or sometting. and be a happy little oolony. Oriel’s asmstents thoroughly mstruotedm the use of tbe now paten 
views may neceesitete his Aoing a little cobbling himself-just to set mitrailleuse Boomerangs, ten of which wdl 1* fixed inthe.ohiet^oihoe 
an example. 1 was enormously impressed by this at first; but lam of the Company at No. 1, Log Itolls Yard. *^“*“2“";,. ■ 

afraid I have become frivolous again. Some other people have oome Hie amount of £oOO and upwards will bo entitled to a preferontia 
here, inolu<Ung a nioe boy they call Babt Beaumont. Ho is boom by way of bonus. 

really almost nineteen, but wonderfully well preserved, very clever, ... ... ^watov ’’f 0 **- . 

and so oynioal that he is quite an optimist. Almost direotly, be For this style of reviewing a separate department has been estnb- 

■ v ' i % Till A_ __ _ Y . -f J _ 1 A — 1KL.J J A rt* 4 K«aa wall-Irnniwn 11V PT(1 r Y 


Oriel ! He’s really quite extraordinarily old-fashioned.” imitation of the worst models, and by assiduously oultivatmg their 

“ How old is he F " I asked, in faltering tones. own natural coarseness, the managers anticipate very remarkabl 

“ Ho has rather a way of pretending to be young, 1 fancy. But he results. Style will be no object, but every worker in this depart 
mnstbefour-and-twentyif he is a day. Youneednotsayltoldyou.” ment will be expected to provide his own rhinooeroe hide and stock ot 
It’s evideutlv the fashion to be very young —for men, at least, allusions to ItAiiET.AIs, All holders of less than three shares will oome 
Sometimes I wish it were the fashion to be old enough to know under the operation of this d«|)artm<mt. TheCom 
better. If Oriel really hat been engaged before, and may be again, 
and if getting engaged to people is only a sort of habit of his, perhaps 


and if getting engaged to people is only a sort of habit ot ms, pernaps 
he would not miud so very much if I were to break it off. 

Baht Beaumoet ie (he says himself) “frankly Pagan.” He 
thinks Orirl too serious for me, and advises me to marry at leisure, 
as 1 am quite sure, anyhow, to repeat in haste. He wanted to send 
a paragraph to the Poet to say “ A marriage has been arranged, and 
will shortly be broken off, between Mr. Okikl Cramttor and Miss 
Glams Matwrui, younger daughter,” and so on. 

Last night, when we were playing gamee, Oriel went out while we 

thought of a word, and ho got quito angry with mebeoause Ibad said__,- 

the moon was “ vegetable ” ana he said it was “ mineral.” Ha may reading an unfavourable notioe of one of his books. AU literary men, 
be right, or he may not—I daresay he is—but still he need not be however, are reoommended to subscribe £30 a year, thus obtaining a 
touohy, and refute to play any more, and sulk all the evening. life-long immunity from depreciation. 

1 am afraid X should not be happy with him. H| ooUeots postage reiule branch. 

stamps, too. whioh depresses me dreadfully. ..... „ This will be known as the “ George Department,” and will be oon- 

PUaie write and teU me what to do—or rather, how to do it. Can trolled by fonr new women of advanoed views. Cigarettes, latch- 
one get a bangle rtvettedaft . ... I have just heard that the Lorer ka _ and a summary of divoroe ooort proceedings wifi he kept on th. 
Hottrrs end Captain Mashisotor are ooming to pUy teams on Hovels timed out while yin wait. Mrs. I.trk Linton 

Sunday ] Of oourse, I shall show absriuto iudifferenoe. I wired at during offioe home, 

onoe to town for my new drew. Mrs. Hotter may as well see it. 


tealk before dinner.’’ Aren’t w 

Y 

P. 8. — It the moon mineral f 


Dotle, entitled A Story of Waterloo. ProhaUy Mr. J. L. Xw>L 
will folkiw it up with A. Story of Brandy-and-Waterloo, at whic! 
our obamiul oomsdian will appear ss a regular Wetter un. 
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HAKIMS THE HtlMNWe WITH “TIE DERBY WHMIR.’’ 



“ Three to One ob.” 

a Derby winner that will carry all before him over the Drury Lane 
oourso until the place it required for the pantomime. And the train¬ 
ing has been most judicious. The problem the three ‘ 

htable companions (for the piece is nothing if not 
horsey) set themselves was to produoe a drama that 
would till thetirnnd National Theatre both before and M 

behind the curtain. This problem they have aolved I M 

to the satisfaction of all panics. / 

The method adopted is simple enough. Take, for '/ 

instance, the First Act. One of the authors no doubt 
suggested the interior of a country house. " Quite 
so,” says DatrnioiANOs, “a nobleman’s oountryhouse. gjfc. v 
i will Bhow you how to do it.” And he does. “O 
To rlgcm’i can do it when it likes! ” Gorgeous hall rrfHMjh 
with a billiard table thrown in at the book to give /SKatiy/I 

an idea of the luxury and magnitude. And then the ApLidgHljg 
ompany! Karla and Countesaes and Lords and Ij, jRtfSRmT 
ladies and a Duchess! Why, even the villain is a T*«g] rt\! 

major in a craok oavalrv regiment, and the low j Bn g; I 

comedian a surgeon who has worn the Queen’s uni- [ g/ g:: 1 

form. Apparently to give the latter additional aria- I pll 3 31 

tocratic gloss, the Duchess is made to be in love with [ 

him. And the plot f Why, of course. Let Miss 
A i.ma 8rAwr.gr arrive direot from India to sow dis- 
oord between my Lord the mere and my Lady the 
heroine. This she does, looking charming in her 
villainy, and wearing a striking oostume. My Lord 
tells her "to begone” (a most unreasonable request, 
by the way, aa she has arrived at the Hall W the 
middle of ihe night, with evidently any lumber of 
boxes), hut she won’t. Miss Aiwa Stanley prefers to faint in 
my Lord's arms, to the great indignation of my Lady. Tableau 
and curtain. 

Next, please. The Downs, and a trial of the ’oases. Then we 
have a meet of hones, saddle and otherwise. The " Otherwise” are 
harnessed to a pony-chaise that looks as if it had come item the 
brother Arcade. Miss Axma Starlet rides in on a steed of her 
own. My Lord, the hero, objects to the gracious presence olthis fair 
equestrian, and gets a horse-whipping for his trouble. Then the 


equestrian, and gets a horse-whipping for his trouble. Then the 
triarcomes off. The noble animals canter aoross.the stage. The 
■Jramali* permute describe their progress to one another as thev make 
the running behind the scenes. All first-rate and life-lute. Haven’t 
we seen it ourselves in the early morn P Then they reappear (amidst 
immense enthusiasm) as aordboard profile in the distance, to make 
a final entry in the horseflesh from the 0. P. wings. Capitally done, 
and a great success. Stalls, Circle, Pit. Boxes, and Gallery, all de¬ 
lighted. Scare they with the military ball at York, pearly everybody 
in uniform. Hussars, Gunners,Highlanders, Fosileers, ana Yeomen. 
My Lord the hero appears as Colonel of his ooitnty Y * 


In the next Act we find that the Countess, in full ball oostume, 
has eloped with the Villainous Major to a hotel. My lady has 
allowed her companion to describe themselves as Mr. and Mrs. 
So-and-8o in the porter's book. But thus far and no farther. When 
the Major politely begs the loan of her heart, the Countess bids him 
go, and treats him really with absolute rudeness. The Major, 
after a terrible struggle with my Lady, in whioh he gets the worst of 
it, is oomrdeteiy crushed, and probably inwardly laments the very 
considerable expense to which he must havo been put by the elojie- 
ment. At this crisis enter my Lord the hero. Row and tableau. 
After this, the audienoe feels that the correct prescription is to out. 
the dialogue and come to the “ ’ones.” And to a great extent this 
prescription is adopted. There is a first-class scone of a sale at 
TatteniaU's, and a very realistic view of the finish at the Derby. The 
throng cheer behind the eurtain, and so does the throng in front of it. 
The task is complete; both aides of the green baise are crowded with 
exoited people. 

It is exceptionally good. Scenery, music, general stage manage¬ 
ment, and incidental music all exoettent. Mrs. Jobh Wood first- 
rat*, as good as ever, and Min Alma Starlit greatly distinguishes 
herself. So does Mr. Cartwright as the most matter-of-fact villain 
that “ in this distressful country has ever yet been seen.” When 
he murders, or ruins, or seriously inoonvenienoes anyone, he observes 
totto twee to himself, in a tone that would be equally appropriate 
were he thanking an omnibus conductor for riving him ohange 
for sixpenoe, “1 thought I should do it.” Then Mr. Arthur 
Boubchikb snd Miss Beatrice Lahb as My Lord and My Lady 
oouldnot be better. And Miss Pattie Browse, Miss L. Moonis, 
and Miss He«ie Dine, all the right people in the right places, as 
are both Mr. Gkoeoe Giddins ana Mr. Lionel Rionold. To sum 
up, The Derby Winner has won, and Sir I)BU 8 t 0 t.ANi's lias more 




jHi M- 

jd u. 







“Sold!” 


than satisfied his enthusiaatio baokers the publio, and be and they 
will have a real good run for their money. 

IF NOT, WHY NOT t 

|« Sarah Gbaud ha* contributed an srticie on’ Should Irascible Old Gen¬ 
tlemen be taught to Knit 1 ’ to the forthcoming i*»ue of Phil May t 
Winter Annual.' peprr. October 2.] 


suoieots onan nysiencai m sueuro* ™ ~ t , 

“Should elderly, short-tempered Dowagers be permitted to use bad 

k^Bhafi Octogenarian Barmaids U obliged to flirt f ” 

“ May deoayed Duchesses play pitch-and-toss f , .. 

j ‘‘Shall Passional Beauties of a oertain age be eompuisonly 

i re ‘< r ^e Burlesque Actresses of over forty years’ standing to attend 
! Sunday-school f" , , . .... . 

‘‘May Ballet-girls teooh their grand-children to knit f 
Should cross-eyed Viscountesses catch flies ? 

Ought Old Girls generally to make use of slang ? ” 

Should Trims donna* in their dotage wear blue pinafores f 
Can the * Shirt-front Brigade’be taught’good form’ f 
May Lady Novelists dispense with the hiitimo present f 


VOL. cvu. 














Mim Vkoii d Lobdok nrrrura away all ku rmirrr Ton abb Platthuto*. 




















A BACKWARD CROP. 

Young Mr. Green f who wants re Hunter for the evening Season). “ Ya —As ; BUT HE's GOT SUOH A -Sef.dV Tail ! ^ 
Dealer." Seedy! Ah, that 's it ! Just germinatin', it is. Want o' Sunshine, yek see. Lw mint,: 
bin a hit bacxard this Season I 


"I'M CETTIMC A BIC GIRL NOW!" 

(Song toe Miss Unified London.) 

Aik- "I'm Getting a Big Girl Now I" 

I 'vk had nil the pleasures belonging to youth, 

I ts sweetmeats, its larks, and its toys. 

But I find, with regret, \vh" is really the 
truth, 

That girls will grow old, just like boys. 

1 ’d like still to plat in the jolly old way. 

But the world will not let me somehow. 

I know what it means; 1 am now in tny 
teens. 

Yes; I’m getting a big girl now! 

Chorus. 

I’m getting a big girl now, 

And they tell me it ’a time I knew bow 
To behave more like one, 

And in toys find leas fun; 

For 1 'm getting a big girl now 1 

1 'vc bad a good time for a number of years, 
And I’m sure 1 ’m not anxious to change. 
But the very best swinu there is somebody 
queers. 

They won't let me alone—it’s so strange! 

It does give one a shock; but I ’ve outgrown 
my frock, 

My girdle won’t meet anyhow; 

They Ve beginning to quiz. Ah 1 I see how 
it is; 

I’m getting a big girl now 
Chorus. 

I’m getting a big girl now, 

If I romp someone xioks up a row 
. They tell me I chuck 

Too much money on “ tuck ' I— 

Ah! I’m getting a big girl now! 


I know there's a party who 'a anxious to spoil 
My nice little games at Guildhall. 

He growls “ turn up turtle and toys, Miss, 

and toil. 

Gog and Magog are no good at all. 

Your ooaohes, and horses, and tin-armoured 
foroes, 

Are babyish bosh, and bow-wow I 
You must scorn grub and case—like those 
good L.C.C.S— 

For you ’re getting a big girl now! 

Chorus. 

“ You are getting a big girl now; 

You must turn up the tuck-shop I vow. 

A out of cold mutton 
Go take—with good Hutton ! 

For you're getting a big girl now! 

I own that I hate to be talked to like this; 

And as to those L.C.C. prigs 
Thev always hold up as a Model for Miss, 

I 11 give ’em beans yet—please the pigs! 
Me fussy and frugal like dowdy McDou- 
GALL f— 

Well—well; no use raising a row 
Like all girls and boys 1 must give up my 
For I’m getting a big girl now! Jftoys. 

Chorus. 

Yes, I’m getting a big girl now; 

My dollifis must to uiynow > 

And as to the took 
I must out it—worse luck! 

For I'm getting a big girl now 

Good-bye, dear old toys! I am getting too 

mg ....... 


I am suoh a whopper, it may be im¬ 
proper, 

But—there, I am blubbing— wow-wow! 
Good-bye, rose and myrtle! Farewell toys 
and turtle! 

I’m getting a big girl now. 

Chorus. 

Yes, I’m getting a big girl now, 

(And feel doooedly sorry somehow,) 

In Unification 

They think there’s salvation 
For one, who ’s a big girl now! 


MUDDY MILAN. 

Onci I thought that you oould boast 
Suoh a perfect southern sky. 
Flecked with summer clouds at most; 

Always sunny, always dry. 

Warm enough, perhaps, to gnu an 
Englishman, 0 muddy Milan. 

Now I find you soaking wet, 
Underneath an English sky ; 
Pavements, medieval yet, 

Whenoe mud splashes ever fly; 
And, to moke one dsmp and ill, an 
Endless downpour, muddy Milan! 

Though you boast such works of art, 
Where is that unblooded sky Y 


For doSs, dressing up. and—to too. 

Gog! Magog!! AlcsiH Is it quite tnfra 
To drop a few toers over you t 


Artless thing—snd leave you, Milan. 

A Really ’’ Independent or Labour 
Party.”—M r. Keik Hardie, H P, 
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LYRE ANO LANCET. 

(A Story be, Seenee.) 

PART XV.—TRAPPED I 


oouldn't be more complimentary if I'd won the Victoria Cross, instead 

„ . , . , ,, „ , of getting a first prize for breeding and exhibiting a tall bitchst 

ScrxE XXIV.— A nailery outeulc. the lerney Chamber. CBvn'g Dog Show! 

Tihk— About 10.1,■>, ; Und. [bitterly, to himnelf). And thia is our aristocracy 1 They 

Undcrehcll [to himnelf. at he emergen from a back ttaircate).\ make a bosom fnend of a breeder of dogs; and find a poet only fit to 
I suppose this is the corridor ? The Boy said the name of the room associate with their servant*! What a theme for a satirist! [Aloud.) 
was painted up over the doer.... Ah. there it is; and, yes, I see nothing to wonder at. You posseae precisely the social qualiii- 
Mr. Hiuuukm.’n name on a card.... The door is ajar; he is cations most likely to appeal to the leisured olasa. 
probably waiting for me Inside. 1 shall meet him quito temperately,: Spurr. Oh, there's a lot of humbug in it, mind you! Mostof’em 

treat it simply as a- [He eaten; a waste-paper banket, contain- know about as mnoh of the points of a boll as the points of a oompass. 

ing an ingenious arrangement of liquid and solid substances, descends only they let on to know a lot because they think it 'a smart. And 
on hie head.) What the devil do you mean. Sir, by this out- some of ’em are after a pup from old Crummy's next Utter. 1 see 
rageous — P All dark! Nobody here! Is there a general oon- through all that, you know! 

spiraey to insult me P Have 1 been lured up here for a brutal-^- l r na. You are a oynio, X observe. Sir. But possibly the nature of 
(SrciiBKU, hurete in.) Ah, Merc you axe, Sir! (H ilh cold dignity , the business wbioh brings you here renders them- 




through the lattice-work of the 
banket.) Will you kindly explain 
what this means P 

A 'purrelt. Wait dill X strike a 
light. [After lighting a pair of 
candleeS Well, ear, if you don't 
know why you’re ramping about 
like that under a waste-paper 
basket, I can hardly be expeottd 
to- 

Und. I was determined not to 
remove it until somebody Dime 
in ; it fell on my head the moment 
I entered; it oontained some¬ 
thing in a soap-dish, which has 
wetted my face. You may langh. 

Sir, but if this is a sample of your 
aristocratic- 

Spurn. If you could only see 
yourself 1 But 1 ‘d nothing to do 
with it, 'pon my word I hadn't; 
only just this minute got away 
from the hall. ... /know! It’s 
that sulky young beggar, Bf.a v - 
rAm. I remember he dipped elf 
on some excuse or other just now. 
lie must have oomo in here and 
fixed that affair up for me—oon- 
found him 1 

Vnd. I think 7’ra the person 

most intitled to- But no 

matter; it is merely one insult 
more among so many. I came 
here, Sir, for a purpose, as you 
are aware. 

Spurr. [ruefully). Your dress 
clothes P All right, you shall 
have them directly. I wouldn’t 
have put. ’em on if I’d known 
they'd be wanted so soon. / 

f'nd, I should have thought i 
your own would have been more 11 
comfortable. 

Spurr. More oomfortable! I 
helieve you. Why, 1 assure you 
I feel like a Bath bun in a baby's 
sock ! But how was I to know? 

You shouldn't leave your things » 

abl f Vid!' t It'^s" usual Sir, for “ H» suddenly comes faeo to face with his own reflection." 

people to oome to a piaoe like thii provided with evening clothes of even the old Bishop- 

their own. _ anvthinar the matter with 


Spurr. That’s the rummest 
thing about it. X haven’t hoard 
a word about that yet. I’m in 
the veterinary profession, you 
know. Well, they sent for me to 
see some blooming horse, snd 
never even ask me to go near it! 
Seems odd, don’t it P 
Und. [to himself), / had to go 
near the blooming horse I Now I 
begin to understand; the very 
servants did not expect to find a 

C fessional vet in any company 
their own! [Aloud.) 1-1 
trust that the horse will not 
suffer through any delay. 

Spurr. So do I: tat how do i 
know that some ignorant duffer 
mayn't be treating him for (lie 
wrong thing P It may be all up 
with the animal before I get a 
chance of seeing what 1 can do 1 
Und. [to himeelf). If he knew 
how near I went to getting the 
poor beast shot! But I needn’t 
mention that now. 

Spurr. I don’t say it isn't gra¬ 
tifying to be treated like a swell, 
but I ’ ve got my professional re¬ 
putation to consider, you know; 
snd if they ’re going to take 
up all my time talking about 

Andromeda - 

Und. [with a etarf). Andro- 
tnKa.' They have boen talking 
ahout Andromeda t To you ! 

Then it's you who- 

Spurr. Haven’t I been telling 
you P I should just jolly well 
think they hare been talking 
about her! So you didn’t know 
ray bull’s name was Andromeda 
before, ehP But you seem to 
have heard of her, too 1 

Und. [etmrly). I—I hare heard 
of Andromeda- yes. 

[He drops into a chair, dazed. 
Spurr. [complacently). It ’« 
curious how that bitoh’s. fame 


und. It is usual Sir. for, ™ .iw ™... JCem , to have , prau ,7 *Why, 

people to oome to a piaoe like this provided with evening olothee of even the old Bishop- But, I say, you ’re looking rather queer; 

their own. anything the matter with you, old fellow P 

Spurr. I k now,t hat aewell as you do. Don’t you suppose I’m Vnd. [faintly). Nothing-nothing. I -f feel a little giddy, that’s 
unacquainted with the usages of society! Why, I’ve stayed in all. I shell be better presently. [ff« conceals his fact. 

boarding-houses at the Masiae many a time wherajt was de rigger Spurr. (in concern). It was having that basket down on vour head 
to dress-even for high tea! But owning, dowflj* as I did, on like that. Too brad 1 Here, I’ll get you nomo water, [he bustles 
business, it never entered my head that I should want my drees suit, about.) I don't know if you ’re aware of it, old ohap, but yon ’re in 
Bo when I found them Ail u chummy and friendly as possible, and a regular dooee of a mess ! 

expecting meh> dmc as a matter ef course,—why, loan tell you! wax Und. [motirming him away irritably). Do you suppose I don’t know 
too jolly glri to get hold of anything in the shape of a swallowtail that f For heaven’s oaks, don't speak to me 1 let me clone!... I 

and white choker tobe over psrfiettlart went to think-I want to think. [To himself) I see it all now! 

- '*“• A 00 ■**“>,“ have been more fortunate in your reception than I 've made a hideous mistake ! I thought, these Olvxbiits were 
oijMseity t * l * n ^““ not *4v»nt*ge of bring here in a business deliberately-, And all the time-— Oh, what, an unspeakable 


idiot I’ve been !... And I can’t even explain t. . 


—directly! 
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BREAKING THE ICE. 




UNREST! 

“ The tidy sleep* ! 0, may her sleep, 

As it U lusting. so lie deep." 

K. A. Pot’, " Tho Slower." 
Biu.i.ona Bleep, | If pleep it he 
That night maro slumber, restlessly 
Haunted by dream-world’s wizardry. 

So Siskua slept within tho tent, 

HejtleM though way-worn and war-spent, 
Whilst Jake, s fierce faoe above him bent. 

Wake not, War-Goddess! All the world 
1)rinds now to hear the war-cry skirled, 
i o nee the battle-flan unfurled. 

Our Dktioraha now invoko not war, 

And urge not to ita shook and jar 
The prinoea of our lmACBAK. 

A n awesome hush ia o’er the earth. 

It cheeks our joy, it mutes our mirth, 
foreboding some prodigious birth,— 

Some monstrous issue, that may sweep 
Earth s plains with red from deep to deep; 
And thou dost sleep, stall thou dost sleep! 

t A ^ rlke! , A ** ke! S» Dkookah cried 

To Baba* in her prophet-pride. 

But eerth hath now no prophet- guide. 

Our bravest Ba»aw well may quail 
Af ««dread th<mght of that fleroe hail, 

That shall beat Europe like a flail. 

We sae in dreams War’s shrieking eoythe 
Whirl through earth’s ranks tot Wl and 
writhe, 

Of our best manhood taking ti'he. 


What dreams are Mins f That restlees hand 
Stretehee, in sleep, to grasp the brand. 

" * watoh I What may we understand ? 

Bettorsi. sleeps 1 Oh, may that sleep, 
Though it sosm restless, yet be deep! 

May Somnus hold her in his keep I 

Humanity prays that the may lie 
tor ever with unopened eve !— 

But—what dim sheeted ghosts go by t 

What spectres of what coming woes, 

What vision-shocks of phantom foes 
*> u* ™“ d lrtr «<* h . and olutoh, and 

olOBe r 

What rattle ol the war-dogs' chain 
Steals through dull slumber to her brain ? 

Are Love's bland opiates all in vain P 

Vain Science, Commerce, Human ruth, 

The love of Right, the search of Truth, 
Wisdom of Sage and warmth of Youth P 

That hand, stretched iu half-oonscious quest 
Of the war-weapon, doth attest 
Awakening's prelude in—Unrest! 

n °t, War-Goddess! When you stir, 
The Rvea-wingit, onoe more a-whur, 

May We our earth—a sepulchre! 

SYMPATHY. 

Seas e In front of Mrs, R.’s house. 

.*?”■ Cabman). You look nil 

right to-day. Cabman. Ah, mum l my looks 


LESSONS IN LAUGHTER. 

[“Instead of the many eduostionsl oxtrs. in our 
Board Schools, why should thero not he some 
elementary clam devoted to the devclonmont of 
humour P "—Mr. Janus Payn, in the “ Ilhutraml 
London AT«cs.”^ 

Witv not, indeed ? This resplendent sugges¬ 
tion of 

Carefully training the humorous sense 
Cannot, nay, must not, be burked by a ques¬ 
tion of 

Practical parents, or shillings and pence. 
Down with arithmetic, spelling, or history, 
Bodes that are stupid, and arts thatare trite, 
leather we '11 turn to eaoh novelist's mystery, 
Study the volumes our humorists write. 
Those who at present look sadly their task 
upon, 

View it with evident hate and disdain, 
Much will rejoioe when invited to baskeupon 
Witty romanoes composed by Jambs I'atn. 
Soon for diversion they’ll take, and feci 
pleasure in,, 

IIobsok for dinner, and Lockbb for lunoh, 
AndwiU employ what remains of their leisure 
in 

Weekly digeeting a volume of Punch. 

Then, tot eaoh young and intelligent artisan 
May not be prsrjudloed as to his view, 

Labs will appear as antiquity’s partisan, 
Zahowtu will treat of the humorists new, 

| SoiWhtie we thank Mr. Pat* for inventing it, 













UNEEST ! 
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RMiMENT OF APOLWE 
“REPOET D'ABTHTJR. 



AN AWFUL OUTLOOK. 

[Jfar “Asw in the Arbour."} 

A DutwrsiTE tells ns some flowers 
can tee.' 

This adds a new terror to botauv. 

For lovers, and ladies, will surely 
agree 

Blossoms' tongues eonld toll talcs 

The Fut*%«Pichvick, an 
Arbour- Mvro-dropper, 

To amorous “spoons" was a 
terror; 

But flowers with eyes for what 
Aunts call “ improper’’ ? 

That is a look-out, and no error 

'Tis climbers and parasites chiefly, 
we 're told, 

Who 're gifted with optical 
powers. 

Well nymphs will be roguish, and 
swains will be bold, 

Notwithstanding inquisitive 
flowers! . .. 

The Virgin, no doubt, will invite 
the sly kiss, 

Despite the Virginian Creeper; 

And Cnrt/rhn clasp ill the moon¬ 
light sweet miss 

Though Convolvulus piny Torn 
the Peeper. 

Itnt should science discover that 
blossoms can apeak. 

And tell tales alioul bower-hid 
passion ; 

1 I ’ll wager it wouldn’t be mure than 


Before flowers would go out of 
One prospect; at least this new doc¬ 
trine discovers: 

Did eyes end glib tongues till our 
bowers, 

The roun whom a maiden deems 
" flower of lovers,” 

Would no more be lover oi tlowors 


1111 LAY OF Til* OLD ALULUMAF, 

“ Ukification ” is vexation, 
Tho " L. C. C.” 's as had; 
The “ Now Citie” 

Doth nuzzle mo 


THE 0. B. C. (LIMITED). 

{.“Cumin Ainoek, condemns minor poetry as ‘more confectionary.’” i 

O'tobc, Oct. 4.] 

That being so, why should not tho matter be plaoed on a business¬ 
like footing Y The following is a specimen prospectus 

THE O’EB-BATED BOSH COMPANY (LIMITED). 

Caterers by (self) appointment to the Yellow-book, the .Rhymers 
Club, and*Nobody Else in Particular. 

Sweet-stuff Contractors for Mutual Admiration Parties, Muffin- 
worries, and other Beanos. Log-rolling in all its hranohes. 

Ilighly-smoed productions at unpopular prioes. Only imbowd- 
1 fused materials used. Particular attention i* given to inture 
imperfect cleanliness in all details. 

TARIFF. £ «. i. 

Olfk (Royal Marriage, buttered), per line. . ■ ■ J J '* 

., Ary . . , . , . . perfytte 0 0 2 

L ,, s “ To Spring” Igiven away in packet oi 12). fl „ 4 


“ 8 (with wide margin, on^d-made.pa^r, jjnd A a. * 

lto5DEAOT° the (extra rioii), bottled! per dozen o :i 0 

11 , , . (full-flavoured), on draught, per gush 0 0 j 

RoHnxLS .... (fancy, for albums), each t o j 
Triolets . . (as used in lunatic asylums), por dozen 0 0 

Vi LLhKXU.ua (recommended for curates and^oonverted # ( , 

r*™-*. v-**?*^ r:; « t 

" ' ! (best blood-curdling), per gulp o l 24 

ConvenieiAr packed for delivery within the London radius. 
SnmifAS, CHANia Eoyal, Yikelais, and other Frenoti Sweetmeats 
to order. ,. , . 

. The Monage^nt would recommend aUlovws of high-clsss.jmn- 


f Ballads 


(fresh) 0 
anew 0 


(with proper enroll 


. (equal to new) 
(warranted) 
rdinarr, per line) 
•orreouy rhymed) 


(3d. udoaen)", Arthur'Biflywit'a Symnela; Norty rial’s Kummona 

M t d :^TrivS^rnri± i part ef their eoraW, 
+k?rS^^«nmii«tlvrttiuert that the same be reported immediately 
^HMS^t^raTwhSre the mattTriU be promptly 

droit with. ____ 
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THE GIFTED AMATEUR. 

The German Emperor. “ I will now king you a littl* Thing of my own ! ” 

[The fffed on the Audience woe instantaneous. 

[“Tbv Omimn Emperor’* nhir will In* published tills week in Germany, Franco, and England.”] 


[Octobm IS, lew. 


rwmanentMriner., an elderly 
but opulent Satyr, and a youth¬ 
ful, brainless, but titled Clotn 
.v H J i .*i* l “ r i oonvemtion whi* 
the t«kan themselves laughingly 
ealled rwqut (and which he would 
arindy have palled rude) at 
fashionable dinner-tables be¬ 
tween smirking matrons and 
leering elderly men. 

He witnessed the vagaries of 
despot Fashion, the (as he con¬ 
sidered) “immodesty" of “full 
dress,” the “impropriety” of 
flagrant "oosmetioism,”the “an- 
healthiness ” of inadequate or su- 
perfluous olothimr, the “ oruelty " 
of oorsete, the ‘ 1 vulgarity ” and 
wanton mnrderonsness of blid- 
destroying feather trimmings. 

These, and many more follies, 
improprieties and wickedness the 
Perfect Stranger was wondering 
witness of. 

"But,” observed the Perfect 
Stranger, “where is the ‘Ma¬ 
tron's Hiss’ ?" 

“ Oh I ” replied the Proud Un¬ 
ion, with some embarrassment, 
“ but in all this there is nothing 
new, you know, nothing unprece¬ 
dented, innovating, subversive of 
accepted Social Laws; nothing 


'ii ,7 A „ i , accepted Social teaws; nothing 

I™* w« m ™ Audience was instantaneous. • btt( f {ormi > tbat i B to say un- 

mn ISmperor’a sing will be published this week in Germany, Frnnoo, and England.”] usual, unexpected, unoonseorated 

. .- - — by respectable usage. If there is 

miv vr A'TDI-YN’Q mco anything Naughty, it is not New, and what is-possibly—New 

lllhi MAlilUJN o UlBo. is not Naughty. Therefore, there is no call for that omnipotent 

(An Amlogue with an Application.) Hiss!” . , 

, .. , „ “HumphI What then would elicit it?” inquired the Perfect 

(A lady-hioyolist the other day, riding in " rations! dress,” wan roundly Stranger. 

,i,».d l.y an elderly Mm. Garni.v, 'tending bv. The wbeoi-woman is said . • That i( , bit diffionlt doflne off-hand,” answered the Proud 
O have retorted. "Are-yen »>»’''“» ”“hl« Briton, hesitatingly. "Say, for example, a natural waist, or 

the iliilerem-r/”! ’ absence of corsets, high-dress at a Court function, marriage for 


biased l.y an elderly Mrs. Garm.v, standing bv. The wbeoi-woman is said .• That is a bit diffionlt to define, off-hand,” answered the Proud 
to bnvo retorted, 11 Are you irMNffi who 1hu» bus me V When you bathe, TJ r u on hmitatinirlv “ far AVflmT) l A « natural waist or 

1..U wear a -oeeial costume, which you deem suitable. When t ride, l do “J™®* ^ 1 . , *?£■ ™ ' l' for 

1 lie sanie. Where ’« the (liflerenec f" ] absenoeofeorMts, high-dress at a Court function, marriage for 

_ , _ .. ; ., ,,. love—which in Society or in tbo tenms-oonrt is equivalent to nothing 

llt'T, said the Proud Briton to the Perfect Stranger, in addi- - -wearing an unfashionable hat, or Jour-buttoned gloves when 

him to our armies and Meets, our religions and our laws, our parsons 8ix ar „ de rf l aounding your g’s (when fashion diotatea 
J and our yiohoemen, we have their being dropped), or not sounding vourh’a (till fashion tells 

(■fla 0n ii V ° tl ' oUT 5 "°® e . r . m.orol yon to drop them), blushing inopportunely—say, at tho stare of a 

HSHl. palladium and social rngis in duke or ibe ‘ suggestiveness' of a millionaire—showing sympathy 

1, ”P; 'y ' 0 * 6 value,,outweighs oub 0 f y 0ur own ‘ M t,’ objecting to tailor-made attire or acoented 

'com. *w inat iil auoinere. bathing-eostume, discussing questions of sex in a spirit of serious 





Hiss,’ ” replied the Proud I 
Briton, with enigmatioal 
oomplacenoy. “ Anything 
contra bonoi mores, him 
form, improper, new¬ 
fangled, unocnventional, no 
healthy, unwholesome, im 


the 
ing 
apyiwent 
unaided 


“ Substantially yes,” replied the Proud Briton; “ though it is 
d, perhaps, by the corollary, ‘Never be either Ihe first 
o do a new thing.’ ” 

Then,’I oommented (ho Perfeot Stranger, “the Matron’s Hiss 
would be silent at the sight of bared shoulders and bust in mid¬ 
winter, but would sound with anserine shrillness at tho sight of a 
ower limbs comfortably, and conveniently, and healthily, and 


Precisely I ” said the I’roud Briton, though perhaps with loss of 
British pride thin usual. 

“ Then," said the Perfeot Stranger, “ I think your Hissing Matron 
is a silly, despotic, cackling old goose, who will never save the social 
itol I But who and what is that i" 

hat was a portly, florid, and high-nosed elderly dame, of 
pompons demeanour, and flamboyant raiment, elaborately and 
obviously oosmetiqued, and arrayeain a startlingly low-out garment. 

“ That," said the Proud Briton, with an uneasy smile, “ <» Mrs. 
Ghonby, the great Goose-Autocrat, (ho Palladium of Propriety, the 
ASgia of Sooial Morality, the very Masterful Matron of whom we 
have been talking.” 

" Then,” demanded the Perfeot Stranger, with staggering perti- 
Whydats she not Bits at Berselff" 
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‘ MATEIHONIAL OBE¬ 
DIENCE.” 

S,u,-I should never dnato 
humiliating myself to the 
ntcntof promising toobeyany 
llW . Yet I am a married 

rtf’Englrak^ow did 
manage it, perhaps you will 
nouire t In this way, which 
recommend for the adoption 
,f all women who would de- 
line to be worse than slaves, 
instead of repeating the words 
'love, cherub, and obey 
if ter the officiating clergyman, 

I altered them to “ love cherrie- 
ind whey,” of whioh I happen 
« he very fona; so that when- 
sver my husband (who is a 
loor creature) reproudies me 
with breaking my vow of obe- 
liince made at the altar—he 
Iocs not often do this, as he is 
leldum at homo—1 oan, with a 
dear conscience, affirm that 1 
never took any vow at all. 
This astonishes him so muoh 
that it makes him swear, and 
then go out to his club. A 
good riddanee too! 

As Entirely New Woman. 
Sin,—As a lawyer, I hold 
that the contract into which a 
woman enters at marriage to 
obey her husband, beinjf one 
made “ under duress,” is en¬ 
tirely void. She is compelled 
to take the vow, otherwise she 
could not be married at all. 
Hut, in order to make her 
position still dearer, I should 
advise that, before repeating 
the words of the olorgy man, she 
should say to him, “ Am I to 
understand that unless I repeat 
this formula you will decline 
to marry me ? ’’ Ho may be a 
little surprised, but is sure to 
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answer in the affirmative. 

» tiine perfectly firm. This is 

I my plan, and it answers ad- 

’ tnirably. My wife the other 

day declined to surrender the 
morning paper to me, and told 
me she would like to be a “New 

object to my being a^Now Man 
too ”; and. I at once chained 

YouMdomMlioiillir.' 

EARLY TACT. Master ok his own House. 

AuntyRost. "And now Old do tod think i am, Tommy!" —. 

Tommy. " Well—Sixty-three t ” Troubles in Midaoascaii. 

Aunty Roee. “Oh, you Flatterer ! Why, I'm past Kiiihty I ” —Not by any means at an end. 

Tommy. " Ah t 1 thought you were ; but I THoroirr you wouldn't Most probably all “ Huvu ” 

mke me to nat so, you KNOW." again. 


HANWELLIA’S ANSWER. 

(See “ Awl," September 22.) 

So , niy friend, you ask me questions; 

, well, I ’ll give you tit for tat: 

I m a matrimonial oormorant con¬ 
nected with a bat. 

Hut 1 stirrnd my stumps and wandered 
.through the wicket of the jail, 

" bile the umpire leg-befored me as a 
prisoner on bsiL 

What a sight for sunny snowballs 1 ah, 
my heart beat fast and loud 
" hen imoe more I mingled freely with 
thelogarithmic crowd: 

And on either side the cube-roots east 
the falsehood in the teeth 
in the oyster I had bearded os his 
own, his native, heath. 

It was splendid, but I fancy that they 
.... came it rather strong 
w hen a saucy oaperoailiie played 
sonatas on a gong. 

tl his music was so naughty, his beha- 
wour was so nioe. 

i hat I laughed to see him gaily cutting 
capers on the ioe. 

Then the bend struck up in earnest, 
thoughlttheu leader murmured 
play”. 

And at first they played ta-ra-ra, but 
without the boom-de-ay, 



Then they captured a canal-boat, and 
with halt-n-doJten bars 
Beating time they smashed the rvcjrd 
from Mashonaland to Mars. 

Fifty tunes they played serenely, but 
I didn’t seem to oare, 

For my Aunt had said “ Hi in, when 
the band plays I ’ll be there; 

I'll be there with Uncle Hukus who 

has got to go lieouuso- 

Well, the reason doesn’t matter, lie ’ll 
be there,” end there he was. 

If the stars drink champagne-cider out 
of tankards to the dregs. 

All the stars and little starlings with 
the garters on their legs, 

Shall nu undiscovered comet with a 
mile or two of tail 

Be put off with half a gallon of our 
humble home-brewed ole f 

No, by Jove, he wouldn't stand it; he 
can let the others pay; 

Standing treat is out of fashion, so 
he ’ll tap the milky way. 

When die red-hot iters come trickling 
he can oool them in hie cup, 

And he’ll tap it all the harder just to 
keep his pecker up. 

He oan hang about the Strand, too, if 
we (rive aim lots of rope, 

And he’ll lather Semolina with a sud 
of patent soap; 





Bkmolina, you remember, took 
her pottage on a hoy, 

8bo was married to an anohonte 
and now she's got a boy. 

Parish Councillors came round 
her, Dukes and Earls, and even 
Darts; , , 

With t heir spades they carved 
allotments on the table-land of 
lierts; 

But slip faced them in her fury, 
and she asked the idiots how 
She could ever stomaoh acres after 
eating up her oow t 

There. 1 think I’ve answered 
fairly every question on your 
list; 

All their meaning I have mas¬ 
tered, there’s not one of them 
J 've missed. 

f'm a sulphur-headed sunbeam, 
with a taste for pretty clocks. 
Which I always tell the time 
by when they strike upon tbo 
box. 

Man. It. doubled up her Times 
for oonvenieuoe of handling, and 
oame upon thia sentence where 
the paper folded; 

“ Individuals grown in tubs in 
erct'Chouses, in coot olimutes, have 
boon known to live over s hundred 
years." 

She paused. “ Good Heavens' ” 
she exclaimed: “it’sas remark¬ 
able os the history of tho old 
hermits who used to live perched 
up on the tops of pillars I Ilut if 
eyir those very ofoan individuals 
did live in 1 tubs ’ for over a 
hundred years, what possible 
good could they have been to 










good could they have lieeu to 
anybody, or even to themselves! ” 
Turning tho paper over Mrs. It. 
found that the letter was headed 
“ American Aloes." 


REAL SYMPATHY. 


lives!" 'Arry (rinding account of the War in the Scat''. “ Ow, I e’v, 

Mrs. It. 'Akriet, tbxy ’vft am an’ took old I,i ’(Jna C hang's thhke- 
headed hkvsu Pbacock’s Fxathins all orr 'in |" 

’Arri.t (compauionatcly). “ Pona old Fsllik 1" 


TO AMANDA. 

A ^!. 1, y ?" ft ithful •lave, 
Am grieved by the convict™ 
That you expeot me to behave 
As lovers jo in Action, 

m O?“? prosaic speech ,) fear 
Will leave you disappoint, 

I might, I candidly allow, 

In sitting-rooms and places 
To stride about with gloomy W 
And agitated paces • 

Bat in athletic sports I’m sure 
I always was a duffer, 

And, if I tried, your furniture 
Most oertainly would suffer. 

To prove the tenderness I fed 
My duty is, I know, to 
Leave quite untested every meal 
And breakfast off your photo.; 
But habit proves, alas, too strung: 

With appetite unshaken 
I still attaok (I know it’s wrong) 
My matutinal bacon. 

Again; I olearly ought to try 
To immolate a rival, 

And prove my special fitness by 
A process of survival; 

Mv cowardice I much deplore, 
But still, romantic fury 
Would sesroely pay, when brought 
before 

An nnromantlc jury, 

9j, if your oourage still insists 
On soorning thoughts pruden¬ 
tial, 

And you regard the novelists' 
Commandments as essential, 
With some more daring person 
live; 

For me, a brief perusal 
Of modern fiotion makes me give 
A kind bat firm refusal I 


LETTERS FROM A DEBUTANTE. 

My dkar Marjorie,—You are hard on poor Obibi. Cramfton 
when you Fay tfmt philanthropy, brisk walks, a bad temper, and a 
taste fur collecting postage-stamps, form the most hideous combina¬ 
tion any human being cjuld imagine. Of course, I admit he ’■ a 
little dreary. All is now over between us. Things reached a climax 
•me rainy afternoon when Binr Bkat;mont, in a mood of intense 
juvenility, offered ' ‘ to teach Oroel to mtke barley-sugar.” Forget- 
mg his ichool-days. Oriel patronisingly said he was glad to learn 
*[°m anyone. 80 Baby seized Owki/s arm, twisted it round in 
the classical manner, and then hit the twist. It was quite im 


I should hope they were I) Mr. Lornk Hopper seemed nice, and 
very quiet, and harmless at first, but it gradually came out that 
he does sketches at the piano in the Kyle of Cornet Grain, and w hat 
is worse, expects to be asked to do them. 

Lady Taymkr implored us all to laugh, and we did our best to 
please our hostess ; but the room was nearly empty in five minutes. 


oould take a joke, supposed ibis was the New Humour, and lett the 
room. ; What can you expect,” said Babt, “ of the middle-aged P” 
(Oriel is not twenty-four yet.) 

That evening I wrote a note, putting an end to our engagement. 

1 gave it to him in the billiard-room, and—he gave me one at the 
same tune, and —to the tame effect! 1 folt dreadfully hurt at his 
throwing me over. He wrote, “I feel I have no right to auk yon, who 
are m> tilted to thine in the society of the gnu and dreadmt" (this 
'ife that will be wholly dedioated to the 


tradicted. We waitxrd. Captain MAStHNOTON dance* better than 
ever, and hat nioe eyes. That night I found hair-brushes in my 
bed, 1 see nothing fanny in it, and shall not rpeuk to Baby 
Beaumont until he apologises. 

Great excitement prevailed here last week. 11 was disoovered that 
Savovaksxi, the great Russian pianist, was in the neighbourhood 
He aoeepted an invitation to come here for two days. Imagine the 
joy of the Lton Tavmkbs! They sent out invitations with “ J" 
meet M. Sakotabski,” printed on the oarda. He ia known to he 
rather erratic, bat as he was notually to stay in the house it seemed 
quite safe. Thirty-six people oame to a (tinner in bis honour, 

Samovabsxi arrived at seven, asked for some lager beer, and 
went straight to bed. Nothing on earth would induce him to get 
up, or even to unlook his done or answer an inquiry. It was “ 
terrible evening. The Tathkbs hoped on for the next day. I he 
great composer got up at two. Many people had stayed on the 
chance of hearing him play. It was a beautiful day, and Lady 
Tatmkh entreated to be allowed to drive him round the neighbour¬ 
hood. He declined, and spent the whole afternoon plavinepiquet with 
hl» secretary. At dinner, he talked abeurditiea about the Chinese war, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tm Assistant-Reader hex been it work, and makes the following 

'T'nreitv little volume ia Mr. Anthony C. Deane's Holiday 
b LL s (Henry & Co). That its merit* artf high may be safely 
Svrei from the faot that the largest instalment of its verses came 
fmm the 'nolumns of Mr. Punch. Mr. Deane handles his varied 
».tres with great skill, his style is neat and pointed, Ms rhymes are 
“me ’prMeh; and Ws satire, esperiMly when he deals with 



to extol the Prussians at the expense of the English. It was liujctntR, 
o°t W ellinoton, who won the fight the Prussians call the Battle of 
La Belle Alliance, Napouww the Battle of Mont St. Jean, and 
the presumptuous English 'Waterloo. The patriotic and therefore 
irasoiMe Frenchman little thought the day would dawn on France 
when it. would learn of a battle more oalamitous even than Waterloo. 
Still leas did he perpend that he himself would make the personal 
acquaintance of the Prussians in ciroumstanoes snalagous to those 
amid which, on a July day in 1815, three plenipotentiaries set forth 
from Paris to meet the foreign invaders, ana sue for terms that 
should, as far as possible, lessen the humiliation of the occupation 
of the French capital. 

Ioonfess I am disappointed with Anthony Horn's The God in the 
Car. Some of the dialogue ia in hit very best “ Dolly ” oomedy-vrin. 
The last interview between hero and heroine is admirably written. 
But it ia not “in it” with his moat originally conceived story of 
The Prisoner of Ztnda. The title requires explanation, and you 
don't get the explanation until the climax, which explanation is 
as unsatisfactory as the title. “ The hazy finish is, quoth the 
Baron. “ to my thinking, artistio.” “ What becomes of the lady f 
what beoomes of the lover F” are questions the regular romance- 
reader will put. And the renlyis evidently the old one, on which 
no improvement ia possible, 11 Whatever you please my little dear, 
you pays yonr money and you takes your choice." But it is well 
worth reading, and our friend “the Skipper,” who “knows tho 
ropes,” will find there are some, though not very frequent, oppor¬ 
tunities for his mental gymnastic exercise. 

The Bison ns Book-Woems. 


literary and academic matters, hit* hard and straight. And, though 
the author is & Deane, he never sermonises. But why not sermons 
in verse f I commend the idea to Mr. Deads. He oould oarry it 
nut excellently, and earn the thanks of countless congregations. 

Messrs. Methuen are publishing a series of English Classics, 
edited by Mr. W. E. Henley. They have started with Tristram 
Shandy, and have persuaded a Mr. Charles Whimsy to introduoe 
Laurence Steene to the reading publio of the present day. 
“Permit me,” says Mr. Whimsy, meffeot, “to present to your 
notice Laurence Sterne, plagiarist, sentimentalist, and dealer in 
the obscene,” a right pleasant and comfortable introduction, setting 
us all at our ease, and predisposing ns at onoe in favour of 
the humble candidate for fame, whom Mr. Whibiei alter¬ 
nately kicks and patronises. 'Tis pity (I have oaughtMr. Whir- 
ley's own triok) that Mr. Whibley had not tho writing of 
Tristram Shandy. He, at any rate—so he seems to think— 
would never have outraged our senee of dcoenoy, or moved us 
to “thrills of msthetio disgust” by such platitudes as My Uncle 
Tahir's address to the fly. Rabelais, it appears (Mr. Whibley has 
got Rabelais on the brain, he is Pantagruelocephalous), Rabelais 
may steal a horse, but Stern* must not look oyer a hedge. One 
may have no wish to defend the “ indecencies" of Sterne, bnt to 
condemn them by contrasting them with the efforts of Rabelais 
is a highly modernissd form of criticism, of whieh I should scarcely 
have supposed even a Whibley capable. On the whole, I cannot 
commend this introduction, with its jingling, tin-pot, sham-fantoBtio 
style. I feel inclined to ory out aluud with Master Defer, Ilain- 
uess, good boy; do not yon soar so high; this affeotation is scurvy. 
And why is Mr. Whibley so hard upon the suburbs Y His own 
manner of writing is excellently calculated to fasouiate Clapham, 
and move Peokham Rye to an enthusiasm of admiration. 

Messrs. Chatto and Windus have brought to a happy oonolusion 
their monumental work of republishing the Campbell and Stebbino 
translation of Thiers’ History of the Consulate and Hmptre. It is in 
twelve neatly bound, oonvemently sized, admirably printed volumes, 
illiutrated with many steel engravings, A little soon, perhaps, to tala 
of Christinas presents. But if there be any amiable unole or fairy god¬ 
mother kept awake o’ nights wondering what they shall give for 
Christmas box to Diok, Tom or Harry, here’s the very thing for him, 
her and them. The volumes oomprite a library in themselves, and 
their atndy is a liberal education, Since the world began there is no 
human life that possesses for humanity an interest keener or more 
abiding than that of Napoleon. Sometimes for a while it seems to 
sleep, only to awaken with frelihsned vigour. The Napoleon cult 's 
one of the moat prominsnt features of to-day. The Presses of Pans, 
London and New York teem with new volumes of resnimsoenees, 
letters or diaries, all about Napoleon. Twees’ massive work has 
stood the test of time snd will ever remain a classic. To ns who read 
it to-day it has the added interest of its anther’s personality .and the 
sad labour ef his dosing years. It is pretty W 

writing before the creation of the Third ampr*. for which this book 
did much to pave the way, shrink* from mmtmMac Watorioo. For 
him it is “ the battl* after the day of Ligny and Autre Bra*. Ws 
are well into his detailed aeoonnt of tk*iwrtj!|Wbefe». w * re¬ 
cognise the plains of Waterloo. Thiers does not diaguis* his effort 


the plover!) 



AN EPICURE TO IIIS LOVE. 

My Queen, Mayonnaise! Oh, give ear to thy lover 

Oh,. 

Just i .. 

Can kill—(or be (looked) 

When first X boheld thee my thoughts 
flew unbidden 

Todishesl’deaten—aofairtothe eye. 

That I’ve looked and 1 ’ve.looked till 
the flavour they’ve hidden 
Was forgot at the sight of the dish, . 
or the pie. v)] 

Oh, grant that our loves, like potage d 
la creme, 

Flow gently and smoothly along 
through the days. 

(To me it’s the same, for though 

Mabel ’b thy name, . 

To me thou art ever my sweet Mayonnaise. ) 

White as snow are thy teeth that, like riz d tAnglaise, 

Shine forth between lips red as sauce fere ruse ; 

Ami the trufflo-like beauty-spot nestles and says, „ 

“ Come and kiss next the dimple and taste, dear, of bliss l 

Diode de Preset is not plumper nor fairer than thee; 

And thy govra and its H“ ! -“ ""h” 

None so sweet in the oout 
Where St. Sauoo ouunts f 
Nay, torn not your head. Never blush portugmse, 

Be tender a* chaufmid of veal d la reams— 

(A dish for the gods ’.-not what Englishmen praise, 
Indigestible veal qui tie “ reau ’ pan la pain!) 

Hot as sauce rfmoulade though thy temper may be— , 
Though caprice gall thy thoughts till fhy brain s panuche- 
I ’ll love thee and hive thee-I swear it by thbk!— 

The roast thou shalt role, by night and by day! 

My Queen, Mayonnaise, oh give ear to tny prayer! 

Be mv love-be my wife! Come, Mayonnaise dear, 

And toParis we’ll fly, and at Bionon’s wo Ufsre, 

And the evening we’B spend at the Afenus-l latmrs. 

Though Antoni ’a no more, we may still taste of Joy, 

For I wot of a hou» where a goddess might «t- 
Where the palate ’* not worried, the dishes don t cloy, 
where to «t is to live, and to drink is a treat! 

Behold, Mayonnaise. I’m the slave of thy wishes— 

A lover devoted who osnnot do lues 


Than 
So the 


thou dost bless 


Nkw Ajau yciMWT of Motto for tub French {Sugqcnled 

GaUwi Anti-Gallicanxa).--"Libertt % IllJgaltic, }ratermtr ■ 


tol* cm. 
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LITTLE AH SID; 

(In The Chihf.e Bor ako ihs Japanese 

ltBTTEHELr BciIM-EUSE. 

A ih-» Little Ah Sid." (With Apologia to 
Mr. Lmm Moyer.) 

Little Ah 8n> 

Was a lemon-faoed kid, 

™ >w a riaage as old as an ape's; 

Saffron son-of-a-gun, 

* Ue was lend of his fun, 

And much given to frolics and japes. 
Onoe in his way, 

As Ah Sid was 4 play, 

A big bumblebee flew in the spring. 
Jap butterfly 1" 

Cried ho, winking his eye; 

Me catchee and poll off um wing I ” 

Chorus. 

“ A'tyo, kiya, kj/tpyo, yukakan ! 
Kiya, kiya, yukakan P' 

Sang little Ah Sid, 

That elderly kid. 

As he want for that bee from Japan. 

He made a sharp snap 
At the goldan-rmg’d chap, 

That innocent butterfly-bee, 


Which bussed and which bummed. 
And oirclfd and hummed 
Bound the head of that little Chinee. 

He guessed not the thing 
Had no end of a sting, 

As he chased him in malice secure, 

And he eriod with a grin,— 
"Buszy-wussy no win! 

Me mashee um buttlefiy, sure! ” 

Choruo. 

“ Kiya, kiya, kyipye, yukakan.' 

Kiya, kiya yukakan ! ” 
f»ng little Au Sid, 

The Celestial kid, 

As he after “ um trattlrfiy" ran. 

little Ah Bid ® 

Was a pig-headed kid 
(As wells* pig-tailed). Could he guess 
What kind of a ny 
Was busz-wuszing hard by, 

Till he grabbed him—with stinging suc¬ 
cess. 

“ Kiya, kyipye.'” 

Tailed Ah Sid, as that bee 
Stung him hard in a sensitive spot. 
“Kiya yukakan! 

Hang um Japanese man, 

Vm buttlefiy vetly much hot!" 


" 17m hurt me, um did, 

Uni buttlefiy bites—in J apan!!! ” 

Modibx Makoek*.— Nearly all hotel ad¬ 
vertisements prominently announoe as among 
the principal attractions of esoh establish¬ 
ment “ eeparate tables.” It looks as if the 

“ -'l A,r.frm " had failtsl 


with all the noses in arowdown in the feeding- 
trough is by this time a remnant of barbarism. 
Yet the “ boxes " common to the old eating- 
houses, such for example, as may still he 
seen in tome ports of Condon both east and 
west, were "pernicioussnug” end sufficiently 
private, too, for business conversation and 
| confidential communications. 

SunroDS, Vxsv ! Latest moh China.— 
The Emperor has been consulting his physi¬ 
cian, who, after careful diagnosis, has pro¬ 
nounced "Tcno in bad condition, and Ltrxo 
queer.” 
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LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A Story in Serna.) 

PART XVI.—AN INTELLECTUAL PRIVILEGE. 

Scene XXV.-The Chinee*Drawing Doom. Ttvt-About 9.45 P.K. 
Mrs. Earwaker. Yes, dear Ledy Lcllinoton, I’ve always 


her suggestion—if it can be oarried out; it would at least provide 
a welcome relief from the usual after-dinner dullness of this sort of 
gathering. 

Miss Spelw. Then—would you ask him, Lady Canties P 

Lady Cant. I, my dear? You forget that /am not hostess here 
My sister-in-law is the proper person to do that. 

Lady Culv. Indeed I oouldn’t. But perhaps, Vivien, if yon liked 


insisted on each of my girls adopting a distinct line of her own, to suggest it to him, he might— 

and the result has been most satisfactory. Louisa, my eldest, is Mies Spelw. I ’ll try, deer Lady Culverix. And if my poor 
literary; she had a little story aooepted not long aim by The Milky littlo persuasions have no effect, I shall fall back on Lady Cantikk, 
Way; then Mabla is musical; practises regularly three hours every and then he can't refuse. I must go and tell dear Lady I.m.i 
day on her violin. Fanny has beoome quite an expert in photo- LIN0TON—she’ll he so pleased! [To herself .as she skims away.) ) 
graphs -kodaked her father the other day in the act of trying a generally do get my own way. But I mean nun to do it to please Me! 
difficult stroke at billiards; a hack view—but so clever and oharac- Mrs. Chatteris (a little later, to Lady Mamie). Have you heard what 
teristio! a treat is in store for us P That delightful Mr. Bpurrell is going to 

Lady LuUinglon [ahsontly). A baok view P How nice! give us a reading or a reoitation, or something, from his own poems; 

Mrs. Earut. He was the only one at the family who didn’t reoog- at least, Mias Spelware is to aBk him as soon as the men come in. 
nise it at once. Then my youngest, Caroline— well, 1 must say Only I should have thought that he would be rnuoh more likely to 
that for a long time I was quite in despair about Caroline. It consent if you asked him. 

really looked as if thsre was no single _ Ladu Maisle. Would von.? I’m sure 


thing that she had the slightest bent 
or inclination for. So at lost I thought 
she had better take up Religion, and 
mske that her speciality. 

Lady Lull, [languidly). Religion! 
How very nioe! 

Mrs. Earw. Well, 1 got her a Chris¬ 
tian Year and a covered basket, and 
quantities of tracts, and so on; but, 
somehow, she didn’t seem to get on with 
it. So 1 let her give it up; and now 
she’s gone in for poker-etohing instead. 

Lady Lull, [by an act of unconscious 
cerebration). Poker-etohing 1 How very 
very nioe I [Her eyelids close gently. 

Lady Rhoda. Oh, but indeed. Lady 
Cpi.vkhin, I thought he was perfectly 
obarmin ; not a bit booky, you know, 
but. as olever as he can stick; knows 
more about terriers than any man I ever 
met! 

Lady Culverin. So glad yon found 
him agreeable, my dear. I was half 
afraid he might strike you as—well, just 
a little bit common in his way of talking. 

Lady Rhoda. Pr’aps—but, after all, 
one can’t expect those sort of people to 
talk quite like we do ourselves, can one P 

Lady Cantirc. Is that Mr. SpinutXLL 
you are finding fault with, Auiinia'.P 
It is ouriotu that you should be the 

one person here who- I sounder 

him a vemr worthy and talented young 
man, and 1 shall most oortsinly ask him 
to dinner—or lunch, at all events—as 
soon as we return. I (.daresay Lady 
Rhoda 'will not object to'come.and meet 
him. 

Lady Rhoda. Rather not. /’lljoome, 
like a shot! 



Lady Maieie. Would you.? I ’m sure 
I don’t know why. 

Mrs. Chatt. [archly). Oh, he took me 
in to dinner, you know, and it’s quite 
wonderful how people confide in me, 
but I suppose they feel I oan be trusted. 
He mentioned a little fact, whioh gave 
me the impression that a certain fair 
lady's wishes would be supreme with 
him. 

Lady Maieie [to herself). The wretch! 
He has been boasting of my unfortunate 
letter! [Aloud.) Mr. Sporhell had 
no business to give you any impression 
of the kind. And the mere faot that 
I — that I happened to admire his 

verses—— 

Mrs. Chatt. Exactly I Poets’ heads 
are so easily turned ; and, as I said to 
Captain Thicknesse - 

Lady Maisie. Captain Thicknesse! 
You have been talking about it—to him I 

Mrs. Chatt. I’d no idea yon would 
mind anybody knowing, or I would 
never have dreamed of— I’ve such 
a perfeot horror of gossip! It took me 
so much by surprise, that I simply 
oouldn’t renst; but I oan easily tell 
Captain Thicknesse it was all a mistake; 
he knows how fearfully inaocurnte 1 
always am. 

Lady Maisie. I would rather you 
said nothing more about it, please; it is 
really net worth while contradicting 
anything so utterly absnrd. (To her¬ 
self.) That Gerald— Captain Thick¬ 
ness*— of all people, should know of my 
letter 1 And goodness only knows what 
storv she may have made out of it 1 

Mrs. Chatt. [to herself, as she mens 
away). I’ve bran letting mv tongue run 
away with me, as usual. She’s not the 
original of “ Lady Grieoline.” after all. 
Perhaps be meant Yivikn Spelwank— 
the description was much more like her! 
i tered with some of the younger men, to 


Lady Culr. [to herself). I suppose 
it’s very silly of me to be so prejudiced. 

Nobody else seems to mind him! „ ... . ,. „ Perhaps he meant Vivien Spelwank- 

Miss Spelwane [crossing over to them). Iok ,nd Hour—oouldn t possibly miw.him. |he description was much more like her! 

Oh. Lady Cci.vtR.iN, Lady I.uli.ington has such a delightful idea PMiner {who has fust entered with some of the younger men % to 

—she s just been saying how very very nice it would be if Mr. Miss Spelwank). What are you doing with these ohairs f Why are 
Spubsku. could be persuaded to read some of his poetry aloud to us we all to sit in a unde, like Moore end Buroess people P Yon 're 
presently. Do you tiunk it could be managed P not going to set the poor dear Bishop down to play baby-gtanes ? 

Lady Lulv. (in distress). Really, my dear Vivien, I—I don’t know How perfectly barbarous of you! 

Irani to say. I fancy peopla would so much rather talk—don’t yon Mies Spelw. The ohairs are being arranged for something much 
think so, Ron vm a P more intellectual. We are going to get, Mr. Smbsell to read a 

( ' unt ' ^>®y. would, Albixia. It is most unlikely poem to us, if you want to know. I told you I should manage it. 

that they would oare to hear anything more intellectual and PHI. There’• only one drawback to that highly desirable arrange- 
instr active than the sound of their own voices. C ment. The bard, with prophetic foreknowledge of your designs, has 

flies Smlw. I loaf Lady Ldllinoton that I was afraid you would unostentatiously retired to roost. So I’m amid you ’ll have to do 
think it a bore, lady Cantike. without your poetry this evening—that is, unless you oare to avail 

Lady Cant, You are perfectly mistaken, Miss Spelwane. I yourself again of my servioes P 
Batter myself I am quite as oapable of appreciating a literary Miss Spelw. [indignantly). It is too mean of you. You must have 
privilege as tnyh. <ly here. Bat I cannot answer for its being told him I [Be protests his innocence. 

aooeptaWe to the majority Lady Rhoda. Archie, what’s beoome of Mr. SpubiellP I pat* 

Lady Culr. No, ltwouldn t do at all. And it would be making tioularly want to aak him something, 
this young man so muck too conspicuous. Searpark. The poet F He nipped upsteirt—as I told you ill al ’’g 

Lady Cant. You are talking nonsense, my dear. When you are he meant to—to scribble some of hisaemoeratio drivel, and (with a 
fortunate enough to teoure a celebrity at Wyvern, you can't mske suppressed grin) I don’t think you'll see him again this owning, 
him too conspicuous. I never knew that Laras Lulunoton had Captain Thickness* [to himself, as he enters). She ’■ keepin’ a ohsir 
any taste for literature before, but there's something to be said far next here in the ooraer there tor somebody. Can it be for that poet 


. Aiv, tv nuuiuu v UU ttb mil- 

i young man so much too conspicuous. 
.ady Cant. You are talking nonsense. 


>u. You must have 
»tests his innocence. 
Spdssell P I par- 
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phao' (He meet Lady Maisie’s eye suddenly.) Great Scott! If 
she meansit for me ! .. I ’ vetalfemma not to-— No.Iehallbea 
(„,] ;f i lose such a chance! (He crosses, and drops into the meant 
chair next hers.) ,I may sit here, mayn’t If 
7 athj Maisie ( simply). I meant you to. We need to be «uoh good 
friende; it’s a pity to have mianndentandinga. And—and I want 
to ask you what that silly little Mrs. Chatteris has been telling you 
at dinner about me. ... 

Car/t. 7 'Aie/t.li'W'eU, she was sayin —and I must say I don’t under¬ 
stand *it, after your tollin’ me you knew nothing about this Mr. 
SrrK'iKlx till this afternoon- 

lady Mattie. But I don’t. And I—I did offer to explain, but you 
said you weren’t curious 1 .... 

, Cunt. Thick. Didn't want you to tell me anything that perhaps 
you’d rather not, don’t you know. Still, I should like to know how 
this poet ohan came to write a poem all about you, and oall it “ Lady 
Crinoline,” if he never- 

lady Maisie. But it’s too ridiculous! How could he f Whenhe 
never saw me, that 1 know of, in all his life before 1 
(’apt. Thick. He told Mrs. Chatteris you were the original of 
hi- “ Lady Orisoline” anyway, and really— 

Lady Main's. He dared to tell her that? How diwraeefully 
impertinent of him. (7b herself.) So long as he hasn’t talked about 
my letter, he may say what he pleases! 

'(’apt. Thick. But what teas it you ware goin’ to explain to me f 
You said there was somethin’-— 

Lady Maisie (to herself). It’s no use; I’d sooner die than tell him 
about that letter now! (Aloud.) I—I only wished you to under¬ 
stand that, whatever I think about poetry—I detest poets! 

Lmh/ Cant. Yes, as you say, Bishop, a truly Augustan mode of 
recreation. Still, Mr. Spcbrru, doesn’t seem to have oome in yet, so 
I shall have time to hear anything you have to say in dofenoe of 
your opposition to 1’arish Counoils. 

(The Bishop resigns himself to the inerilahle, 
Archie (in Pit,linker ear). Ink and flour—couldn’t possibly miss 
him; the bard’s got a matted head this time, and no mistake. 

Till. Beastly had form, I oall it—with a fellow you don't know. 
You’ll got yourself into trouble some day. And you oouldn’t even 
tonnage your ridiculous booby-trap, for hero the beggar comes, as if 
nothing had happened. 

Archie (disconcerted). Confound him! The best booby-trap I 

mr made! 


reying the array of chairs in blank beudlderment. 


BRITISH LIONS. 

[" Poor Mrs, I,ko lU'NTKil hat fallen on evil days.... It is the lions 
tlieitus'lve* that are larking. . . , We have fallen upon an ago of prancing 
mediocrity.”— The World. Octo^r 10.] 

0 mri is our extremity, whose laudable jursistenoe 
In tracking down celebrities is undiminithod still, 

We 're quick enough to mark our prey, we soeut him at a distance, 
But Boldom is our watchfulness rewarded by a “ kill.” 

There are bears indeed in plenty, there are owls with strident voices, 
And jackanapes in modern days are seldom hard to find, 

But the genuine British lion, in whom our heart rejoices, 

Seems almost to have vanished from the dwellings of mankind' 

And even if we find him, after herculean labour. 

Apart from festive drawing-rooms he resolutely roams, 
Disgracefully forgetful of his duty to his neighbour 
Ito quite declines to dignify our dinners and At Homes 

Tof often those we ask are unaooountably prevented . 

From hastening, as we wanted them, “to oome and join the 
dance," 

And so, in these degraded times, we have to be contented 
With quite inferior persons, mediooritiei who “prance.” 

Yes, “ prancing mediocrity”—sweet phrase!—no doubt expresses 
The aeoadent young poet, with the limp and languid air, 

The very laBt pianist with the too-abundant tresses. 

Whose playing is—well, only less eeoentrio than his hair. 

Bo. Mr. Punch, we hostesses regard you with affeotion, 

And now that our calamity and trouble you have heard, 

It any happy circumstanoe should bring in your diidotion 
A really nioe young lion—would you kindly send us word ? 

New Noth, bt the Author or “The Masxhah.”— Thai 
Minx-woman. .{Not yet ready. 


THE BLUE GARDENIA. 

(A Colourable Imitation,) 

Ii was a splendid soarlet afternoon, and the little garden'looked 
its gayest in the midsummer sunshine which streamed down its tiny 
paths. Yellow asters grew golden in the pale lemon light, whilst 
the green carnations whioh abounded everywhere seemed so natural 
that it was difficult to believe they hod been 
wired on to the plants that morning by s 
mL Jgk London firm of florists. That was a plan on 
whioh Cucit. Paraoratu always insisted. As 
t y. / he was so fond of saying. Nature wa# a dear 

' rat “I 16 looked inventiveness. It 
WilU>MK ^Ani,y 1 was only an outworn convention which ob- 
WHnW Mr, U to gilding the lily, or colouring the 

mm iff- ’ dfmgr I oamation. 8o the London florists always oamc 
mW A) eaoh morning to convert the garden into n 

W nwm' piok rhapsody. 
ilvr'' ^ Lord Archie (he was not a Lord renlly, but 

J Cecil always insisted that a title was a 

matter of temperament) and Cecil were sitting out on the lawn. 
Clever conversation always takes plaoe on the lawn. Cecil and 
land Archie smoked high-prioed cigarettes. The witty characters 
always do. 

" My dear Archie,” said Cecil, “ 1 have something important to 
tell von.” 

“ If you were not Cecil Paragraph, that would moan that, the 
milkman had oalled to have his anoount paid, or that Mart— or is it 
Martha P—had given notice. It’s like letters headed ‘ Important,,'— 
a prospeotus of a gold mine, or a letter from a distant relative to say 
he’s Doming to stay the week-end. Haying ‘week-end’ always re¬ 
minds me of the Baron de Book-Worms. I fancy myself haggling 
for a cheap tioket at a booking-office." 

“ Archie, von’ve prattled enough. Remember it is I who am 
expected to flu the bill. Archie, I am writing a book.” 

“ A hook P You will let me collaborate with you P ” 

“ Collaboration is the modern method of ovading responsibility. 
A genius moves in a cycle of masterpicoes, hut it is never a cycle 
made for two. It reminds me id the book by Mr. Hiper Haouakd 
and Mr. Laso. Too late Mr. Haooarp found that he had killed the 
goose which laid the golden eggs. He had lost the notices whioh his 
collaborator oould no longer write.” 

“ But it is so muoh trouble to write a book. Would not a purple 
newspaper artiole effoot your purpose P ” 

“ One would think I was Mr. Atuelstan Riley, or the Independ¬ 
ent Labour Party, to hoar you talk of effeoting my purpose. But 
in any case the book ’«the thing.” 

“ Tell me, Cecil, tell mo about your book," said Lord Archie, 
with the ardour of a disoiple of Cecil's. 

“ It will be oalled The Blue Gardenia. The title is one of the 
unemployed ; it has nothing to do with the 
story.’’ 

“I fancy I remember that Mr. Baret Pain WbMffT— 
said that onoe before," r aa - 

“ No doubt. The olumsinesa of aoknowledg- 
mentis what makes the artist into an artisan. 1 ■ _! 

am like Mr. Balfour, I do not hesitate'to shoot 
—into my treasury the pearls of speech I have (HP 
gathered from others, and then, Archie, I shall 
not look the art of personal allusion. If my 
characters go out into the village and see the vil- / 

lage olergymen, I shall make him the Archbishop j ,lg 

of Canterbury. People like it. They say it s I IS 
rude, but they read the hook and repeat the < J\\ 

rudeness. I shall be frankly rude. Minor poets / /II 

and authors and aotort will all he fair game. / / » 

You suggest the publisher may object. To tell a/ \ 

you the truth, any han will publish for me. 

The bode will suooeed—it is only mediocrities " 

who indulge in failure—and the public will .... 

tumble over one another in their mad rush to be dosed with 
epigrams of genius.” . , , 

“ And I wjM write a flaming favourable notioe in the Dodo." 

“ You willuo me no suoh unkindness, 1 am sure, my dear Archie. 
To he appreoiatod is to be found out.” 

And so plnoking as they went the green carnations of a blameless 
life, they wait in to dinner. 

The Tale of .1. B.: or, “ The Prisoner of Salta.”—“.I. B. 
is sly, Sir—devilish sly:” but the present J. B., not the Major 
JBagetoek ot Dombey and Son. but the minor Jahkz Balfour, has 
not yet, es reported, managed to escape from th* prison of Salta, the 
authorities having oontrived to put a little Salt-a’pon his tail. 11 y 
est, ily rests. 






" VESTED INTERESTS." 

I.ady in .Possession loquitur 
An, well! They keeps a rouging up, these 
papers, or a trying to, 

But / don’t think they ’ll out us yet, as 
hobvious they te a-dying to. 

Their Koomikrki**, and their HASKwinsia 
and 'Kuiiekt Gladstiwos ’urry up, 

As per wire-pulling borders; and they tries 
to keep the flurry up. 

Hut somehow it’s a fizzle, like a Are as heaps 
on siuouhlery, 

And the publio, when they'd poke it up, 
looks chilly and oold-shouldery. 

Drat, ’em, what da they want to do F Thor 
“ demmyoratio polity ” 

Means nothink more nor leas than sheer 
upsetting of the (duality! 

They’d treat the Hupper Ten like srimps, 
pull off their ’eds and sweller ’em ; 

And when they tares agin our perks, they 
only longs to dollar ’em. 

Down with ell priwilege indeed F Wy, 
priwilege is the honly thing 
As keeps hus from the wildernadge. I’m 
but a poor, old, lonely thing, 

But if they mends or ends the Lords—wioh 
'ewin forbid they erer do!— 

They 'U take my livelyhood away 1 No, drat 
it, that wfl] never do! , 

A world without no priwilege, no pickings, 
and no perks in it, 

Wy—’twould be like Big Ben up there if it 
’ad got no works in it. 

These demmyoratio levellers is the butohers 
of Sooiety, 

They'd take its tops and innards off and 
bout. I loves wariety. 


Them Commons is a common lot, as like all 
round as winkleses. 

Bnt Marquiges—lord bless ’em 1—they is like 
bright stark saitwinkleses 

And makes the sky rapoctahle ; and its a 
eld, old stotb f 

As stare—and likeways garters—must ’ave 
differences in glory. 

Wy, even street lamps wary, and I says the 
harrystooraov [the democracy 

Is like to’eavemy’leotrio lights outshining 

As the Clook-tower’s ’fnlgenoe do the flare at 
some fried-fish shop, Mum. 

Oh, there’s a someth ink soothing in a Dock, 
or Earl, or Bishop, Mnm, 

As makes ver mere M.P.’s sing small, as may¬ 
be taller-ohandlerses. 

Its henry, Mum, that's wot it is, they've got 
the yallor janderses 

Along o’ bilious jealousy; though wy young 
RouraitaaY ever did 

Allow hisself to herd with thorn—well, drat 
it, there, 1 neetr did 1— 

As long as 1 can twirl a mop or sluioe a floor 
or otiling for 

The biassedPeers, I ’ll 'old with 'em, at I've 
a feller feeling for. 

Birds ofn feather flock—well, well 1 I ’ope 1 
knows my plaoe, I do; 


Their tongues and loud Bad ram’s-homs do 
their level best to win it. Mum. 

But—they ain't got rid of Hue—not yet,— 
nor won’t direekly-minute, Mum! 


Likeways that I shall kttp it Wioh I think 
it a 'ard oaee, 1 do. 

This downing on Old Women 1 

’Owsomever, Mister Morlxt is 
A long ways from his hohj eot yet The House 
o’ Lords. Mum. surelv is 
Most different from Jenoho, it will not fall 
with shouting, Mum, 

Nor vet no platform trumpets will not down 
it, there's ns doubting, Mum. 


From tbs BnomraHAV Festival.—A n 
eminent musidmn sends us this note: — 
Notlung Brummagem about the Birmingham 
Festival. Dr. Pakev’b oratorio, King Saul, 
abigsuooess. Of oourse this subject has been 
Handel’d before; but the oomposer of King 
Saul, Junior, (so to he termed for sake of 
distinction, and distinction it has oertainly 
attained,) need fear no oom-parry-aongs. Per¬ 
haps another title might be, “ Le lini Saul 
d la modi de Parry." {Pricalt, to Ed.— 
Shall be much pleased if you 'll admit this as 
a Parry-graph.)_ 

Hop* Dibpkucd.—T he music-hall pro¬ 
prietors must have bean in high spirits ok the 
oommenoement of the sittings of the Licens¬ 
ing Committee when they heard that “Ur. 
Bobkrts ’’ was to be the ohairman. Of 
oourse, to them therd is but one “ Bobksts,” 
which his prfnom is “ AaiHtm”— and un¬ 
fortunately there appeared as ohairman “not 
thii Author, but another.” 


In the course of conversation. the other 
evening, Mrs. B. remembered that “The 
Margarine ” is a German title. M Isn’t 
there,” she naked, “a Margarine of HesseF” 
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“VESTED INTERESTS.” 


„ h wiptt t nmnr ROOEBEKKIES, AND ’ERBEBT GDADSUNG8, AND HA6KWIDGE8, 

Hotok oi Loom Ciuswok«. WELL! OTM HflCffiBERBlE , TURNED BUS OUT YET!!" 

ND THE EE8T ON ’EH MAT TOES— AND THEY HAT TORE—BUT THE I 
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PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


_. r~mar\mr- Hotel Metropole], and, after some further danoes, the ourtain falls.” 

A PIER OF THE EMPIRE, Nothing oan be prettier, end more truly moral, than On Brighton 

„ __ xr.Pier- 1 oan conscientiously recommend it to every member of 

(By o Commoner qfOu IfaHm.) the L. C. C.: some will smile at the eooentric dahoe of Major 

i _ dav'was approaching, I thought it my duty to visit the Spooner (Mr. Wilt. Brsiror); others will grin at tb© more boisterous 

p^nire Theatre of Yarieties in Leicester Square, so that if need* be I humour of Christopher Dollar (Mr. John Ridley); and all must 
id mmear as a witness either for the proseeution or the defence, weep at the depressed velvet ooat of Don Diego (Mr. Georoe 
$°^m hanwv to sav that my expedition has put me in a position to join Ashton), the husband of Sonora Dolores , in search of a (eompara- 
earn ion. From first to last—from item No. 1 to item No. 10— tively) long-lost daughter. Judging from the reoeption the ballot 
♦Sfl erPertainments at the Empire are excellent. And in # this reoeived the other evening, I fancy that On Brighton Pier will 
ine general praise I am able to inolude w Living remain on London boards for any length of time. 

Pictures,” which are all that even an - - 


archbishop could wish that they should be. wrmamTm w/m no 

But the chief attraction of the evening is GOSSI P WITHOUT WORDS. 

anew ballet divertissement in one tableau, [** AfTOLYOue,” in the Pall Mall Gazette of October II, inveigh* aguim<t 

ealled On Brighton Pier , whioh has the necessity of conversation between friend* “ If I find a girl nice to look 

evidently been put up to teaoh the members at, and «h© la a* taken great paina to make herself nice to look i»l, why -nnnot 

of the L. C. 0. HOW muoh better things are WO paBs the evening, I looking at her, and she being lookt'd at r Hut m>, no 

done in the Sussex watering plaoe than in must talk.”] 

; the great metropolis. Aooording to “the Undoubtedly, if conversation wore abolished, “ short, stories” in 
Argument,*'when the scene opens, people the future would be still further abbreviated. Here is a beautiful 
are promenading in the sun, and 'some gpeoiraen of blank—or Anthony Hope-less - dialogue:— 
gentlemen bribe the bath chairmen to give vnvl?T KTTVR 

up their plaoes in the evening so thattney NLIJ.Y NOVELETTES, 

may flirt with the girls aooompanying the ** J ” exclaimed Miss Nelly Eaton, suddenly, with her quivering 
invalids.” But possibly as an afterthought nostril. . , 

this was thought a little too strong for the “P” I asked with my right eyebrow, 


erable. It iRgencrally understood that \ am the 
en sinoe Miss Eaton’s engagement to an American 

to sav that our dialogue beoomes somewhat, ellip- 
e difficulty of finding enough unappropriated 
, represent our different shades of silence, llow- 
^.5 iw, ,.ki 0 imrnnfi foirethcr a few mure, and 


y hats), and then I discovered the bath chair- strolled past our seats m me ivow smnout n 

'ii^»wWpTvY\ men, but there was nothing to lead me to noticing her. He was dressed m the height I 

V believe that the connecting links between of fashion, and was accompanied by a lady ✓gEfflir l J| 

the two were bribery and corruption. In in very smart attire. MmS S m v ®„ >; 

addition to this plat d la Don Giovanni there were an entrde in the “ . . .” explained Nelly, with her mouth f j||| . S , v 

shajic of a gathering of schoolboys and schoolgirls, tkwvfflS m some tightly shut. /jir 1 

military plus naval drill, and a piece de resistance in a change of I looked at her, and fathered by a switt, . 

scene from the deok of the Pier to the depth, of the see beneath it. wooes, of intuition that hid mo* that JV 

And here lot me .ay that I use rinttanee m a purely culinary sense, boy, and taught him to drink and smoaej_ T" %- 
a, nothing could have worked more smoothly than the transformation, of courre, in moderation; had got his im^r him to smoke." 

Madam- Katti Lanjtbk, by whom the baUet has been invented, u out, and had rescued him ^ «° ( f nd(l r , n „ r to 

a past mistresa in ihe art of oonoootmg terpsicharean tnftes, andneyer tores..! rom her he tadjearntmdto go to Monflay 1 I , 

admits any difficulty in combining the poetry of fanoy with the carry thing, about in brown paper-in tact, he owed everyimng 
actuality of fact. In her latest production she finds that after awhile her. . . A n d now 1 knowing for the moment how elre 

a change of scene i» necessary. The public, after admiring the re- " § ” 1 visiblyT„as Sng lustrifleout of my 

freshment stalls and the distant view of the Grand Hotel, want some- to ®*P re “ -..-,,.4 at^ier. . . . Yes, she had deeply 

thing more, Certainly, why notP The daughter of an Amerunn depth. ,*I'? W 5 V ™’ ' j L.j, dark eyelashes, that voiced forth 

Qwr.Tnoah'e^fgiMrinTBreE'ptlEKOby^C'^ia^htbBm^ttJlnre ^ Jterjeoted ber pity.ng but impatient glance, telling me that 
away her lover, but—awaking from her sleep—tho vision disapwars, my ; aW ' p t ; B generally understood that 1 am the 

- mU^U's engagement to an Amen. 

Queen Cnralie to shake trfl swain’B fidelity to his betrothed, milbonaire. dialogue beoomes somewhat ellip- 

AHhongh evidently interested in the dances of the .lrais and sea- [Here I am y ,.jg oult 0 , finding enough unappropriated 
nymphs—in spite of their treating him with little 0 '.°? ia ® n^ter*’ avmbols to represent our different shades of silence. How- 

"as ultra discreet in making the acquaintance of her irabmarme j (l ble to scrape together a few more, and 

majesty. When the Uueen stood on one toe he merely aooepted her ever, with luck, 1 may waoie w 

invitation to hold her hand, and thus enable her to revolve on the come to “^^^STweF . . . Oh, on the subject eflho 
tip of her right toe-but went no further. And really and truly, aa Lrf.me ^-wh^ were ■we WW6 

a gentleman, it was impossible for him to do loss. “ y .w his ^ *”” resumed N*llv, in a look which spoke three volumes. 1 
conduct’ was so unexceptional m Grace Dollar s t nce fk ft t ^ had thrown him over, that there had been 

.fiancee, who. aooording to “the Argument, had h®d bapoo and his mother had written a horrid letter, that he 

Iiuarrel withliim,” immediately sought reoonoiliation. Bcsidesthe »n awful soeni, ubjectly apologised, that he said she had destroyed 
submarine interlude, On Brighton Pier has a senous ^derplot ^ SiSthing), that he 

■V«»a Itolarei (Signorina CAVAi.i.AW.t) who has been searelnng all “‘whole vear : in 83 

over the world for her daughter, who had been atolen from her ten went h(jr it0 , raoom f or tahle. 

yearwago, ia personally ^ tally, NkiXV can give point, to U» iML 

jj the entire day on the Pier. They are he™ BracEipu a nod! naaing. had (fl V[| 

Il«ik fcattSWittaSiSSa 1 h01 

rooT.toanote the A^g^ent. ‘‘ floraplays jestantm my direction. ^ ^ 

her mandoline tome melody, the Set 

- -- ™ . KS. » P »tssav«a 1 —.0 -so-. 

"stsassrt’ - - 

means of lie more, recognires in Dora her long-los t,ehild . Amffi ffiStion.” 
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"Hnmf Hmrorjti! ” (J 
nropol of a Public Favour- 
Ut) — Mr. Punch wishes 
with and happiness to the 
bride of Sir WILLIAM Gre- 
gori, known to ns all, dunug 
a long and honourable thea¬ 
trical oareer in the ray first 
line of Dramatic Art, as Mrs. 
Stirling the inoomparable, 
always of sterling Worth in 
any piece wherein she took a 
part. She was always at her 
beat. Latterly she has been 
chiefly associated with the 
Hunt in Romeo and Juliet. 
and no better representative of 
the character oould era have 
been seen on any stage. Her 
recent marriage has in it some¬ 
what of a Snakaperiaa asso¬ 
ciation, for were not the Nuree 
and Gregory both together in 
the same establishment, yolept 
the noble House of Capulet ? 
And what more natural that 
these two shouldoome together, 
and "the Nurse to Juliet" 
should beoome the “wife to 
Gregory ”P 

“Stopping” tbk Wat 
in the Colonies.— Where 
British Colonists are first in 
the field, be the field where 
it may, it is unwise to allow 
any non-Britishers to get as 
far as a semi-colony, but at 
once they should be made 
to come to a full-stop. As 
it is, Great Britain looks on 
in a state of co»i(m)o, only 
to wake np with a note 
of exclamation, but not of 
admiration, wben it is too 
laic to put a note of interro¬ 
gation. 
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COMPREHENSIVE. 

1 What ’a Voiapvk, Doctor Schmitz f ’* 
‘It is zr Universal Lanovage I" 

‘ And who Speaks it !" “ Nororrr : ” 


Citt IuraovsMVNis.”— 
The City isn’t iikely to loae 
any chanoo of a dig at the 
L. C. C. Laet week, at a 
meeting of City Commis¬ 
sioners of Sowers at Guildhall, 
Alderman Ghees,— not so ver¬ 
dant by any means as the 
name would seem to imply,— 
protested against the great 
delay on the part of the 
L. C. C. in regard to the im¬ 
provements in Upper Thames 
Street. So the London County 
Counoil ie sitting oonsidering 
"dum defluit annus”— re¬ 
presenting the “amtiis ten ” 
—and while Upper Thames 
Street is, pace the ever Green 
Alderman, in a state of stag¬ 
nation as far as “ improve¬ 
ments ” are oonoemed. 

A Drouth-and-Mouth - 
Disease.—A curious disease, 
originating, it is said, in the 
Bast, has lately baffled medical 
men. It is oalled “ beriberi." 
Introduce another "o” into the 
first and third syllable, and 
the name might serve for that 
thirsty kind of feverish state 
with which no Anti-closing- 
of - the-public - at - any - time - 
Society is able to eope. 

“ Phrmatukk?” -- Per the 
Lender kali Press, Mr. Tore 
is bringing out a real old 
Horn-book, that is, a fat- 
simile of the ancient Horn¬ 
book. For years have we 
longed to see the genuine 
article. It will be in Iloma- 
mentaloover,ofoourse. "Hut¬ 
ch au litre at la come ” 


“THE AUTOCRAT." 

OLIVER WEDDELL HOLMES. 

Burn 1809. Died OcTOBillff, 1894. 

“ The Last Leaf 1 ” Can it be true, 
We have turned it, and on you 
Friend of all P 

That the years at last have power P 
That life’s foliage and its fiower 
Fade and fall P 

Was there one who ever took 
From its shelf, by bhonoe, a book 


A U1AUOU uj JUU| 

But was fact your friend, for life, 
With one refuge from its strife 
Safe and true P 

Lyon gentle Elia’s self 
Might be proud to share that shelf. 
Leaf to leaf, 

With a soul of kindred sort. 

Who oould bind strong sense and sport 
In one sheaf. 

From that Boston breakfast table 
Wit and wisdom, fun and fable, 
Badiated 

Through all English-apaakinr places. 
When were Scienoe and the Gnaaa 
So well mated P 

. Of sweet singers the most sane, 

Of keen wita the moat humane, 

. Uke^febt; 

Giving sense and sentiment 
Eaohlte sphere; 


With a manly breadth of soul, 

And a fancy quaint and-droll; 

ltipe and mellow : 

With a virile power of “ hit,” 

Finished scholar, poet, wit, 

And good fellow t 

Sturdy patriot, and yet’ 

True world’s citizen! Begret 
Dims our eyes 

As we turn each well-thumbed leaf; 

Yet a glory ’midst our grief 
Will arise. 

Years your spirit oould not tame, 

And they will not dim your fame; 
England joys 

In your songs au strength and ease, 

And the "dreams” you " wrote to please 
Grey-haired boys.” 

And of soldi were you not one P 
Age chilled not your fire or fun. 

Heart alive 

Makee a boy of a grey bard, 

Though his years be—“ by the oardi— 
Eighty-five! * 

VENETIAN FLOWER SELLERS 
Young, dark-eyed beauties, graceful, gay, 
So I expected you to be, 

Adorning in a oharming way 
ThissUent City of the Sea, 

But you are very fir from that; 

You’re forty—sometimes more—and fat. 

Oh, girls of Venice! Wood*, E.A., 

Has frequently depleted you. 


Idealising, I should say— 

A thing that painters often do: 

Still, though year charms have left me cold, 
At least you are not fat and old! 

Why should you, flower-sellers, then, 

Be so advanced in age and size P 
You eannot oharm the foreign men, 

Who gaze at you in blank surprise. 

You hover round me—like a gnat, 

Each of you, but old and fat. 

Extremely troublesome you are, 

No gnats were ever half so bad, 

You out upon me from afar, 

And do your best to drive me mad. 

Oh bother you, so overbold, 

Preposterously fat and old! 

You buttonhole me as I drink 
Mv caffe nero on the square, 

Stiok flowers in my coat, and think 
I oan’t refuse them. 1 don’t care. 

I’d buy them, just to have a chat, 

If you were not so old and fat. 

Ob go away i I hate the sight 



SUGGESTED MOTTO FOR THE AERATED SURAD 
00MFANT. 

.... “His sleep 

Wss aery light, from pure digestion bred." 

Pertuues I-ost, B. V., line i. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

Tiiebk is bo doubt that one’s first impres¬ 
sions sre always the brightest and the best; 
therefore 1 resolve to reoord the first impres¬ 
sion* of a first, visit to the Italian lakes. 

llrilish llellagio ,—" H6tel Viotona, Pnnoe 
do (iallcs ft des lies Britanniques,” or some 
such name, is usuallv, as Baedeker says, 
“ frci| m n ti d by the English.” They are here 
oertuinly. and one hears one’s native lan¬ 
guage everywhere. There are the honey- 
h tooon oouplea, 

m silent and re- 

lafiH served, who glare 

■vs W i fiercely at anyone 

who might be 
supposed to im- 
agine for a mo- 
meat that they 
nTHHui^ oowly mar- 

h JKHBv ried; there are 

l\ tsfchetftMB people who oon- 

f IrfMBfiSw vorne in low mo- 

uotonuus voioes 
Is Ifiwi' about the wea- 

y/f JSM,\ \fc ' f , ther, wbioh 

y 1 : W ll \I' /! '>i clianges every 

■ P /' /I 'Sii hour; there is an 

1 V " old lady, who 

f ives one startling information, telling one, 
or instance, that Paul Vkuonksk was born 
at Verona; and there are two or three British 
menaervants, gazing with superb disdain at 
(ho poor foreigners. The hotel isvery quiet. 
The evening of a week-day is like Sunday 

evening, and Sunday evening is-!!! Jr 

only the weather were not also English, or 
even worse. On the last day of September 
the only warm place is by the fire in the 
fumuir. So let us hurry off from this wintry 
climate to somewhere, to anywhere. By the 
first boat we go. 

Still English everywhere. At Bollagio a 


that ever lived, has discovered yet another 
solitary umbrella, which he oasts i wildly into 
space. For one moment the oaptain, the pas¬ 
sengers, tho people on the quay, gaze breath¬ 
less as it whirls through the air. It falls 
just short of the landing-stage, and sinks into 
the grey waters of that chilly lake, never 


BROKEN CHINA. 

It is onrious to observe the attitude * 
Western Powers„tovrajds the life-and-deJ 
struggle going on in the far East. 
course regret the loss of life, but are main? 


silk covering will decay, its slender name 
will fall to pieces. It has gone for ever. Be¬ 
neath this grey Italian sky some Italian gamp 
must keep off these Italian showers. Then the 
captain, tho passengers, and the people smile 
ana laugh, I, who write this, am the amy 
one on whose face there is not a grin, for 
that umbrella was mine. 

A Fust Impkessiosist. 


of luggage. Mere they come, struggling 
along the gangway in the wind. There is a 
snd-faeed Englishman, lu« hands full of 
packages, his pockets stuffed with others, 
carrying under his arm a little old picture 
wrapped loosely in pink tisane paper, wbioh 
tho wind blows here and there. He is a for¬ 
getful man, for he wanders to and fro collect¬ 
ing his jmssessions. With him is another 
forgetful Englishman in very shabby clothes, 
who also earneB paokagea in paper, and who 
drags after him an immensely fat hull-dog at 
the end of a oord five yards long, which 
winds round posts and human legs and other 
obstacles. At last they are all on board—the 
forgotfnl Englishmen have darted hack for 
thu last time to fetch in an ice-axe and an 
old umbrella—and on we go over the grey 
water, paat the grey hills, under the grey 
sky, towardsComo. AtCernobbio the shabby 
Englishman lands, dragging his bull-dog at 
tho end of the oord, and carrying in his 
arms two rolls of rugs, a bog, and other 
trilles. His sad-faoed companion, still hold¬ 
ing his tiny Old Vaster in the ever-diminish¬ 
ing pink paper, wanders in and out seeking 
forgotten treasures, an ioe-axe, a bag, another 
paper parcel. Finally all are landed, the 
gangway it withdrawn, the steamer begins to 
move. Suddenly there is a shout. The shabby 


TO A PRETTY UNKNOWN. 

, (By a Constant Admirer.) 

S Yot tb pretty face I saw 
two years ago, 

Yon looked divine—if 
I’m not wrong, in 

I notioed^yon^and thus 

To-dag I travelled to a 

We stopped at Bath. 
I ^reod my Punch , 

You came into my car¬ 
riage and Your 

Rode with me for a 
dozen miles or bo. 
Tell me, should we in 
this Fate's finger 

I care not sinoe you had the heart to ehow 
Your pretty face. 

TEDDIE THE TILER. 

'Tib November makes the (Lord) Mayor 
to go. As the ninth approaches, the year’s 
tenant of the Mansion House peeks up and 
says farewell to all hie greatness. On the 
pnnoiple that attributes happiness to uoountry 
that has no annals, the outgoing Lonn Match 
is to be congratulated on his year of office. It 
is probable that ontof aldermanio circle* not 
one man of a hundred in the street could 
straight off say what is his Lordship's name. 
Ur. Punch, who knowa most things, only 
ventures to believe that the good alderman is 
known in the family oircle as Sir Edward 
Tyler, And a very good name, too. In the 




interacted in observing the effect in aotual 
work of ships and guns identical with our 
own. It is a sort of gigantic teet got up fur 
our benefit at somebody else’s expense. That 
an anoient empire seems tottering to a fall 
moves no emotion. “Yes," said the Mem¬ 
ber for Sauk, to whom these recondite re¬ 
marks were addressed; “ Pors wasn't far out 
of it when he very nearly said * Europe i» 
mistress of herself though China fall.’ ” 


“ MOVING ABOUT IN WORLDS NOT 
REALISED.” 

(By a prejudiced but puzzled Victim of Tat- 
caddies and Ginger-jars .) 

I svpposs there’s a war in the East, 

(I am deluged with pictures about it,) 

But I can’t realise it—no, not in the least, 
And, in spite of the papers, I doubt it. 

A Chinaman seems Buoh a nebulous chap, 
And I can’t fancy shedding the gore of a 
Jap. 

Those parchmenty fellows have fleets t 
Big Iron-dads, each worth a million ? 

I cannot conceive it, mv reason it beats. 

The lord of the ponou vermilion 
Fits in withal teao&ddy, not a torpedo. 

Just picture a Ram in that queer bay oi 
Yedo! 

It seems the right place for a junk, 

(With a fine flight of storks in the offing), 
But think of a battle-ship there being sunk 
By a Krupp! ’Tie suggestive of scoffing. 

I try to believe, bat ’tin merely bravudn. 

It ail seems aa funny a* Gilrket's Mikado. 

And then those preposterous names, 

Like a lot of eracked bells all a-tmkling - 
I try to imagine their militant games. 

Bat at present I Han’t get an inkling 
Of what it can mean when a fellow named 
Hobo * 

And one Ting (Lord High Admiral 1) go it 
ding-dong 1 

A Nelsob whoee 'nomen ia Whang 
T o me, I admit’s,inoonoeivable. 

And war between Wo-Hdbg and Chisg-a- 
Rino Chabg, 

Sounds funny, bat quite unbelievable.. 
And oan yon oonoeive Maxim ballets a-sing 
Round a saffron-bued hero called Pono, or 
Piso-WjboP 

A ship oalled Kow-Shing, I am sure, 

(Mn be only a warship pour riri. . 

And Count Yahagata— he must be a cure 1 
No, no, friends, I very much fear 
That in spite of the picture*, and portraits. 


and mape, 

I can't make live heroes of Johnnies and Japs 
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LETTERS FROM A DEBUTANTE. 

Mr Dear Marjorie,—You remember Cecil CASHHOREf Of 
course uo theatricals could be a success unless be took tbc entire 
management. He is a celebrated private performer, and bis name is 
frequently seen in “ Amateur Dramatic Notes,” where he is freely 
compared to Coqof.mk, Arthur Roberts, Ikviro, and Cuari.es 
Kkajt, in his earlier manner—I mean Charles Keane’s earlier 
maimer, not Cecil's. He always greets me with, “Oh, 1 ’m so 
afraid of you. I believe you’re very oross with me”; nml his 
parting words are invariably “ Good- bye; I ’m coming to see you 
so soon 1 ’’ Cissi—everyone calls him Cissy— seems to he a little 
particular, not to say fidgetty. 

Baby Beaumont heard him say to his valet, “Take awav that 
eau-de-oologne—it's oorked." He seems to think himself ill, though 
he looks blooming; and says ho has neurasthenia. He ’« always 
going through some ‘'course,” or '* treatment.” One hears him cry 
to the footman who hands him a forbidden dish, “Oood Heavens, 
my dear man, don't offer me that —I'm under Jowlks ! ” 
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AN INFORMAL INTRODUCTION. 


'Arru [shouting acroet the street to his “ Pal H ). “ Hi I Bill 1 
_ Thib ib *kr I" 

POLYCHROME ENGLISH. 

A short suburban dialogue , illustrating the deplorable downvxtrd spread 
of the New Colowrdescrxjtivensss, as exemplified in such works as the 
" Arsenic Buttonhole." 9 

Bcr.vn-Peckham. Characters—B at., a Greengrocer. Jm, an 
Oil and Colour Man. 

Jim. ’Ow are yer, Bill? Fine pink morning, yn’t it P 
Hilt. Dm, a shyde too migenta for me, mate— ow s verself r 
Jim. Oh, I’m just gamboge, and the missus, she s bright ver¬ 
milion. ’Ow’s your old Dutch ? .. ,, .. 

Hill. She's a bit off eolour. Pussonally, I’m feelrn’ lemon yaller, 
hall through a leadin’ o' this yer Pioneer kid. 

Jim. Buck up, mate; you've no call to be yaller, nor a pernunent 
Moo, heither! 'Ow’strydeP 

HiU. Nothin' doin’. Wy, I ain’t sold an indigo cabtoge at a j 
chocolate tater to-day, It’s ennff to myke a cove turn blackleg, 

Jim. Well, I’m a tyking pupil*—leastways, I ’n ayoung josser of 
a bankelurk come meerin’ around my pyntinop, wantm to know wot 
sort o’ noiis raw hnmber mykes, an’ -wot ’a the feel o rose madder. 

I fives ’im the tip—’art a crown a go! __ 

mu. Well, that it a tyke-down! 'E mnet be a bloomin' green- 
hom! ... * . T , 

Jim. Tub, a carnation green-Horn, you tyke it from me I I ve 
done ’im vwdyke brown, Jtellyer! I don’t think VU hover pynt 
the tarn red! , 

Bill. Blymy, you’re a .knoekout! Look’ere, mate, now tou Te 
got the ochre, you ’ll stand ’arf a quartern at the B j,, 

By nn OM Bachelor. 

“ Are ohildren hnmorous f ” the Spectator aska. 

Practical jokers am they, every one ol them; 


W 

the Wolf, and has given himself any 
amount of Bongs and dances, lots of ‘ ‘ furious 
interest,” and all the “ oomio remi. lie 
says it’s not an ordinary burlesque, but a 
mixture of a problem play and a comic opera. 

Captain Maseinoton is to play the Mother, 
so I aee a good deal of him. (Ibe 
Hoppers are in Scotland). We had had 
sixteen rehearsals when Lady Iaymf.u 
suddenly horrified us by saying it seemed 
so much trouble—why not give it up, ana ,* / 
if we wanted a little fun, black our faces 
and pretend to be niggers I I Of oourse, , , 

we would not listen to her. > 1 hear Captain - n in n. 

Maseikqton rehearsing his part every morning, quietly, in the 
billiard-room. He never oan remember the lines 
! “ Good bye, my deer, novr mind you ’re vc™ good, 

And shun the dangers lurking in the mood. 

TTfl thinks the mother ought to kiss lied Hiding llood before she 
8te “ t” Cissv He says it’s optional . . 

Oihsy rose with the owl to-day, and said he was not u ell. A littli 
later he came and told us oorapiaoently that, he had been looking it 
up in the Euoyolopedia, and foundheW “ ever,*>f acute 
■ lesd-noisouiug.” He added that there 


Sd“™K that there we* n.dhfng to be done., I, 

“thought there was something wrong with you yesteriay, ^said 
Baht. " Yon deolined all nourishment between.lunch and»“• 

.. n r +be wav ” said Cissy, pretending not to hear. Mash in rt.N 
really ^snotqm'te Bghtenough for the Mother, *u should per- 

Hytbc.” 

“Mv dear lady, I don’t mean musketry. He ought to consult 
Casmi Jokes, tL specialist. No r^towas 

saooharine. Wtat '.2EKJS erf 


EJSSS&’S.SS&srtjsi 

heCmSfK mSI Tooooop. The matter i. to be kept a profound 

esafcv 

i-fti stswJ jriMt.issvss 

them filed off. _ ... 


TQLe CYIU 















MRS. PROW LINA PRY.— 

Tsoobasds or ku.ow-oi*atck» now non wok 
At tii Min r jra-moKi or a aim Ossso* I— 

Ax unoomiDiuo Turn Zsai mat uin 1 
But Sinn mat sot, kos Jcmosl Tirr ass nssns 


I HOPE I DON’T INTRUDE!” 

Tsa* Pores iMionnu, or* SIW Boubli-basd, 

Jr HwrssM Psf» dsouios tsst abide bt ; 

Bor rioou> test tail ct, Pesos tssooosoot thi iabd 
Wjia wass tbs Psorui mods* asd rsim ass tsisd st I 
































MRS. PROWLINA TRY. 


\oo hope you don’t intrude? Peowuna 
Pur 

You do, ynu do ! In ignorance it may be, 

The role of ItUADUUKTHTO you would try, 

With source the fitness of a bumptious 
baby. 

With folly’s headlong haste you would 
rush in 

Whtre well-tried wisdom fteads with fear 
and trembling. 

Gregarious Sillineis would oope with Sin; 

But when geese swarm what ocmes of meh 
assembling ? 

Cackle, and cant, aid chaos! Needless 
noise, 

Middling and miichief and theer moral 
muddle I 

Reformers must not act like gutter-boys 

Who rake up mud, stir each malodorous 
puddle. 

Cife s purlieus are defiled j will it avail 


To grab and rake in reeking elntn and 
Until the foul'infeotinu loads the gale, 

Ati A wwv„«n_i-_i.ii— • alI 


And pestilence stalks baldly in the high¬ 
way? 


PaowLisA Pur, your purview is too small; 

Life is not plumbed by microsoopio peeping, 
And Nature la too large.for nuraei y-ibrail. 
The globe it not in Mrs. OacssT'a 
keeping. 


Partington policies of mops ami muzzles. 

Humanity is a most complex thing, 

Not simple ae a gag > r feeding-bottle. 

*00. leet it etray. would rob it of ita sring. 
Lest it feed ill would simply dose its 
throttle. 


The Puritanic plan in a new guiae I— 

A female Pruitt - God - Barebonet now 
would rule us. 

We Britons, who hare baffled our male Pryt, 
Are little like to let ahe-ones befool us. 


Unolean! Unclean! ’Twas the old lepers' 
cry, 

You’d silenoe them and call it—purifying! 
Drive seine possessed of devils from their 
sty, [flying! 

And bid them spread infeotion as they ’re 
Sid some steep place lead down into the sea 
Of dead oblivion and sheer extirpation, 
’Xwere well to toourge them thither. What 
if, free, [nation f 

They cirry foul oontagion through-a 


Thousands of fellow-oreatures flung from 
work 

At the mere pen-stroke of a hasty oensor !— 
An unoontidered trifle Zeal may shirk! 

But Sense may not, nor Justice! They are 
denser [band, 

Than Punch imsgines, our new Bnmble- 

If Mistress Pur’s decision they abide by; 
But tkould they fail u«, Punch throughout 
the land 

Will wake the People prudes and pngs are 
tritd by i 


Peltjooat-govcrnmcnt, Pbowiisa P^|,^ 


Of this peculiar sort will scarcely At us. 
Such cases dear collective sense must try, | 
Not a she-DuAco or a lady-Bnnxne. 

To sweeten our poor world we ell may strive, 
But life's not one long Puritanic Sunday; 
And the great World while manhood it alive. 
Shall not be whdly swayed by Mrs. Qupk »t. 


PnowuvA Pur Society's festering ills 
Will not be heeled by your pragmatic 
. platter. 

Tare-rooting that the growing eorn-ortm kills 
Wee not the plea or oountel of the Master. 


You with rash hand would widd the whip of 
oords 

He raised but onee in righteous indignation. 
Reed the great lesson that the fact afford*. 
And leave our woes to Wisdom's mild pur¬ 
gation. 


TO A VENETIAN POLICEMAN. 


[The guardia mmicipaleoi Venice is now dressed 
like the London policeman.] 

That afternoon when first you burst 
Upon my quite bewildered eyes, 

I seemed in London; you are too 
Confusing in that strange disguis \ 

The very clothes of blue! It’s true 
In black kid gloves you are arrayed, 

No truncheon at your side you bide, 

A sword is openly displayed. 

That vile blaok helmet yet you get, 

Most dismal hod-dress ever planned. 

In Venioe this! Where onoe doge, donee, 
Dame, dootor, all were gay and grand. 

In that prosaic dress! Oh, bless 
The man, why wear suoh awful things ? 

In Venioe long ago, we know. 

The costermongers looked like kings. 


Italians love what’s new, to you 
Suit buildings all. d» haul m bat. 
Restored and new—how bad and sad! 
But you 're a still worse noritd. 

A peeler pacing here—how queer! 

A copper cheeking crimes and larks, 
When gleams on lone lagoon the moon! 
A hobby's beat beside St. Marik’s! 


By a BiHtixHlAD Maw. — The I.kvzb. 
though strong, oouldnot quite lift the Liberal 
minority into power, but it brought the Con¬ 
servative majority down to it* I.ns! 
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LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A Story in Semes.) 

IMRT XVII.—A BOMB SHELL. 

Scejte XXVI.-^ Gallon/ near the Vemey Chamtor. 

Tnt*— About 10.30 p.M. 

Spurrell {to himself). I must lay it ’• rather rough luok on that 
poor devil. 1 (tot his dreaa auit, and all he goto i« my booby-trap 1 
(PiriurMON, wearing a kolland blouse over her evening toilette , 
approaches from the other end of the passage ; he does not recognise 
her untUt/ie moment of collision.) Emma ! j It’» never you! How 
do vou oome to be here f 

Phillipum (to hereelf ), Then it tear my Jem after all 1 (Aloud, 
distantly.) I’m here in attendanoe on Lady Maisik Moll, being 
her maid. If I waa at. all curious—which I’m not—I might ask you 
what you 're doing in snob a house at this; and in evening dress, if 
ymi plane! 

Spun-. I'm in evening dress, Emma, tuoh as it is (not that I’ve 
any right to find fault with it); but I’m in evening dress (with 
dignity' beeauso I ’vo been included 
in the dinner party here. 

1‘hill, You must have beat get¬ 
ting on since 1 knew you. Then 
you were studying to be a horse- 
dootor, 

Spurr, I hare got on. I am now 
a qualified M.R.C.V.S. 

/‘hill. And does that qualify you 
to dine with biehons and countesses 
and baronets and the gentry, like 
ono of themselves P 
Spurr, 1 don't say it does, in 
itself. It was my Andromeda that 
did the trick, Emma. 

PhiU. Andromeda t Thovwere 
talking of that downstairs. What’s 
made you take to scribbling, James? 

S'purr. Scribbling? how do you 
mean? My band writing's easy 
enough to read, as you ought to 
know very well. 

1‘hill, You oan’t aspect mo to 
remember what your writing's like; 
it's so long since I’ve seen it I 
Spurr. Come, I like that! When 
I wrote twice to say I waa sorry 
we’d fallen out; and never got a 
word hack ! 

1‘hill. If yon'd written to the 

addresses 1 gave you abroad- 

Spurr. Then you did write; but 
nono of the letters rcaohed me. 1 
never even knew you'd pone 
abroad. 1 wrote to the old place. 

And ao did you, I suppose, not 
knowing 1 'd moved my lodgings 

too, so naturally- But what 

does it all matter so long as wo've 
mot and it’s all right between us P 
Oh, my dear girl, if you only know 
how 1 ’d worried myself, thinking 

you were-Well, sll that’s 

over now, isn’t it ? _ __ 

Phitl. (repulsing him). Not quite so fust, James. Before I say 
whether we ’ro to be as we wore or not. I want to know a little 
more about you, You wouldn't be here like this if you hadn’t done 
eomething to distinguish yourself. 

Spurr, Well, I don’t say I mayn’t have got a oertain amount of 
what they oall kudos," owing to Andromeda. But what difference 
does that make P 

, 1‘hill. Tell me, James, is it you that’s been writing a pink hook 
all over silver outlets ? q 

Spurr. MeP Write a book—about outlets—or anything else! 
Emma, yon don’t suppose I’ve quite oome to that! Andromeda' a 
the name of mybuU-dog. I took first prise with her; there wero 
portraits of both of us in one of the papers. And the peoplo here 
were very muoh taken with the dog, and—and so they asked me 
to dine with them. That’s how it was. 

Phitl. I should have thought, if they asked one of you to dine, it 
ought to have been the bull-dog. 

Spurr. Now what’s the good of saying extravagant things of that 
sort? Not that bid Drummy couldn’t be trusted to behave any¬ 
where! 

PhiU. Better than her master, I daresay. / heard of your goinga 
on with some Lady Rhoda or other! 



Spurr. Oh, the girl I sat next to at dinner P Nioe chatty sort „* 
girl; seems fond of quadrupeds- ' ‘ 

Phill. Especially two-legged ones! Ton see I’ve been told all 
about it I ’ 

Spurr. I assure you I didn’t (to a step beyond the most ordinan 
civility. You ’re not going to be jealous beoauso I promised I’d give 
her a linim ent for one of her dogs, are yon P 
PhiU. Liniment I Ton always toere a flirt, Jane! But I’m not 
jealous. I’ve met a very nioe-spoken young man while I’ve been 
here: he sat next to me at supper, and paid me the most beautiful 
compliments, and was most polite and attentive—though he hasn't 
got as far as liniment, at present 
Spurr. But, Emma, you're not going to take up with some other 
fellow just when we ’ ve oome together again P 
Phitl. If yon call it “ coming together,” when I’m down in the 
Housekeepers Room, and yon're up above, carrying on with ladies 
of title 1 

Spurr. Do you want to drive me frantiO P As if I oould help 
being where I am! How oould I know you were here P 
Phill. At all events you know now, Jambs. Andit’s tor you to 
ohooee between your smart lady- 
friends and me. If you 're fit com¬ 
pany for them, you 're too grand 
for one of their maids. 

Spurr. My dear girl, don’t be 
unreasonable! I’m expected back 
in tile Drawing Room, and I rm’t 
■ throw ’em over now all of a sudden 

; without giving offenoe. There’s 
the interests of the firm to con¬ 
sider, and it's not for me to take a 
lower plaoe than I'm given, ltut 
it’s only for a night or two, and 
you don't really snppose I wouldn't 
rather be where you are if I was 
free to ohoose—but I’m not, Emma, 
that's the worst of it! 

Phill W ell, go back to the Draw¬ 
ing Room, then; don’t keep Lady 
Rbosa waiting for her liniment 
on my aeoount. I ought to be in 
my ladies’ rooms by this time. 
Only don’t be surprised if, whenever 
you are free to ohoose, you find 
you’ve oome book just too late— 
that." 


"You might begin with this -such a *ar little piece!” 
[lie attempts to embrace her. 


Confound it, there's 
It's no use staying up here 
limeetf, at he goet downstairs.) It’s downright 


won’t let you go 
before you've told me where 1 ean 
meet you again here. 

Phill. There’s no place that I 
know of—except the Housekeeper’s 
Room "and of course yon oonldn’t 
desoend so low as that.... James, 
there's somebody ooming! Let go 
my hand—do you want to lose me 
mv charaoterl 

[Stepe and voices are heard at 
the other end of the passage; 
she frees herself, and escapes. 
Spurr. (attempting to fbllow). 
But, Emma, stop one —- She’s 
gone! 

the butler and a page-boy coming 1 

any longer. (To himself, as he goes _, __ 

Mure— that’s what it is! To be tied by the leg in the Drawing- 
Room, (king the civil to a lot of girls I don't care a blow about; 
and to know that all the time some blarneying beggar downstairs 
is doing his best to rob me of my Emma! Flesh and blood oan't 
stand it; and yet I’m bleat if 1 see any way ont of it without 
offending ’em all round. [He enters the Chinese Drawing-Room. 

Scekk XXVII,—TAe Chinese Drawing Hoorn. 

Miss Spelwane. At last, Mr. Spurbell ! We began to think yon 
meant to keep away altogether. Has anybody told you why you’ve 
been waited for so impatiently P 

Spurr. (looking round the circle of chain appreheneirely). No, Is 
it family prayers, or what P Br-are they over P 
Mist Spelw. No, no; nothing of that . Can’t you guess t 
Mr. Srpnaxii, I’m going to be very bold, and ask a great, great 
favour of yOu. I don't know why they choee me to reprweht them; 
I told Lady Lplumotom I whs afraid my entreaties would Hive no 

weight; but if you anlvwould- 

Spurr, (to himeetf). They 'to at it again! He# many mart of ’em 

want a pup! (Aloud.) Sorry to bo disobliging. but- 

mite Spoke. (Joining hor hands in supplication). Not if I implore 
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^r^Mr. Spossku, I’Te quite set nw he«t on hauing you AI r R0II yn HT nrii- 

S aloud to us. Are you really cruel enough to refuse P ( ) uil adb-kounD STOCK- 


Lad aloud to us. Are you really creel enough to refuse F 
Smtrr. Bead aloud! Is tfsat what you want me to do t But 
I'm no particular hand at it. I don t know that I’ve ever read 
aloiid-eaoept a bit out of the paper now and then—sinoe I was a 

Canitre. What 's that I hear P Mr. SruRRELL professing 
incapacity to read aloud P Sheer affeatatioa 1 Come, Mr. Braumi, 
I am much mistaken if yon. are wanting in the power to thrill all 
hearts here. Think of ns as instruments ready to respond to your 
touch. Play upon us as you will; but don t be so ungracious as to 
raise soy further obstaoles. 

Spun, (resignedly). Oh, very wall, if I’m required to read, I’m 
agreeable. [Murmurs of satisfaction, 

lulu Cant. Hush, please, everybody I Mr. Spurrell it going to 

read. My dear I)r. Romtrt, if yon mou&in’tmind just - Lord Ltn- 

mniiton, can you hoar where yon are P 'Where are you going to sit, 
Mr. tiiTRHEi.il P in the oentre will be best. Will somebody move 
that lamp a little, so as to give him more light P 
Spun. [Id himself, at ht sits down). I wonder what we’re supposed 
to be pluying at! [Aloud.) Well, what am I to read, eh P 
Min Speho. (placing an opsn copy of "Andromeda” in hit 
hamlt with a charming air erf deferential dictation). Ton might 
begin with //»»—suoh a dear little piece ! I’m dying to hear you 
read it! 

Spurr. [at he laket the hook). I ’ll do the best I can 1 [He looks 
lit the page, in dismay.) Why, look here, it’s Poetry.’ I didn’t 
bargain for that. Poetry ’s altogether out of my line! (Miss Sprl- 
wakf opens her eyes to their fullest extent, and retires a few paces 
from him : he turns over the leaves backwards until he arrives at the 
title-page.) I say, this is rather ourious! Who the diokins is 
Ci.AiilOK iii .ui: r (The company look at one another with raised 
rythrmes and dropped underlips.) Beoause I never heard of him; 
hut he seems to have been writing poetry about my bull-dog. 

Miss Sprite, [faintly). Writing poetry—about your bull-dog! 
Spun. Ves, the one you’ve all been praising up so. If it im’t 
meant for her, it's what you might oall a most surprising coincidence, 
for here 's the old dog's name as plain as it can he—Andromeda.' 

_ [Tableau. 

“LIVING PICTURES." 

„ t"! l |0WI >ey ones, meaning thereby the photographers W. & D. 

of that ilk,” have produoed some excellent photographio portraits 
in their fifth series recently published. Tun Czarbvich and The 
Bight Hon. Henry Ctwranr, M.P., two sporting names well brought 
together, end both capital lifce- 
/S# nesses, though the Baron fancies 
I that The Czarbvich has the best 

l of it, for seoret and silent as 

\ m Mr. (tarai is as a politician, 

\ * yet did he never manage to keep 

\ so dark as he fs represented m 
Ji this picture. Here, too, is Mr. 

I Charles Savtlet — “ Charles 


ning grace.” Mr. Btpnrt 
N. ^ Grundy, endimanchd , is too 
L ,' \ beautiful for words. But the 
WfBm iv picture of Mrs. Bancroft. wear- 

W t.xBM * ing (In addition to a trimmed fur cloak) a 

rnSM Kdfk wonderful kind of “Fellah! don’t-know- 
yar-fellah! ” expression, at onoe surprised, 
i pained, and hurt, does not at all represent 
->®. the “little Mrs. B.” whom the public^ knows 

\> /mmSEM and loves. “ How doth the little busy Mrs. B. 

delight to bark and bite” might have been 
ufider this portrait, »tid Downst must be 
“ 1 ‘ m coming to take moreDowney another time, and givensa more 

you !” characteristic presentment of this lively 

comedienne . The Eight Hon. .Ararat J. 
Balfour u the best of elL Capitol. Just the man: “frosty but 
kindly.” Then there is a first rate portrait of Mias Fajiht Brocoh. 
and after her comes the King of Saxony!! 0 Albert of Saxony! 
jfter Miss Fanny Brough! 1 What ’ll Queenie Caroline say f 
1 eihapi Messrs. Downey, by kind permission of Camiu & Co., will 


Bmut with Bacilli.— Dr. Hour has been sneoeeefnl against the 
Diphtheria Bacillus, He can afford to Mt on at any number of 
Bacilh and exclaim, “Bah! silly!" Unhns he nronounowJUtin 
*“« Italians, and then be would emr “Bah! (*Wy!” „Wb«h iTk 
would signify that they were lifelees and harmless. ** Bravo Roux 1 ” v7 


QHK ALL-ROUND STOCK-EXCHANGERS’ COMPANY. 
"JJNPARALLELED PROFITS TO EVERYBODY! 
THEjAIX-ROCNH COMPANY PERFORMS IMP0S8IB1U- 
fJIHE ALL-ROUNI) COMPANY ARE SQUARE DEALERS !!! 
rjIRY OUR NEW G STOCK. 

IJ1HE G IS A REGULAR GALLOPER, 
fJlHE G CAN CANTER; 

JgUT THE ALL-ROUNJ) COMPANY CAN’T CANT. 

fJiHE ALL-ROUND COMPANY ARE SHEKEL-SCOOTERS. 

fJIHE ALL-ROUND COMPANY must be Third at ones. 

T HE SENTENCE will be Hard Cash for Life without any 
Labour. 

rjlHE G STOCK FOR BREAKFAST. 

rjlHE G STOCK FOR BILIOUS HEADACHES. 

fJIHE G STOCK FOR BEANFEASTS. 

fJIHE NEW 0 STOCK FOR THE NEW G WO-MAN. 

B Y OUR COVER SYSTEM we have never yet drawn blank. 

Surprise profits are made by all Investors who trust us with 
their balanoes, so that a swinging amount always stands to their 
credit. We have never yet received a cheek. Our Customers come 
to Order, but they never go to Law. In June, 1893, we received 
information about Grand Post Defs. and Tympanum Prefs., and a 
Bull-dozing Operation was decided on. As a eonseouenee we wen- 
able to present all Subscribers with a ISO dumb-bell apieco, which 
has made them strong enough to more a Market. 

T he all-round companvs pebblk-bkeohed pop¬ 
lar HOAX DEAL. Everyone should therefore 

P LANK DOWN HIS MONEY 
and 

rjIHROW HIS SCRUPLES OVER-BOARD. 

J^Y our N«w Purchase System all 

QOMMI8SION8 ARK ABOLISHED. 

rjpHE ALL-ROUND COMPANY deads in LARGE BLOCKS. 

rjlHE ALL HOUND COMPANY BLOCK-HEADS THE LIST. 

rjuiE ALL-ROUND COMPANY TELLS YOU 

H X OW TO WATCH A STOCK 
and 

TTOW TO STRIKE A TIME-BARGAIN. 

JF YOU DON’T LIKE G STOCK BUY B STOCK. 
rriHE BUSY B BUZZES! 

JJUSH A-BUY B STOCK!! 

L AST YEAR we recommended all bonneted widows to buy B's. 

The result is that they now wear poke-bonnets, and own pigs. 
They are also in clover. 

TT STOCK FOR EVER!!! 

H THE H CANNOT DROP. 

STOCK FOR AMPSTEAD! 

• H STOCK FOR IGHOATE1 
II STOCK FOR OLLQWAY! 

H STOCK FOR HI8LINGTON! 

H STOCK FOR,THE OUSE! 

Customers who deal with THE AIX-ROLND COMPAN Y 

HAVE h ever failed twice. 

WE CAN SHOW YOU HOW YOU’RE DONE 

OH APPUCATIOH TO 

r\UR ALL-ROUND STOCK -EXCHANGERS’ COMPANY, 
IF ENGLAND. 
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AWKWARDLY EXPRESSED. 

{A Coty Corner in a Cknmtry ffoute.) 

Moslem. "This is noon or you, Major Orry I Whin I wrotr I kxver^kxprctxd for a uotntn that you worn.® comk!" 


“ WINDING 'EM UP." 

[“If he believed that the nmj'irtty of the Liberal-Unionist psrty, or 
loaned any reniidorable section of thorn, held the opinion which was 
expressed hy this writer in the Times, ho, for one, would at once resign tbo 
responsible position which he held, and would claim to take up a more inde¬ 
pendent position, because he was certain that their efTorta would be fruitless, 
and that they would not succeed in defeating the policy of Borne Rule it 
they were to accent the negative position which had been suggested to 
them.”- Mr, Chamberlain at Durham.) 

Showman Jot enliloquiseth .— 

Wax ivoRxaindeed! Haiti I’ve took over the management of 
’em, and 1 suppose, aa Misther Thleary said, I must “make the 
betht of ’em, not tho wurtht.” But I'm a bit tired of the job 
—sometimes. 


unirn rnuri etfllwyitMCi/l — 

Wax woris indeed! Haiti I’re took over the management of 
’em, and I suppose, as Misther Thiearv said, I must “make the 
betht of ’em, not the wurtht.” But I'm a bit tired of the job 
—sometimes. 

Wish I could fi el Mrs. Jar ley's ptide in the whole bag o’ trioke! 
Ave to purlend to, of course, Can't ory creaky waxworks any more 
than you can stinking fish. But a more rusty, sluggish, wheeiy, 
wobbly, jerky, uncertain, stiok-faat, stodgy, unwillin' lot o’ wax 
Aggers I never did — Well, there, it trios a conscience of injy-rubber 
to crook ’em up and patter of ’em into poppylarity, blowed if 
it don t! 

Kim up, Hook I Hashed if ’c don’t look as if ’e fancied hisself the 
Bleepin' Beauty, and wanted to forty-wink it for another oentry. 
Book at the flabby flop of ’im 1 Jest as though ’e wouldn’t move if Is 
nose wos a meltin’. Large as life, and twioe aa nateralf Wy, a 
kid s Guy box on the fifth o November ’ud give 'im hodds, and lick 
’is end orf—heasyl Bin a-ileiog ’is works this ever ao long, and 
still ’e moves as if 'is wittlea sros sand-paper, and 'is drink wltrol. 
Kim up! 

As to the Matkis, well, 'e’a a bit older, but dashed if 'e don't 
move livelier—when ’e is on the shift. At the present moment 
'owever, utter eonfloption is a oycle-sprinter to ’im. Iti if a pair o’ 
niddity-nodditiea in negative” positions was likelAto fetch 'em in 
front in these days I Tab! 

S Should like to keep the Old Show a-rmmin’, too,—leastsrays until 
I oan start a bran-new one of my very own. Won’t run to it yet, 
I m.afraid. Oh, to boss a big booth-full all to myaelf! I’d show 
’em I This Combination 8how—old stock-in-trade of one oompany. 
and oast-offs from another—ain’t the best o’ bisness arter all. But I 
muM keep’em toasther as a aping oonoorn till I oan run a atar com¬ 
pany of my ownohoosing. ’Kre/and n» that ile-can again I Talk 
about mat and nokets I 


noae-o’-wax and don’t nod yeraelf into nothingness! ’Owtnuchmurc 
tie do yer ruety old innards want to atop their clogging and creaking P 
Proprietors beginning to pull long faoes at my pace f ’Int that 
I’ll shake the machinery to smithereens by too much bactionP 
Well, I am blowed I Wy, they’d alow down a siok snail, and 
’andioap a old tortus, they would I Tell yer wot it is, if they don’t, 
give me a free ’and at the orank I shall turn the whole thing up, m 
there! Some nameless, nidnoddy, negative old orocks ’avc bin 
a-earwigging ’em, that’s wot‘a tho matter. But I give ’em the 
straight tip, if .they laid a ear to them slow-going stiok-fn-tho-mufls, 
I shall jest reojgn nw responsible partition, and take np a hinde- 
pendent one—jine the Opposition Slow, or p’r’aps start one o’ my 
own. and then where will they be, I fonder r 


Cling-cling / Curting rising? Well, ’ere goes once more then! 
{Winding hard and addressing audience). “Ladies andgen'l’men! 
The Himperial and Royal Grand Unionist Combination Waxworks 
Show is about to start tor the season I Largest and most life-like set 
o' wax figgers ever exhibited to a hadmiring public!! As I wind you 
will peroeive hunmistakaable signs of hammation in ’is Grace the 
Nobble Hook: arter xrioh, with your kyind permission, I shall take a 
turn at the lunstroua Morkis! 11” ! 


WHERE ARE YOU GOING, REVOLTING MAIDP 

(Xac Sang to an Old Tune, far the New B enson.) 

[The Quarterly Review says that man will not marry the Now Woman, 
whioh must be the final blow to her ambition.] • 

“ Where are you going. Revolting Maid P ” 

“ As far aa I may, fair Hr,” she said. 

“ Shall I go srith yon. Revolting Maid P ” 

“ You may follow—behind me, Sir ! ” she said. 

“ What it your objeet. Revolting Maid P ” 

“ Emancipation , Sir! ’’ she said. 

“ Will yon marry, Revolting Maid P ” 

“ Perhaps—on my own terms, Sir 1 ” she said. 

“ And what may those terms be. Revolting Maid P ” 

“ Absolute liberty. Sir! ” ahe said. 

“ Then I shan’t wed you, Revolting Mud 1 ” 

“ Did anyone ask you, Sir ?” ahe sud. 

Ttrti for Nsw Lofdof Jafaxbsr JotnusAt. (Wrair).—“ The 
I Happy Dispatch, edited by Hari Kaii.” 
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THI SONG OF TK l&MUS. 

• When the much-enduring IJoeker*, 

SSlhwfon idid^MOTW*^ 



And the ruler of these mettsre, 

® 1 „ i, called the Bry-Tish-Pn- 

Blyck 

Tnok the side of dock-gate oaeuale, 
of the somewhat lordly stevedore. 
And informed the proud Dy-Reok- 
Tas 

Tfiat. they soon must yield to reason; 
(lane its sympathy in gallons, • 
Gate its ooin to make * stake-fund; 
So the proud I>y-Reok-Tas yielded. 

But whonmanymoonshad vanished, 
Came the rather wild Kmb-Hau-Di, 
Came Tom-Mann the earnest minded, 
Talked of “ Independent Labour,” 
Soundly rated ISurnsiwatha 
A nd all useful Labour-Members. 

Then the' strong man, Bchnsi- 
watha, 

Hurled their language baok with 
interest, 

With the breathing of hie nostrils, 
With the tempest of his anger, 

Hurled it. baok on his assailants. 

Said Tom-Mann was feather-headed, 
Said the rather wild Kbir-Hak-Di 
W as no better than a “bounder.” 

And the Independent Lab’rere, 

Sot to be outdone in scolding, 
Scandalised poor Huhnbiwatha, 

Said f hoy 1 bought him quit eoonoeited, 
Called him 11 Boss,” likewise “Bull¬ 
dozing.” 

And the Hry-Tish-Pu-Blyok won¬ 
dered 

At the manners of these leaders, 

At the Unionists’ disunion. 

" Go, my sons,” it said, “ instanter, 
Go bank to your homes and people; 
Slay all ravening labour-sweaters, 

A the Kutn-Panies, the giants, 

All tho serpents, the Emp-LoiasA 
lint, for goodnesa' sake have done with 
relty piques and jealous slangings ; 
T' »™t time you ask for ooppers 
for the holy cause of Labour, 

' mi will find these ooppers wanting! ” 






STUDIES IN ANIMAL LIFE. 

Tan Ciuck-a-reary Coobin. 


Of (irons, street and bridge you stand, 
And rulo the storm with calm,' un¬ 
armed hand. 

Rarely our soldiers of tho law 
Do Themis’ awful truncheon draw, 
Their Orpliio whistle subdue can r 
All save the orew of Hooligan. 
Though western Jonathan prefer 
A fnroe not vainly clanger, 

5Tet Bayard, taught, in English ways, 
That suaver regiment must praise 
That trusts to moral weight and nerve 
And keeps the bludgeon in reserve. 
Stalwart and patient 'midst the strife 
Of all our seething city life. 

When pageants twice or thrioo a year 
Throw tho whole Hmpiro out of gear, 
Then, stolid symbol of good sense, 

A wonder-worker, sons pretence, 
Fulflll’st authority’s decrees, 

With thy familiar “ Stand baok, 
please 1 ” 

And rather by that sober ohsrm 
Than by the might of brawny arm, 
The many-headed own thy sway ; 
They laugh, thoy jostle, and obey. 
Worthy thy deeds of loftier rhyme, 
Than topic-song or pantomime. 

Slot quite sublime, bnton tho border, 
Type of our British law and order, 

I Thy figure shall he graved upon 
; The frieze of some now Parthenon, 
Wherein by glyphio art portray’d 
Iteigns the ideal parlour-maid. 

Thy dauntless soul's domestic lure 
Trim, natty, roguish, and demure, 
Waiting tho age’s unborn I ayahii 
To illustrate the praise of Bayard. 

QcEKV IN THE COUNTRY. Now 
agricultural version of an ancient 
nookney slang phrase—“Has your 
farmer sold his mangel ? ” 

Advice to ant Dramatic AuTnon 
WHO HAS WRITTEN A LkNOTHT PriSC®. 
—“ Cut, and run.” 


THE TALI OF A VOTE. 

Beuab, ’twas meself was as plaised as oould be 

WVia,TV *L a! _A_ _ J U. A/v v. 


Jkc words was soaroe seen slippin’ off of me tongue 
When who but the Colonel oomes walkin’ along I 
Begorrah. 'tit oallin’ he ’a afther, the bhoy, 
to m a gmtleman now wid a vingeanee,” ses Oi. 

The Colonel oome in wid an affable air, 

An he sat down quite natteral-loike in n ohair. 

So, Rory,” ses he, “ ’tin a vote ye’ve got now r 
that’a thrue though ye ees it,” ses Oi, wid* how. 


Thin he hum’d an’ ho haw'd, an’ he started agin, 

But he’d met wid his equal in Rory 0 Irtnn. 

Thin the smoile died away, an’ a frown oome instead, 

But for all that he tould mo, Oi jist shook mo head, 

An’ he gnawed his moustache, an’ he cursed an he swore, 
But the more that ho argued, Oi shook it tho more. 

Thin he oalled me a dolt an’ an ignorant fool. 

An’ he said that Oi ought to go back.to the school, 

An' he flew in a rage an' wint black in the face, 

An’ he flung in a hullaballoo from the place. 


Bedad, Oi was startled. Him heggin’ me vote, , 
An’ he'd tlffee of his own too !-Tho gnuliness o t. 
Yo oould Boaroely belave it. onless u wa« throe, 

An’ him liftin' oop for a gintleinan too; 

Was it betther he thought he could use it than Oi ? 


are ye goin T to us© it r aes ne* it 

Ye oould scarcely do betther thin gif# it to me. 

“Whst! “cHto vSS^r t ” Oi cries. 

“Dye think that OI ’vs waited 6atU Oi am gray. 

An’ now Oi’m jist goon' to givAit away ?” 

The Colonel he ohuoUed, en “Roar," ees he. 

But Jfo, Barr,” Oi answers, “ ye don’t diddle me. 


Tbs Ztrrmsa Zms.-*’ Wha 1 
Devonian tamer. Why,. 1 ' 
were the Zider Zee. Ain’t it 
Country?” 
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I MAYENNAISE VERSUS 

mayonnaise. 

(ridi hut ICnether of “ Punch.*) 

Df.au Punch, your praise 
Of Mayonnaise 

I, certainly moat telling:: , 
But. don't it seem 
That inch a theme 
Deserves the proper spelling P 

: I sometimes look 
At a cookery book 
By A. Dumas, the younger j 
And find he says 
That Maymnaise 
(A certain oure for hunger) 
Should be spelt so; 

Not with an o, 

But like Mayenne, that oity, 
Whose siege’s fame 
Supplied the name 
Mis-spelt now; more’• the pity 
Maybe 1) ’s right. 

Although it might 
Be just a yarn he’s telling. 

So hope your bard 
Won't be tio hard 
And simply " D ” my spelling. 


’TuTfiF.il Wat About.— Mr. 
La Galliennk says, epigram- 
matjoally, that “ Beauty is the 
smile on the face of Power.” 
Humph! Gallant Afr. Punch 
prefers to put it the other way, 
and say “ Power is the smile on 
the faoe of Beauty! ” Surely 
that is equally true. But it’s 
a pwr rule (or paradox) that 
won’t work both ways. 

Motto most Practical for 

AU, WHO ARB COMPELLED TO 
JlHVFF CONSTANTLY IK OUR 

Mf.teopoi.itan Public Convey¬ 
ances.—-" in Omnibtu Caritae,” 


^ ^ 1 ’ij' j ^ j^e^ejpto’ 

in ni-n * ^ thwarted by an hereditary and 

OUR DECADENTS. irresponsible Chamber? ” 

iixrr » „ That’s the stylo! Twopeuee 

Al W' u ^hat s the matter, Archie? You’re hot looking ooloured. Henceforth Mr. T. K. 
W *} L f . Elt.is, from being: Nobody in 

Archie. “ You WOCLDN T look WELL, if you ’d bken suffering particular, will now 5k; known an 
from Insomnia every Afternoon for a Week!” “ Somebody Kllih.” 


ra ij 

W ilj | IJ 


OUR DECADENTS. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

i fAag ” quoth the Baron emphatically, as he deposed My 
i-adyiiutha m favour of the next novelty, what ever it might do, “ that 
, a , ™®ance after my own heart. Mr. Stanley Weymak, author 
or A (jentleman of France and Under the Red Rohe, has not as yet, 

excellent as were both those 

i work", written anything so 
powerful, so artistic, so ex¬ 
citing, and so aH-engrosting 
no farther partioipleeor adjec¬ 
tives wanted at present) as 
My Lady Botha, This ro- 
A WMW manoer hat the rare talent of 
intereating his reader at much 
aj S'ga a' ~ in the action of hit crowds as 
|g|Sf|yff he does in the fortunes of his 
individuals. He it the Sir 
John Gilbert of the pen; and 
> fl. • y: r sw^ the Baron oautiously expresses 
his opinion that My Lady 
He saw the greatest quail Botha is not so very far off 
be*’” Sim." Ivanhoe, To oompare with 

, .the works of other modern 


rntwa—.. . _ uiw ni/sjia im inuoi iuuuwh 

'afely said that, from Chapter XXVI. to 
invm*®^? 1 ^ ladutiye, the ntoations an as exciting as any ever 
„ b T. SK*» HaMAnn. Lot™ B, Stephenson, or mra 
which" the Banm freely admits, "is saying a good deal, 


. The Barin «tiei^tm’’NST 
»me time he woui/draw the nth 
23*“* proverb “feetma lenig.” 

ztfEbiSsxili 


,” with pleasure, but at the 
of the prolific author to the 
i is not at variaaee with his 
enf" end these an “the last 
of the 

Bun » Book- Worn, i 


POSSIBLE DEVELOPMENTS. 

[Ou hearing that an Archteacon had withdrawn from I he School-Board 
Controversy because he found himself opposed to hie Bishop.] 

The Archdeacon is “ sorry he spoke.” Not that he has changed 
his opinion—oh dear noi far from that. But the Bishop thinks 
otherwise, so the Archdeacon retiros as gracefully as may be from 
the oontroversy. He is, he explains, as it were, tho Bishop's 
“ ooulus ”—the man to whom the Bishop oan proudly poiut, and say 
“All my eye!’’ This theory of subordination of thought to one's 
superior highly Suggestive. For instance, who will be surprised to 
read the following highly autbentio document, now mode public for 
the first time. 

To the Editor of the Once a-llonth Review. 

Dear Sxh,—W ith reference to my article “ Is Horse-racing 
Justifiable F” I desire to make known that while 1 still strongly 
adhere to my views therein expressed as to the wickedness of tho 
turf, I shall, for the reason I am about to mention, take no further 
active part in the oontroversy. I find that the Prime Mibisteb is 
the owner of some racehorses (a fact previously unknown to me), and 
as I am his “ dertem,” if it is not presumptive to say so, it would 
dearly be unbetJkung on my part to take up any antagonistic 
position. However muoh I may regret having to take this course, I 
am sure you will agree with me that it is the only one whieh is open 
tome. Yours faithfully, TJY-ll-am V-bn-n H-ec-crt. 

Bear Mb. Ponob,—L ast Sunday evening I fully intended going 
to ohuroh. I put on my moat attractive bonnet, and an absolutely 
bewitching Jacket, when I disoovered that Jim (he’s my husband, 
you know) did not intend to go out. As I had read a tittle while 
Baton ths new arahidiao on a l theory of obedience, that of oourse 


Youra very perplexed, 


Ethel Dinners. 
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PIBST IMPBESSIONS. 
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71y Mortal tkario ll'hukcnley. 

needles), but inverideed ho wan not sufficiently 
merciful to thelast gentleman in Europe. We 
must not judge a prinoe too harshly. How 
many temptations he had with all the wits 
and Hut! (Tp&tea ami malaperts gyring and 
gi mbhng round him! Ogomnc was a sportsman. 
He would spend the morning with his valet 
(who was a hero to himl, assuming gorgeous 
apparel, and tricking himself, with brush 
and pigment, into more charm. Ho was 
I implectrd with a passion for the pleoanres of 
I the wardrobe, ancf had a Koval memory for 
I old coats. Then he would saunter into 
WiriTXs for ale and tittle-tattle, and driyo 
a friend into the country, stopping on the 
way for atrrn-y visits at the taverns- I 
mean, swearing if the ale was not good. He 
had mu troubles. Queen C.ibmjkk was a 
mimsy, out-moded woman, a sly serio, who 
gadded hither and thither shrieking for the 
U “fkk >m, i5£ P?0Jr ensoroelled(i S0Boli 


• s-v v TV K UM Bum UUU BUT- 

Inee; she was mere, insouciant, with a rare 
duleeao. 

OKonog oolleotrd looks of hair and what 
not, and what not. Ho gave in his bright 
“amboyanee a passing renatoenoe to Sooiet 


1 went to the “ halls ” ornsading. 

And I found what I meant to find. 

I had said they were all degrading, 

And I never alter my mind. 

In virtue strong I gazed at the throng 
Of smoking chatters and grinuen; 

With a righteous frown my soul looked down 
On the publicans and the sinners. 

Loftily, prondly, lonely 
I bore what I had to bear, 

For I knew that I was the only 
Bespeotable Person there! 

That the others were not respeotable 
Was easy and plain to see, 

For they frankly found delectable 
What didn't appeal to me. 

Tet none of the revellers stonily, j 

Or soornfnlly seem’d to stare, 

They took no note of the only 
Respectable Person there. 

vigilant virtue perchance may hurt yon 
By putting oonstruetions worse on 
The pose or piotnre that draws no strictures 
From the non-respectable person. 

Rut my earliest vigilanoe waked 
To look askance at the node, 

As another name for naked, i 

And therefore distinctly rude. 

From on icy peak of stupendous oheek ‘ 
Chi an alien world I glare, 

And never feel lonely, although 1 'm the only . 
Respectable Person there I " 


reminds me that lorn * 

not in Italy. Ah, of * 

course not. Will get there as soon as 1 1 
Meanwhile mope in hotel, for it is now ri 
ing steadily. Hot a magnificent monn 
downpour, with thunder and lightning, k 
wind, onshing of elements, alar 
ourrions, and that sort of thing; ( 


a quiet, stead 

even in Ambteside. But in Ambleside tl 
would be a fire. Here I ait in a draugl 
chilly oorridor, with some melancholy ( 
mans, all of us wearing overcoats indo 
They remind me that 1 am not in It 
Anyone oould see that. 

At Pallanza.— Here on Logo Msgg 
there must really be the Kobsoti 
effects. My room looks over the lake. 
ritia e beUittima,’’ says the waiter in 
evenjng. fto«ray I How to forget the gl< 
of Switzerland and Kngland. Wake eai 
Misty morning. Good sign of fine wost 
probably. Into bed again. Wake again. 0 
half-past seven. Still misty. Into bed ags 
Wake onoe more. Still misty. Fridis 
l quite early. Hollo I still half-past sevi 
Watch stopped. Ring. “ Si, Signure," st 
the chambermaid, in the mixed dialeot whi 
she has invented for foreigners, “it eit <h 
heuret.” Ten 1 By Jove! With that foi 


he thought he had led the ohanre 
loo! Trlitfully he would describe 


corroboration. An unfortunate slip, for it is 


Wokpbbfbl Fiat of Sramrais.—The 
strong man supporting four men on a chair 
if 2.°“ un P,in oomparison with an entire train 
• V““i! „ v *Z vu ! r 7! tn! This was reported 
in the Pall Mall OazttU last Saturday aa 
having oopurrad to a “ Texas Pacific train.” 
The armed robbers went off with DO.OOOdollars. 
Nice Pamfio ’’ train to travel by I 


Haitooics. — Mr. Punch oongratulatei 
Mr. and Ifca. Bwjboek Tin, and their 
Olive Branch little Min Tin, on the vein- 
able Mwtremr* of their Balmoral performance 
prommted themhy Hn MxrnTT.S^ 
°th"^ . w*ll„ distingnish tide particular 


lfke Berwentwater in rain. Grey water, gr 
»*y, grey mountains, wreathed in geey mi 
It does not clear to-day, so it may to-morro 
Next day even worse. Fog greyer, and n 
with it. Mud everywhere. Notioo apractii 
German tourist With three umbrellas strapp 
on his knapsack. Wise man 1 He knows U 
okmate, and alee the advantage of a ohango 
olothes, at of umbrellas. Bo useful to bav< 
morning umbrella, an afternoon umbrella, a: 
a sort of evening-dress umbrella to bring doi 
to the tabU dilute. When tired of gazing 
the mist, 1 read a three days old Timet, pi 
served in the reading-room. Hullo! what 
that sound? A piano-organ 1 Heavens I 
think that I should have travelled hundre 
of miles front London to hear the grindn 
of «n organ while 1 read the 7Vm«* in a foi 
Why, in Kensington Gardens I oould ha 
Arne aa much. A Fast InrnssioinsT. 
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their (i.». medioal men'*) experience in 
onr Utentnre wee a lawyer, 1 '— no more 


'■"i/'.V ■fi.... 

tUiiL 


. <*-■ 




“ ‘ Now 1 ’m furnished,’ ” hummed the Baron. 11 ' Now I ’m fur¬ 
nished’—with several books for my journey, and-” “ Tickets. 

please,” broke in the inspector. “ JuBt when I was comfortable, 
growled the Baron; “but no matter. And now for the Pen and 
Pencil Sketches 

The father of Mr. Stacy Marks predestined him for the coach- 
building business. Providenoe, interposing, made him a painter, and 
the gaiety of nations has been increased by the possession of some 


the world some reminiscences of a career justly orowned by 


& 


thirty vears ago, when Mr. Masks was art ontio to that respectable 
arnal. 


under his 


In the wan waste of weary 
water-butts. 
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ORIGIN OF THE BLUSH- 
ROSE. 

1 asked the Queen of j 
Flowers 

Why the Mush-rose 
blushed so red, I 

Through the sun-rays 
unil the showers, 

And so bowed its 
modest head. 

And fair Flora whispered 
“Hush! 

It would hurt the rose 
to hear !— 

The beginning of that | 
blush I 

Was not lore, or shame, I 
or fear. 

All the pretty faery! 
fancies [song, | 

That you find in poet's | 

And encounter in ro- j 
mances, I 

Are entirely false and 
wrong. 

That flush so fair and 
fleeting 

Moans not passion, 
pride or pity; 

But not memories of the 
meeting 

Of a Vigilanoe Com¬ 
mittee ! ” 

Mns. Ciunt-I-clear 
'rim Mu/uc Halls.— Ho 
the verdict of tho L. C. C. 
was against the Umpire. 
This, of oourse, does not 
prove that the Members 
of tho Council are amen¬ 
able to Chantage. On this 
occasion Mrs. CltANTmadc 
them sing to hertune. But 
the tune will not be popu- „ 
lar. ” 

ACkuklPoit.— Father 



A HOPELESS quest 

Mr mind a perfect hU, 
I’ve made, 

Upon a diso I’ve fir, 

I ho^X S mesmeTittt 

' * aid, 

To probe etupendo, 
mysteries. ' 
Hour after hour in mi 
tude 

I thus have spent, h u 
to be frank, 

There was uomagictram 
ensued. 

My mind 

remained 
perfect blank. 

To trances if I repair, 
“A hostile*influence 


“ADVICE GRATIS.' 


the tune will not be popu- Trot wood ( Mrs. London City) to Ur. Dick {Ur. Ilw-s), “Now iikre tod see 

l^ r 11 Sm Christopher W ken's Chi lb, and the ouestion I put to you is, What shall 

- J Du WITH , ntl f COMK, I WANT HOME VERY BOUND ADVICE." 

ACkuelPoet.— Father Tue contenclation of Old St. I’adl’h seemed to inspire dim with a sudden 

Time is the offender when idea, AIiD HK eeilibp drisklt, “I should wash him I” 

hebegins to write lines on “Mr. H-w-s," said Mrs. London Citv, “sets us all bioht. We’ll fill the 
your faoe, Fire-enuinb with soap-and-watee I "—"David Copperjiehl," adapted. 


Theapirtta.ofmypreseno 

wmd, 

1 Their customary rite 
I neglect. 

! A few faint raps, and they 
have flown; 

With all their perfumes 
notes, and flowers. 
The mediums on my en¬ 
trance frown— 

I am not blest with 
occult powers! 

Perfect.— The Daily 
Telegraph, in a short 
notioe of a present made 
to a Mr. Osler for assist¬ 
ing the polioe, mentions 
the unavoidable absence 
on this interesting occa¬ 
sion of “Chief Inspector 
Belton,”— which is a 
good name suggestive of 
staff attaohed to “belt 
on,”—and of “ Mr. .Super¬ 
intendent Feruett — 
than which no hotter 
name was ever found, out 
of a burlesque novel, for 
a clever deteotive. 


TWO WAYS OF AUDITING. 

I.-Tire Old Wat. 

Scene, —A Chamber in a Civic Building, The Town Clerk and 
the Auditor discovered at a table covered with papers. 

Clerk. Then 1 believe that you are entirely satisfied with the 
accounts f 

Auditor, Oh, perfectly. (After a pants.) There is one item I 
wanted to aak about—I’ve no doubt you'll be able to explain it 

ultlfiMnnlv-H *a fVIa 41 (OR mtiMs.haa« fn itte Hlairna end 


er—that sum represent a rather lanre number of bottles P 
Clerk (in on off-hand wag). Well, wo put down ginger-beer, yon 
know, es it looks better, end there’s a rather strong temperanoe 
party in the borough. Of oourse, it was really champagne—'“extra 
see,” too, you bet 1 

Auditor. Oh, of oourse. I merely mentioned the matter for the 
sake of form. And the “ £15 for cigars ’’—that was an expenditure 
incurred et the same time, I conclude P 
Clerk (ear elf sly). Oh, yea. Y’see, one of the CofateUlor* it the 
feeding tobacconist in the plaoe. 

Auditor (relieved). Ah, that aoeonnts for it Then these “ models 
of the Crematorium in gold and jejrels, as brooohea for the wives of 
the ConnmUort ”—I see they oome to £105 in all. 

Clerk (sternly). You don’t object to the brooches, I presume P 
Auditor (unziouely). Oh, not stall. Not in the least. A most— 
er—praiseworthy method of spending the ratepayers’ money. 

Ctark. Quite so. Our Mayor’s our leading jeweller, you know. 
So, as you've put “ Examined and Approved,” shall we go in to 
lunch P For a “ cold collation on the oeeeiioa of the audit” our 
Counoil always allows £10. It ’ll be rather a good feed. 

[JSkeMMf into banqueting apartment. 


II.—The New Wat. 

Auditor. Oh, what larks 1 

[Subsides into a chair, and takes two minutf to recover from 
hit fit of merriment. 

Clerk (surprised). I really fail to see where the joke comet in. . 

Auditor. Oh, don't yon know P I’m one of the new class of oomio 
auditors—“made in Manchester.” What tickles me is thisitem of 
£1? for gold matoh-boxes for lighting the oigars of the Mayor and 
Aldermen on the ooeaaion of the visit to the Sewage Farm. There ’s 
persiflage, if you like 1 

Clerk (etmling). I’m glad you take so humorous a view of the 
matter. Of oourse you allow that expenditure P 

Auditor. Allow it I Not for worlds. Then —(with difficulty re¬ 
straining another outburst of rmWA)—how about “ £27 for ofiters 
and Chablis ” after the visit P 

Clerk. The Oonnoil naturally required some refreshment at the 
end of the journey—quite a quarter of a mile, in their own oarriages 
—end oysters were rather dear just then—a little oat of season. 


Clerk (gloomily). I hope the Counoil will feel equal enjoyment at 

your report. Do you mean seriously- 

Auditor. Seriously! Not a bit of it. I teilyoul’m a oomio charac¬ 
ter, And what bettor praatioal joke can one play than suddenly to com e 

luxuries P Afraid I must strike out these items of “ Visits to O^mpU 
by Corporation to inspect the lighting arrangements,” and “ Ditto at 
Empire and Alhambra Theatres.” No doubt the Aldermen will be 
glad to payforthemthemselves. Now I think thebnsinew ie finished. 
Lunoh r No, thinks. A screaming joke like this is lunch enough 
for me. [ Cranu handkerchief in mouth, and exit. 
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CANT r. CANT. 

If “ want of daoenoy it want ot asnw,” 

So want of tanag may Tory likely lead 
To want of daoenoy. The poor pretence 
Of interested vice sense will not heed. 

A satyr's satire ia but sorry stuff: 

Anti-Cant’s canting is most sickening fudge. 
Belial, who backs his trade with bounoe and bluff, 
Wins not a ease where wisdom is the judge. 
Protests against the prvings of the prude 
Are not to help the profitably lewd. 





the polite guide to the ram service. 

(By an Affable Philosopher and Courteous Friend.) 

How to Ehtsb net Civa. Slavic*. 

In the good old days of yore there was little trouble in 
obtaining admission to the Civil Service. All that was neces¬ 
sary was a slight knowledge of a Cabinet Minister, and a smat¬ 
tering of schooling. The latter might be obtained at Eton, 
Winchester, ltngby, Westminster, or Harrow. The acquaint¬ 
ance of the Minister, of oourse, had to be made by your father. 
Vou wore too young to have attraoted tho attention of so 


of boyhood, and had assumed stick-ups” and “cutaways.” 
your father would probably ask you “ What you intended to do 
next?” 

" No, my dear fejlow,” would be the paternal reply to a 
suggestion about Trinity or Christ Churon. " I am afraid I 
can’t manage either. You see, vonr two elder brothers went to 
the University, but then we could find them family livings. It 
would be useless to let you read for the Bar, beoause we haven’t 
any of us married into a single firm of Solicitors; and in these 
hard times I really oan’t afford to buy you a commission.” 

You would notice eottu race that when ways and means were 
being discussed, times were always hard. 

“I suppose you could be a doctor if you pleased; but walk¬ 
ing the hospitals is not a particularly pleasant occupation. Then 
there is another opening—why not try the Civil Service f ” 

Y’ou would rather freshen up at this. Y’ou would have read 
in a onmic paper, that never will be nameless, that Govern- 
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A REALIST IN FICTION. 

“I haw a Rabbit run through that Hkdok ! m 
“No, dear. It was Imagination !’’ 

“Arb ’Maqinations Whit* behind ?" 


mind that so muoh. It would be rather fun to go to Paris as an the Publio Squander Department, to inform you whoa the inscription 
attache,” of such and such a Milestone was last restored P The official will 

“ I ’in afraid I oouldn’t quite manage that, my dear boy,” your fenoe the query. Probably his Private Secretary, considering you a 
fond parent would respond. “ They don’t pay attaches at first, and new man, will have failod to furnish the neoessarv information. 
n> you would have to he satisfied with the War Offiee or the You must expect a little retardation at the first set-off. 

Admiralty instead of the FoiAign Offioe.” And here let me point out for your future guidanoe tho importance 

"All right, Pater,” you would say, and leave the matter in the of having a private secretary thoroughly up to Iris work. I fad your 
hands of the elder generation. answerer been possessed of the proper sort of assistant you would 

Then your father would write to any Cabinet Minister of his have been disoovered, respectfully button-holed, and perforce satis- 
ocuusintanoe about thingB in general and nothing in particular, fied. You would never have had the heart to put your question 
and would add a “ P.S.” asking for a nomination. In due oourse a about the Milestones. But the particular Private Secretary ot your 
reply would oome granting the sweet boon. A test examination answerer being not up to his work you get snubbed, 
would follow of a perfunctory oharaoter, and on intimation of your But don’t be discouraged; stick to your Milestones, 
appointment would be the sequel. Then you would take up your Bombard “ the Right Hon. Gentleman opposite” with questions, 
daily residence in Pall Mall or Whitehall for twenty or thirty years Ask him for particulars about the Milestones in the Old Kent Road 
and then retire aa a Knight or a C.B. Thus was done in the com- and on Salisbury Plain. If he requests notice, give him notice. By 
paratively long ago. But now-a-days another plan has to be adopted. degrees you will find that you are becoming an inst itution. Mile- 
Insteaa of entering the Civil Servioe as a junior join it as a senior, stones are your specialty. When Ihe House is sitting demand 
As a preliminary you must get into the House. This is simpler particulars. When the House is up, write to tho papers. Move 
than having to oram and then stand the racket of a competitive for returns about Milestones. Go down to Slocum-un-th e-Marsh and 
examination. Any one under certain conditions can enter Parliament, read papers on Milestones. If possible, be made u r .H.A. on the 
out the Civil Servioe Commissioners bar the entrance to the Govern- strength of your knowledge of Milestones, So identity yourself 
ment offices with equally certain regulations. For the sake « with Milestones that when your namo is casually mentioned 

"f argument let me assume that you are in the House. anywhere, lot it be common form for some one to say, “Of 

i ou have stood for Slooura-on-the-Marsh, and have tier- * course, the chap who looks after the Milestones.’ 

«uaded the Slocum-on-the-Marshers to eleot you. As an Wait patiently until your side move over from the Opposi- 

M.P. yon are duly qualified to accept any appointment t U tion to tho Government benches. Then will come youroppor- 

under the Crown when the Government ask you. The best |MK2EJ3\ tuntitv. You will have sat upon a Milestone < onimission. 
to think of an office and then add one to it—yourself. You nave been very instrumental m getting Milestones 


under the Crown when the Government ask you. The best tuntitv. You will have sat upon a Milestone » onimission. 

is to think of an offioe and then add one to it—yourself. You nave been very instrumental m getting Milestones 

Why not the Public Squander Departments” you ask yourself, polished. You have oaused Milestones to be multiplied. All these 
To which you reply with a second question, “Why notP ” services must be recognised. And they will. 

Yes, theP. 8. 0. is not half bad? But how to get into it. Well, You wiU find yourself offered the Secretory slop of tho Publio 
why not take up Milestones P All the world knows that the Public Squander Department- to take oare of the Milestones. Accept it. 
Squander Department are responsible for all the Milestones not Yon will now have beoome a Civil Servant. On some future occasion 
under the superintendent* of the oounty authorities. Go for the I may suggest how you may successfully perform yourdutie* ln your 

Milestones. new position. ___ 

u W with a question. Learn that the Milestones in the Old ~ T““”“ . , ' = Tf = . D ... 

Bath Road are in many cases illegible. Request the Secretary of i D*ramoir.—A London Square is the Paradise of Perambulators. 
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. ,... , , UAeT wait till these oounty nobs have cleared, 1 suppose—there goes it. 

LYREf AND LANCET. last of’em-now for it! ... (He puUe himeSflbge^JSSZ. 

(A Story in Sana.) preaches hit host and hoeteee.) Hem, Sir Rupert, and your lady 

TAUT XVin.-TOE IJL8T BTBAW. »Mp, it ’» «<waned to me that it’s ju«t barely possible you may have 

Sew* XXVII. (continued).-™' Chinee Ibmdnglbom SrUR- *°« r himself). Nettidaurar young oha^sf^’mlit let 

HULL k mgmtwut remark upon the coincidence of the title of the hi m down as easily as possible! (Aloud.) Hot at afl—not at all! Ha 

volume m hit hand mth the name of hit bull-dog hat produced _as«ure you we quite understand ; no necessity to aay another word 

a painful tilenee, which no one hat tvfflcient pretence of mind , 1^4 ft, j-uvuwr worn 

lo break for ttttral tncondt. Spurr. (to himtelf). Just my luok 1 They quite understand! No 

Hitt Spehcane (to herte(f). Not Clanton Biair! Not even a Housekeeper’s Room for me this journey I ( Aloud.) Of course I 
poet! 1—1 could tlap him! knew the Countess, there, and Lady Maish, were fully aware all 

Vminer (to himself). Poor dear Vrrreir ! But if people will insist along - (To Lady Maisir, at stifled exclamations reach hit ear.) 

on patting a strange poet, they mustn't be surprised u they get a You were, were’nt you P 

nasty bite I Lady .Maine (hattily). Yes, yee, Mr. Sfurrell. Of course! It’s 

Lady Mattie (to herself). He didn't write Andromeda ! Then all perfectly right! 
lie hasn't got my letter after all! And I 'ye been suoh a brute to the Spurr. (to the othere). Yon aee, I ahould never have thought of 
poor dear man! How lucky 1 said nothing ooming in as a visitor if It hadn’t been for 


lie hasn't got my letter after all! And I ’re been suoh a brute to the Spurr. (to the othere). Yon see, I ahould never have thought of 
paordearman! How lucky I arid nothing ooming in as a visitor if It hadn’t been for 

about it to Geram! -wijLlllJu I hi ( the Countess; she would hare it that it 

Captain Thichiest* (to himeetf). 80 a iMIiM I ff§ j was all right, and that 1 needn’t be afraid 

he ain't the herd!... Now I see why 1, I * |j I shouldn't be welcome. 

Maisir. 's been behavin’ so oddly all the ]|]j||HU| l.Lady Cub. To be sure—any friend of 

evenin'; she spotted him, and didn’t like I ill MH| JB 8 &.V my sister-in-law’s- 

to speak ont. Tried to give me a hint, |H JRSTrflc Lady Cant. Aibista, I have refrained 

though. Well, I shall stay out my leave 1J M j from speedh as long as possible; hut this 

now! f| I "| j is really too mnoh7 You don't suppose I 

Cady Rhoda (to herself). I thought all 1 -Sg should have introduced Mr. Spurbeu. 

along ho seemed too goodasort for a poet! • Nf here unlece I had had the strongest 

Archie (to hmte(f), It’s all very well; f reasons for knowing, however he may be 

but how about that skit he went up to I V uliv-i pleased to mystify us now. that he, and 

write on us P He must be a poet of sorts. j j ** aHm nobody else, is the author of Andromeda! 

Mrt. Brooke-Chatteris (to herself). J H WkiMf And I, for one, absolutely decline to be- 

This is fearfuUy puxjling. What made I lieve in this preposterous story of his 

him say that about Lady Grisoline P [ I f about a hull-dog. 

The Bishop (to himself). A crushing 1 j j Spurr. But your ladyship matt have 

blow for the Countess; but not unsalu- 1 I WlHIW known! Why, yon as good as asked me 

tary. 1 am distinctly oousoions of feeling / I (i /Iflwgwlfu »!on the way here to put you down for a 
moro kindly disposed to that young man. : I 11 j floaty hull-pop! 

Now why P [He ponders. 1 I j WMK w'tw ltlLA Lady Cant. Never, never! A hull-pup 

Lady LidUngbn (to herself). Tinmipni I is the last creature I should over dream of 

this young man was going to read us some Ui V V, ooreting. You were obliging enough to 

of his poetry; it s too tiresome of him to ii i ask me to aooept a presentation oopy of 

stop to tell us about his bull-dog. As 11 1 / ; MHMWMi'pJv your verses. 

anybody cared whatU called it! ! , 1 Ws^MrOMM » ' s P urr - Waa IP 1 don’t exactly see 

Lord Lulhngton (to himtelf). Unoom- | | ■llL.N bow I could have been, considering I 

monly awkward, this! If 1 oould eatoli U J mUUJ^mL w i . BCjfr, never made a rhyme in my life! 

Laura’s eye—but I suppose it would a Sir Hup. There, there, RonwiA, it was 

hardly be dcoont to go just yet. yowr mistake; but as we are indebted to 

Lady Cubenn (tp herself). Can Rom;- y MKlfTzImXlStX? M|l\ ft for the pleasure of making Mr. Srro- 

sta hare known thisP Whst possible I 'a-A a ' hell’s acquaintance- 

object oould she have had in— And ig MMHkWkl Lady Cant. 1 am not in the habit of 

oh dear, bow disgusted Rupebt will he! f\ making mistakes, Rupert. I don’t know 

,Sir Rupert (to Atmse^), ReemsR decent H Ww.- \ what you am} ALBrarA and Maibie may 

young chap enough! Too bad of Rohebia M j KHHRL'«|kt know that I In in ignoranoe of, but, since 

to let him 111 for this. I don t oare a straw you seem to have been aware from the 

what he ls-ho’s none the worse tor not - first that Mr. Spuehell was not the poet 

bomg 11 poet. . you had invited here to meet me, will you 

Lady tan tire (tv bertelf ) -What m he kindly explain what (has become of the 

maundering about P It’s utterly moon- • real author P • 

ceivable that I should have made any Sir Sup. My dear Burnt*, I don't 

mistake. It's only too clear what the _ - -. ^ " know and I don't core/ 

cause is— Claret! ! Lady Cant. There you are wrong. 

Spurred (aloud, good-humouredly). Too *" Rupert, because it’s obvious that if he 

bad of you to toy and spmf me like this ,, 1|hUi> , „ is not Mr. Spuebell, his Rhsenoe has to 

before everybody M‘» Spkware! I AibUua, I think I will go to oca.. be aooounted for in rome way. 

dont know whose idea it was to play me suoh a triok, hut- 1 Spurr. By Jove, I believe I oan put you on the trank. I shouldn’t 

v ?S* Np*(w. (indistinctly), rlease undorstand that nobody here wonder if he ’a the party these dress olothee of mine belong to 1 1 
had the butt intention of playing a tnok upon yon! : daresay you may have notioed they don't look as if they were made 

Spun: Well, if you say so.of oour M - But it looked rather for me P 

like it, asking me to read when I Ve about aa much poetry in j Lady Cant, (elating her met). Pray let us avoid any sartorial dis- 
me as—as a pot hat I Still, if I m wanted to retd aloud, I shall be ’ oussions! We are waiting to hear about this person. 


“ Albioia, 1 think I will go to bed.! ” 


upon yon! 


o , c ,°J H V an .y ocho the request with unusual eagerness.: 

Spurr. (to himtelf, during Miss SprlwamPs tong). Wonder what’s. 
put them off being read to all of a cudden. (At hit eye happens to 
rest on the binding of the volume on hit knee!) Hullo! This cover’s 
pink, with ulver things, not nnhke outlets, 

ask me-P By George, if it’s that! I 

Housekeeper’s Room, after all! As soon as e 
1 '11 find out; I can't go on like this! (Mim 
piano ; everybody plunges fecerithly into 
subject—other than poetry or doge—that 


should he have that for f 

Spurr. He said he wtmldn't take it off till he saw me. And I 
never saw anyone in suoh a mess with ink and flour as he was! 

Lady Cant. Ink and flour, indeed! This rigmarole gets more 
every moment! Yon can’t seriously expect snyone here to 
[Archie discreetly retiree to the tmoking-rqom. 

...,. rather think somebody must have fixe : ip a booby 

the 
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catered of him, you know. By tie way. ho gave me hit card. Hare 
it is, if your ladyship would like to eee tf. 

L+W "Mr. 

BuibI I knew it was tamtthmg ending m “ ell," (T* Snrsairx.) 
And you say Hr. Unurbskell u here—in thin houae r 
Spun. Not now. He ’« gone by thit time. 

The Others {in dismay). Gone ! 

Spuj-r. He nid he wae leading at onoe, H he’d mfly told me how 
it was, I’d hare- 

Lady Cant. I don't believe a tingle Ward of til thit! H Hr. 
Si'Okrbm is not ClariokBlais let him explain how he came to he 
coming down to Wyvera this afternoon 1 

Spun. If yora Wvthip,*ean’t r^lSw'^whadffiFilk 
Sir Rcpeei ; he ’ll tell you it It all right. 

Lady Cant. Then perhaps you will be good enough to enlighten 
ns, KurgBTr 

Sir Itup. [driven mto a corner). Why, ’pon my word, 1 ’m hound 
to say that" I’m juat at muchm the dark as anybody else, if it oome* 

to that! i\. 

Spun, {eagerly). But vonwired me to oome, Sir! Aboutahorw- 
rf yours! I ve been wondering gll the evening when ydu’d tell m» 

1 could go round and havens look at him. I’m here instead hi 
Mr. Svens—now do you understand, Sir Eumst? X'm the Vet. 

.... u... ,1., t*wresee4*eu*rt»*. 


Xaat H it, KoHsaiA. Mr, opubrell oame down to see & horse, and 
we shall be very glad to have the benefitof his opinion by-and-W- 
. , ^ . , , l*f e olaps him amicably on the shoulder. 

Lady Cant, (in a sepulchral tone). Albinia, I think I will go to 
a.'- » fx i ■ ,«v m , . L8h* withdraws, 

car Jlup. ( to himself). There 11 be no harm in letting him star, 
now he w here. If Rohbsia objects, she ’s got nobody but herself to 
blame for it I 

Spun, [to himself). They won’t want to keep me upstairs much 
longer after this! (Tredwell enters, and seems to have something 
of importance to communicate to Sir Rupert in private.) I wonder 
what the doooe is up now ! ' 



TO LETTINA. 

[By a Profound Thinker.) 

I dos’t know why, but fifty times t day. 

To you my thoughts persistently will fly. 
You oome to me, and, coming, oome to slay— 
I don’t know why. 

Sometimes I oatoh myself inolined to try 
From heart and mind to banish you away, 

I always fail. If j*ra are not too shy, 

Just wnte a line to tell me that 1 may 
Think fondly of you. Then in future I - 
Shall think of you, and never want to say 
I don’t know why. 


THE NEW CANDIDATE. 

Dais Mr. Pouch,— I trait yon will give me the hospitality of your 
columns (and thus aave me the ooet of extensive advertising) to 
announce that I intend to offer myself aa a candidate for all the eleven 
divisions at the forthcoming School Board Election. Ido this for 
several reasons, In the firat plaoe, aa 1 have no more ohanoe in any 
one maoe more than in any other, I feel it quite impossible to make 
any ohoioe. Besides, to be eleoted at the top of eleven pedis would be 
an unique distinction, second only to being defeated at the bottom of 
eleven. In the naxt plaoe, as I can find no other persons who wilt 
“Mne forward on my puRform, X am bound to offer myself every¬ 
where. My mewsi are extensive, not to say peouliar. On the 
religious question, X agree with everything that has been said by 
everybody. I hope in this way to avoid incurring odium theologicum 
"i any kind. I am in favour of no one paying rates unless he has 
™ildren actually at a Board School. I am told that this will not 
secure for me the Labour Vote, but it ought, at any rate, to rally to 
■ny side all the "intelligent mid respectable.” On all other points I 
“huunimt^* 8 ^ fitted to ait on the London School Board, lunder- 

of the day. "Sfl raSSd.'m/iMS^aor farowlt frankly! 


“HE’S HAPPY NOW." 

[" A Constant Rbadbk'n " favourite erase ie now boiug discussed in 
all tlio papers.] 

“ I AM SO OLAD THIS SoBJICT IS BUIKO THOROUUHLY VXKmATKU. 

It must bb doiko so much uood among tub Young.” 


HAYA'NNAISE r. MAY0NNAI8E : A REJOINDER. 
Mr poor Mayonnaise, they have sullied your fame! 

They would alter your spelling, my sweet Mayonnaise. 
The younger Dumas has e-menaed your name 
And sent you forth “ o ’’-less the reet of your days. 

So this man of romances—this writer of plays— 

Who hat woven full many a plot in his time 
Would foroe us to spell you henceforth Mayonnaise. 

Nay ! this is a plot little short of a crime! 

’Twill make not an atom of diif'rence to me. 

The younger Dumas may discourse as he will; 

He’s welcome, with Weller , to 11 spell with a ' wee ’ ”— 
To me and the world you are Mayonnaise still. 

He says, at the time when the city Mayenne 
Wat besieged by an army and riddled with shot. 

Your ohsrms were acknowledged and praised by the men. 
Was that army not led by Sir Thomas de Jtotf 

Sav, Queen of the Sauces, which vow’l shall it be f 
Will mm yield up the name your admirers bestow f 
Pronounce—while yuur lover is down on an “ 

Is it that whioh you ohuose ? Is it yes f or a “ A r 0" ? 
*.* This .correspondence must new cease.—En. 


■„ -- w main object, I avow it frankly, 

yll be to make them the standing order. Soliciting the vote of 
eVi *T patriotic ottiaen, lam, 


"Where la Hx'r”—With diamond robberies and darksome 
murders, of Which the perpetrators are still at large, we are all 
erying out for a real genuine “Sberlocr HotMts.” We, Wawoks, 
are waiting for him to stem forward and drag various dark mysteries 
into the tight of day. Cheerfully shall the coming Hot.meb be 
saluted with Hr. BaooxrnxD’s refrain, “ 0 Sn Ratoon, you wonder¬ 
ful man! ” 
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"AN AWKWARD CUSTOMER" 

Air — "The Bold Poacher.'' 

Whkh I ni bound by Party ties to play the bold Premiar, 

I abouldered of my gun, my lada, ana started void of fear; 

With my truaty turner at my heel*, to whom the sport is dear, 

For he 'a game for tight by day or night at the season of the year! 

As I and my bold comrade were after bird or hare. 

The gamekeeper was watohing us; for him we did not care. 

For we were on our around, my boys, grounds free to tyke or peer j 
And they ’re my delight by day or night at the season of the year! 

As I and inv bold oomrade were in the Peers’ Preserve, 

We beard the keeper’s footsteps, but we did not halt or swerve, 
lint I whistled—to keep up my pluck—a song to sportsmen dear: 

“ <>h it’s my delight on a shiny night, in the season of the year! ” 

The Gamekeeper popped through the oopse, and faced ns with a 
frown; 

He’s got a black-*-vised stern phis, and a ooat o’ velvet brown. 

He says “ Hillo, Sir! Poaching ? ” I retorts, “ Oh, don’t you fear! 
A gent may poach his own preserves at the season of the year! ” 

He says, “ Tou ought to be ashamed to set so bad example 
A sportsman true won’t join the crew who trespass, trap, and 
trample. 

A dirty bird fouls its own n Mt ! ” he adds, with a sour sneer. 

“ Swells should not poach by day or night in the season of the year,” 

Says I, ” You sneer, but I'm your peer, my Sol. The people sent me I 
Stare like an owl, or surer and scowl, you know you caift prevent me! 
These here Preserves want breaking up, Monopoly’s pitch to queer 
Is our delight by day or night, in the season of the year. 

“ A-poaehing on one’s own preserves scarce ponohiug seems at all. 

My foot is on my native copse! The old Game Laws must fall. 

The ‘ Peers’ Preserves ’ the people will throw open— nr else dear. 

And you ’ll have to tight for your old old right at the season of the 
year. 

“ You ask me if I like the job t That's neither here nor there 1 
I'm aimply bound to do it, and t really don't muoh core. 

If Peers will claim the heat o' the game, and strive the rest to queer, 
We 'll take our right, by day or night, at the season of the year 1 ” 


LOCAL COLOUR. 

Me. Asquith was reported the other day to have said that the 
Government was spoken of as having been aoouaed of refusing so- 
oalled amendments to the Employers’ Liability Bill in “peacock 
temper.” The Daily Noun, in referring to this, suggests that 
“peaoook temper” was a misprint for “piqne, or temper." But 
surely this is not so. Mr. Asquith evidently has given in his 
adhesion to the new system of “ oolour adjectives.” This opens 
great possibilitise to the future. Radioala will denonnee the “ scarlet 
scandals of the purple-clad peers.” Holies will wax oloquent on 
’’ the pink miasma of revolutionary Radicalism.” No one will know 
what It all means, but that is part of the programme. Even if this 
oolour soheme will not work, there is still a justification for the 
Asquithian phrase. Everybody has heard of a " foul slander.” 
Why not a "peaoook tempt r ’’ ? 

A Case of Parallelism. 

(Extracts from the Bepart of a recent Conference.) 

“Dh. Starlet Both advocated “Mrs.8tahi.xy Botd thought 
the use of milk and lentil soup.” that all such novels as The 

Heavenly Twine, The Manx¬ 
man, and The Waget of Sin, 
should be tabooed.” • 


8ie Petes.—A well-written letter in the Timet last week puts 
what may be called “The Hard Case of Bis Peter Edith”— and, 
indeed, he must be pretty well ease-hardened at the Middlesex Ses¬ 
sions by this time—dearly and forcibly before thepublie. Bir Peter 
Kdijk, it seems, has been doing treble the amount of work for a 
two-third’s salary. This should ho righted, and lhe Judge at the 
Middlesex Sessions should be independent of the would-be ubiquitous 
L. C. C. Buoh is the opinion of this Correspondent to the Timet, 
and it is doubtless the opinion of a fair and just, minority. As 
Jottph Surface observes in The School for Simutal, “ Well, it will 
give Bin Peter great satisfaction to hear thin." 

Only Natural.—A shareholder at a recent company meeting 
complained, with same amount of feeling, that he found it next to 
impossible to obtain a " good penny bun.” Can it he that so many 
people have “ taken the bun’’that there are none left? 
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the links. 

•t,» i brilliant sntiuna day,_ 

i, I’ve half an hour to apere, 

I will go and take tho air, 

■While the weather still fair, 

• On the Links. 

[ limire the splendid view, 

The delicious azure hue 

Of the ocean and—when, «oA»to. 

With a oraok, 
lx,! there drops a little btui 
Which elects to ta-ealc its fall 
F.v alighting on the small 
Of my back. 

In the distance some one cries 
Some remark about my eyes, 

None too pleasant, I surmise, 
From the tone; 

So awsv my stew I turn <• 
Till a figure I disoera, 

Who is mouohing by the burn 
. All alone. 

Up has lost a new “ Eclipse,” 

And a little word that slips 
From his sulky-looking lips 
Tells me true 

Thai, besides the missing ball, 
Which is gone beyond reoall, 
lie has lost—what's worst of all— 
Temper too. 

I conclude it will be beet 
It I leave him unaddreased. 

Such a melancholy quest 
To pursue; 


From the view. 

They prooeed, I understand, 

From a bunker full of sand. 
Where a golfer, club in hand, 
Freely swears 

As he haoks with all hil might, 
Till his countenanoe is quite 
As vermilion us the bright 
Coat ho wean. 

I observe him for a while < 
With a highly-tickled smile, 

I or it is the queerest style 
Ever seen: 


STUDIES IN ANIMAL LIFE. 

Tan Stork as he miobt have'b*eb. 


He is very short and stont, 

And he knoeks the ball about, 

Eat he never gets it out 
On the green. 

Still I watoh him chop and hack, 
Till I hear a sudden oraok, 

And die olnb-head makos a track 
In the light — 

There ’ a a startled cry of " FORK!" 
As it dies, and all is e’er!— 

I remember nothing more 
Till to-night, 

When I find myself in lied 
With a lump upon mv head 
Like a penny loaf of bread; 

And metbinke, 

For the future 1 ’ll take oare, 
When I want a little air, 

That I won’t go anywhere 
Soar the Links. 

THE DILEMMA OF THE 
HEADLESS SPECTRE. 

I’ve nlwnyB done my host to 
please, 

Then wherefore do they scuff ? 

A headless ghost, in days like 
these, 

Is very badly off. 

Some say, for Mykkk wo ought, 
t o go, 

And some for Mr. Stkah. 

1 really can’t profoss to know, 

Fur 1 have lost my head. 

They como and usk mo for a key 
To life’s dark prison oeU, 

Oh, what’s the use of asking me f 
However oou / till i* 

I do not understand the speech 
Of all these learned men. 
Wildly I wave my hand at each, 
Again and yet again. 

I fool that I have stayed too late, 
And yet I can’t move on. 

I’m utterly inadequate, 

Becauee my head is gone. 

I wish I were I don’t know what. 

I wish that I were dead. 

1 don’t know if I am or not, 

For I have loet my hend I 


on—and we get a 


Sootin’ Secrets 


Loader of the Opposition was 


office and the 


rooeedings, and 


life's fall pride. 


Behemoth ahd the big bow-wow 

ne: for aught not smart and little 
































































IMPROVEMENTS IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

II.—Improved Kitchen Arrangements. 








November 3, 1884 .] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


BEAUTIES OF BOLOGNA. 

Kot those, along the route # presoribed 
To see them in » hurry. 

Church, iialace. gallery, described 
By worthy Mr. Murray. 

Nor those detailed as well by whom 
But Baedeker, the German: 

The choir, the nave, the font, the tomb, 
The pulpit for the sermon. 

No tourist traps which tire you out, 

A never-ending worry; 

Most interesting things, no doubt, 


Nor yet, 0 gastronomio mind— 

In oookery a boss, sage 
!n reeipes—you will not find, • 

I mean Bologna sausage. 

Not beauties, whioh, perhaps, you class 
With your own spatial curry; 

Not beauties, which we must not pass 
If led by Mr. Murray. 

I sing—alas, how very ill 1— 

Those beauties of the city, 

The praise of whose dark eyes might fill 
A much more worthy ditty. 

O, Indies of Bologna, who 
The coldest heart might flurry, 

I much prefer to study you 
Than Baedeker orMUHRAY 1 

Those guide-book sights no longer please; 

Three hours still. Ire ore, 
i have to lounge and look at these 
lh llimme ngnore. 

Then slow express—South Western goes 
Much faster into Surrey- 
Will take mo off to other shows 
Described by Mr. Murray. 

But still, Signore, there will be, 
lly your sweet faces smitten, 

One Englishman who came to Bee 
What Ba kdeier has written. 

let Baedeker then see, the lot 
In frantio hurrv-sourtf; 
l've found some beauties which are not 
Described by Mr. Mubbat. 


CLIO AT SALCOMBE. 

(Funeral of fames Anthony Fronds,) 
beI bce Clio’.s self, calm-soul'd historic Muse, 
Braise to her fiery votary may refuse, 
though looking somewhat the judiaul poise 
Of clear mind unperturbed by faction’s noise, 
And creed's fanatio clamour, valued moat 
But her who heads the grave reoording host, 
ilia vivid pictures live: his virile touch 

fThntlflsla AL. A til.AT_A _U 


Ardently heedless in his passionate flow 
ot words that wake and thoughts that warmly 
. gldW), 

Quickens the past, and moves the patriot 
heart 

Of British manhood,, Hishhe stylist's part, 
Ihc partisan's impressiveness. Be missed 
lhe highest height, dear, cloudlets, monring- 

But long will he be dear to those who love 
‘ be pioturings that tiuum, the worda that 
move j 

» j f* 16 ft™ve Muse maty well let fall a tear. 
And lay her tribute laurel oo his bier. 




mi 





JH Qp ** 



A SKETCH AT PADDINGTON. 

The Reverend Motley, who makes one ok a River-Party, fancies he met a 
Glance ok Recognition Kaon the Eve ok his somewhat austere Bisaor, and keels a 

TRIFLE BNOOMKOBTABLE. 


PAT THE PATEIOT. 

(Sis rsjlsetion after reading of the Boa-bolting 
incident at the Zoo.) 

Br. Patrick had a potent fist, 

And was a saint right clever, 

When he gave the snakes and toads a twist 
And bothered them for ever. 



TO A WOULD-BE DESPOT. 
“Could 1 but rale! ” with emphasis you say; 
Then, doubtless, evil would be swept away. 
How to begin, of oourte, is your affair, 

Such practical arrangements an your care; 
Our task would be no more than to obey! 
Injustice then would speedily deny, 


tisAPKMimdJtheiraUiem the YWtingln- Sfob.tino.-’Abbt is delighted to hewthat 

may he addressed the antimlt oharge then ‘f, f t mn I The Real "Sun ok Tobe,''-Fba.e I/>ck- 

“ but that's just French ouisednest.” | woon, Solititor-OeneraL _ 
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THE ART OF NAVAL PLATITUDE. 'rrZ TO!* 

Mb. Purch,—D earSir,-As an able-bodied eeaman and expert on .“i.bear myself,” he affably repliedi thus oonoluding an int 
the marino serpont and other euoh questions of the hour, I have born new in the course of which there had been no manner of hitch exo, 
very properly asked for my opinion on the late collisions in the far the usual nautical one at the moment ot his coming aboard; and tl 

J * t 111 I_S.J L- L...—U MW nrns dno nnf In f ha ahaMM AT RMAM Kilt T/l Tfianent -F ... I 



deck-chair that an the future of naval warfare. 

had figured at Credo, dear Sir, Yours unusually 

Trafalgar, “ do rrlr;T;-:--:;rr, .■■■■:. 

you make with . —,,, ^m., nm-mt. 


KxrgBto, 


regard to t* A NEW DEPARTURE, 

future of naval porsnanoe of a recent correspondence in the TVwisa, it has be 
warfare from the derided to safeguard the rights and legalise ilia status of interview 
engagements ol by the formation of an influential association. Jtr. Punch has be 
which we navd aoM rded an advance proof of the prospeotui. 

SOCIETY FOE THE PROTECTION OF HELPLESS AND 
omraoung ao- DESERVING INTEtlVIEWT.E8. 

11 My leading [Pounded Oct. 24,1894.) • 

deduotion,” I re- Chief Offices: Utopia. 
plied, “is that it Operating Room and $j\ f 

is difficult before- Infirmary: Harrow fp? : IV' 


hand to conjecture 
whioh side is go¬ 
ing to win, and 


Weald. 

COUKCIL. 

_ The Mixado (Pre- 


~ j— i \ v- . — ... ■ , auu susanmi 111C" 

impossible after- • Sip Jnmrpn 

wards to disoover which has actually won. History, however, and a p 0 RTKB K C B (Vios- 



waras vo discover wmon nas actually won. History, However, and a Portkr KCB (Vice- dvv |vl™IWy . ; j) 

long oourse of technical experience, alike oonvinoe me that, given Pp«.iA„nH • UP/' n ~ 

equal oouroge and skill on both sides, vessels equally well equipped Bamftor Boo Fsa 4- 

and armoured and of precisely similar shape, tonnage, and fighting n'ih, 51'! 

power, victory may be expeoted, in many oases out oi a few more, Borha Busoalm 'JZtt'WwiA IB ' -< 

to fall to the party that is numerically the itrenger of the tm. You K ditta K W^SIJtFIS 

aro. perhaps, with me on this point!'” Mrs'floo • Amiwaio AafaScmTl^lwlR?-^ 

1 opnfess,” he replied, “ that you throw for me a new and lurid Bur'tuorrx Esn - 

light oil a question always difficult for the lay mind to grapple with, fi.-m- iw. ■H.” ^ 

But toll me of the toroedo and its mission.” WlfiZ^oin™! '^L > > 

“ The deadiiness,” 1 said, “of this modern weapon of naval war- T r_poo- Sir Edward ' v -^- ^ 

fare is to be fully appreciated by such alone as have been its unhappy Corcorar KCB ~ 

victims. In the inoredibly short spaoe of time between the moment rv D t p V . ' t' _J _CfC 

of impaot and tho deoeaso of those who are, as an immediate result, Mourt " Ararat • —< J 

osiZ ( i bf„« in Ko h f.Wo a ?^ lj0Ti Tollower; Pooh Bib, Esq., of tho Japan Society; Mdli 

qualified to HubmitTt ^ D “ wwn fm tbe llps of the P^P 1 ® ^ sfc Peep-B o, Pitti $ino, and Yum yuh, of the Savoy Theatre. 

“ Disconnected fragments of speech, ohiefly of a profane character, Solicitors: MeMrs.KoK° & Co. Jejter: Mr. J auk Point. 
constitute the sole testimony upon whioh we have to base our oon- Jailor and Chuoker-out: Mr. Win. Shad bolt. 

elusions. Bat we may safely nffirm that one of the most, if not Objrcts of the Societt. 

the most, important detail in the manipulation of this projeotife (1.) To develop the new calling of Professional Interviewee. ( 
is the aim. Wrongly direoted it is comparatively innocuous. In the To provide the newspaper-reading publio with amusement. (3.) 
unavoidable hurry and oonfusion of the moment, when the attention supply eminent humorists and others with enjoyable, ration 
of the operator is diverted by the reiterated play of missiles upon his and profitable employment. (4.) «,lnd, incidentally, to enoonn 


person, possibly a prey at tho very time to insufferable nausea, it is retiring and diffident lady interviewers, 
almost impossible to guarantee the missile from aberration. You Bungs. 

7"?o y «!“h?'ropU^, fl ‘’and I follow you. But in what way Ji, ATmA ^ 

weu y Z“ 0? - Unt ^ ' U00e “ rf With tUeM >ubmlrine andother Be& wTtfik the PrSMbito?Degre^ Partie. who, 

.“Veruse the reports,” I answered, “ and draw your owndeduc- ™ KSk ?fSjj££w 

tmus. ‘ On the morning of the 18/A ’ (the morrow of the battle) ‘ <Ae .1^ n» Sd^irud 

t vitfk toTPficfocs hpvqpqI ntp&rtdtid f vgb&hIs ^ ^ nonentities who have pranced In prurient pnnt^over the unsavoi 

f ‘K we hmW question lately discussed ad nauiiam in the^olumns of the D. 1 . 

That whioh in the exc^men^ 2 - That if *• interview be conducted by one of the male wx, i 

achieve thit with flftinir ffiantJ° iSJ Society’s ohuolcer-out, jester, and solicitors shall always be presen 

^ intem r; 

they effected with unqualified and unquesUoned suooesa. ,, „ A “\ V ® ee ’ woptea. ^ s. 

lJazsled by my reflections he proceeded t*> put a fresh oonun- Mere INuOody JI .» 

drum to me. ‘ r What say you,” he asked, “to the resouroes of Nobody Else . . • JJ 

China? I see that the Dowager Empress has sent three millions of Mr. Wh-stm, ovar a reoent Gcievanoe . . . . J J 

taels to the forces.” Minister, of Cabinet^Rank 

“Tho tael,” I explained, “is excellent eating. I peroeive no G’Wrty OirL of the 1<ront Rank . . ;. v • . J } 

immediate reason for the evacuation of Peklnr n far as the supply Uabmau, ol any Bank ,_• J 


immediate reason for the evmraation of Peking s’ far as th. 
of game is oonoemed. This, however, is a aids issue, and not 
nautioal in its bearing. 


Cabman, of anv Rank 
Mr. Arthur Robrbts. 
Ditto, on tho Empire Q 


in General,, 


cioai in its nearing. uuw, us uiv uinn whsou , • . . . 

To prooeed at one*, and in oonolusion. to the matter of Put own Any feeding Burglar, Pickpocket, or Company Promoter, 
.1 nupn-macv ” (for I saw this inevitable question already framed with disocuut for ossh , , ». ■ ■ . ■ 

... ois lips), “ Twill give you in a word theaocumulatodvrisdom of feriuding eemees at PoUeeman and Burgeon . 

long years of nsval intuition. My motto is ‘ Aheayt imn / 1 G. 0. M., if yon oan gst at him. 

“Onoe let the enemy, however inferior, win, and to the time Humorist, whenim tated . 


usswv AVI. vhv WSSWSA J, SSWIfWTW UUtUAVI, WUIi M1U AU1 UIW UUUV ^777 T, . —,-’ ,---...- 

being you are beaten. We are—and here 1 rely not only on my own f a I^dj. and pretty (these a 

observation, but on the tostimonv of oountless myriads of ng speoies 


—w are an iaeular nation. Further, our commerce h larply 
dependent on our nurchandite. It was not till I had realised to the 
full theee two momentous and erurial faeto that I arrived at the 


areaoaroe). 
ntorviewed (these are 


f That the Sooietj he immediately dissolved, fat view of pend 
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ask me to sneak at a meeting, to explain the 
Act. I pleaded modesty, and, saying I would 
ne’er consent, consented. It was a rain thing 
to have done, and the effects hare been start¬ 
ling. But that meeting must have a chapter 
toTtself. 


THE PARLIAMENTARY FLYINQ MACHINE. 


“ Kxar it to I" 


THE CHRONICLES OF A RUBAI 
RAKISH. 

I.—Foss it Oxioo Mali. 

fisi oi.T nestling in a oosy oorner of Blank- 
shire -that county which at different times 
and places lias travelled all over England— 
our village pursues the even tenor of its way. 
To be accurate, I should say did pursue, 
beforo the events that have recently hap¬ 
pened—events in which it would be absurd 
modesty not to confess I harts playod a pro¬ 
minent part. Now we are as full of excite¬ 
ment as aforetime we were given over to 
monotony. Nous avons— No 1 J'ai 
rhangi lout gsla. 

It came about in this way. I have always 
till the 25th of September (a ohronioler should 
always be up to dates) been entirely free from 
any ambition to exoel in public. After a 
successful life I have settled down with my 
wife and family to the repose of a truly rural 
exhtenoe. "You should oome down and live 



uf'fsto'a UW, 11CNI 1 IMW m Jmaxwrv nssj, 

but you are always expected to praise the 
country eggs. So I always make a point of 
doing it. 

Up to September the. 25th, accordingly, I 
extolled the eggs of the country and lived 
my simple, unpretending life. On that day 
I read an artiol* in the paper on the Parish 
Counoils Aot. I read that now for the first 
time the people in the villages would trod* 
the sweets of loeal self-government. The 
change from fresh eggs strnek my fancy, up 
“> that time singulariy dormant. 1 resin on, 
dashing all unknowing to my fate. “ It Is 
the duty,” I taw, “ of every man of eduoa- 
tion, experience, and leisure In the village 
who has the welfare of hit oewutry at heart 
to study the Aot, and to make It lus business 
that his fellow-parishioners shall know what 
the Aot does, and how the greatest advan¬ 


tage can be obtained from its working.” 
Then my evil genius prompted me to under¬ 
take the task myself. X was eduoated—did 
I not get a poll degree at Cambridge, ap¬ 
proved even By Mr. Charles Whirlet as a 
test of culture P I had experience-bad 1 
not shone as a financial light in the City for 
full twenty years P I had leisure-rfor had! 
anything in the world to do P Obviously the 
occasion had oome, and I—yea I was the 
man to rise to it. . , . ... 

I bought twenty-nine works doaling with 
the Aot. I studied them diligently section by 
section, olanse by clause, line by line. 1 re¬ 
ferred to all the Aots mentioned. I investi¬ 
gated all the Aots repealed. At the end of 
ft all I felt like a collection of conundrums. 
But I was not to be denied. One evening, 
at I was walking through the viUage, I met 
Komsbt Hedgkb, “Black Bon, as he is 
always called. He is a farm hand, and for 
some reason looked upon as a leader of mon 
in the village. X saw my chance, and promptly 

“ Good evening, Bon,” I said. “ I’ve been 
wanting to have a bit of a talk with you about, 
this Pariah Oounoils Act.” , . „„ nf 

“Well, Sir, and what about thatP Of 
coarse he spoke in dialect, but the dialect 
dialogues are almost played out, so I trans¬ 
late into quite ordinary English. Its easier 
to understand, and quite as interesting ^ 

<* What about it? ’’ said I, with we^simu- 
Utodsurprise. Then 1 launohedmtoal low i n g 
account of what it would effect. I waxed 
poetic. The agricultural labourer would 
home home at night from hu work proud in 
the consciousness of being a citizen. Jt ie 
would breathe a different air • the very fire 
in hit oottag* would bum brighter because 
a Parish Counoil had been established in Ms 
midst. I finished (it wae a distinot anti- 
etimax) by saying that I had been oarefully 
studying the Act. 

Two days later Black Bob and two of Me 
matee called at my house—a deputation to 


ROBERT’S SOLLEM ADW18E. 

1 carnt on airth think what is the matter 
with me lately. I teems to have lost all my 
good sperrits, and am as quiet and as -mopish 
as if X was out of a sitiation, which in course 
I am not, and am not at all likely to be. My 
wife bothers me by oonBtent inquiries about 
the oomin change on the 9th, out she ort 
to no, as I noes, that the camming new Loan 
Manx is jest the same good,kind, afabel Gent 
at the noble Gent as is a going aforo him, 
and who ewery body loved and respected, and 
who allera showed me ewery posserbel kind¬ 
ness. I aint not at all sure as them wundur- 
ful Gents as oalls theirselves County Count- 
sellers, and is alkrs a throwing their lll- 
natured jeers at the grand old Citty, hasn’t 
sumthink to do with it. I’m told as they lias 
ooshally ordered ono of our most poplar 
Theaters to be shut up, beooz the actors and 
aotresses is so werry at.raoktive that they 
draws a wunderful oontrast between uiem 
and the sollem Gents as is allers a interfeor- 
ing in some way or other where they are 

One of their roost wunderful and most oon- 
oeoted fads is a longing desire to have charge 
of our nobd Citty Perlice, which, as ewery 
body knos, is the pride of the -hole Me- 
trolypus. , 

One of the new Lom Manx's private gennol- 
men has told me, in the werry strictest oon- 
iidens, that they have all agreed together, 
Loud Maxx, ShorryfB, Halldermon, I.ivery- 
men, and setter**, to have the raont bnUioutent 
Show an ha* bin seen in the old Catty since 
the time of Dick WrmxciTo.v of ewarlasting 
memory t if its ony for the purpose of driving 
the County Countsellors, as they calls tbeir- 
selves. stark storing mad with enwy ! And 
so estonished is the Queen s Guyormnent 
themselves by what they hears on the subjeo 
of the glorious approchtng Dinner, that; they 
has acshaUy ordered the worry pnmest. of 
all their Cabinet lot, inoloodrog the Prime 
Minister hisself, and the Lord Chanoesellor, 




IIAlUlOGt'l mnrcai, " 

and my laird Bpiwbtxb, 
and setterer and set- 
terer, not only to accept 
the Loan Marx's per¬ 
lite inwitation, but to 
take oare to be in good 
time, and not to keep 
the nobel oompany wait¬ 
ing aa old Mr. Guin- 
storx usued to do in 
days gorti by. 

By-the-by, the pre¬ 
sent Loan Make, jestto 
show Ms ermtrin ubber- 
ality, aosbslly arsked 
jest a few of the 
County Coontsellers to 
his larst great bankwet 

Jjuoh they seemeiTto^jgrtheirselyes, and I 
most say, behaived like rerigennelmen.tho 
sum of tie speoohes, speshally them by Lord 
Hatlsrxxt and Mr. Ricker, must have been 
rayther staggerers for them to bear. 

ItOBXXT. 

Paosrr.—Best wishes to Mr: Brxrbohii 
Taxi for file success of the new piece at the 
Whatever mav be the result, 
he, personally, is in for a Wynn. 



tol. cm. 


v 
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"THE CHALLENGE." 

j-.i Of course, you mar got the House of Lardi to surrender u yon 
}, fortroH to surrender, by mating it clear that it ia encompassed 
f !J tiMiMed beyond all hope of deliverance; but that in itaalf ie not 
•n eaiy teak with the garrison that I hare doeoribed u inn to defend 
“ We fling down the gauntlet. It ia for you to back ue up.”- 


l' 0 ri Soiebery ol Bradford.] 
Bub Acres . . 

Sir Luciut 0 1 rigger 


Lord R-s-B-Br. 
Irish Party. 


Sir luriiu. Then sure yon know what ia to be done P 
Arm. What! fight himP 

.Sir luciut. Ay, to be aura: what can I mean elae P.,. I think he 
bai given you the greatest provocation in the world. 

Mret. Gad, that ’a true— I now full of anger, Sir Loom!—I fire 
apace ! Odds hilts and blades I I find a man may hare a deal of ralour 
in bim and not know it!... Tour words are a grenadier’s match to 
mr heart ! I believe courage must he catching! I oertainly do feel 
a kind of valbur rising aa it were—a kind of courage as I may ssy.— 
odds dints, pans ana triggers! I’ll chattelige Aim directly !—The 
Rmlt. 

e • e • • e 

Fighting BoVi Afterthought!. 

Onns bombs and torpedoes! An oath, like a whistle. 

Will keep up the oourage—Dutch oourage at least I 
1 feel'like a hero of grandeur and gristle 
Who goeB to the light as men go to a feast. 

Sir Locate has wrought me to’t—fire-eater furious. 

Odds bullets and blades, how he ’ll bristle and whisk 1 
Yes, oourage it oatohiog. And yet—it is curious, 

He urges the task without weighing the risk. 

That's just like O’Tbigoeb, a swaggering swigger 
Of fiery potheen whieh gets into his head I 
At patienoe and caution he 'll swear or he ’ll snigger, 

His only resouroos steel, powder and lead. 

He thinks he has managed the business most oleverly, 
Bail-making bully of Blunderbuss Hall ; 

But zounds. That big burly and black-bearded—B eveb- 
iw, 

Is not a foe to pooh-pooh 1 Hot at all 1 

Odds jigs and tabors! Suoh beJliooso neighbours 
Are horridly awkward; they will force one's hand, 

A ohap who unceasingly brags and belabours 
Is valued, no doubt, in a Donnybrook band; 

But swelling Drawoansir demeanour won’t answer 
On this side the Channel so well aB on that. 

0 Tbiooeb’s a mixture of Soorpio and Cancer, 

And Bcll is less sweet on that blend than ia Pat. 

It’a just a tremendous, bi£ bothersome business,— 

That ’s what it is! But I'm in for it now. 

I feel a dizziness. O’THiaaEE’s fizzineis 
If ads all his friends into mischief and row. 
null, I m committed; and much to be pitied, 

As clearly they'd see if they had any nout. 

But odds popguns and psashooters! shall I be twitted 
With oaation extreme, and the plnok of a moose P 

No. Ihat will not do. I my courage most muster. 

Whatever the odde, Fighting Bob must show fight! 

Bo here goes a buster, though bluster and fluster 
, not in my line; yet “ indite, Sire, indite! ” 

J u begin with a—swear-word and end with defiance ! 

Odds daggers and darts, how I ’ll hector and frown! 

AV friends on my valour may now plaoe reliance, 

Ihe challenge is sent. Sirs, the gauntlet is down!!! 





POSITIVELY OSTENTATIOUS. 

Mr. Phtmketick(quiteput out). "Taut about Aobicultubai. Detbksbion, 
indeed 1 Don’t bemeve in it I Never saw Fences keit in such di«- 

OOBTINOLT GOOD OKDEB IN ItT LIVE t ” 


THE SCHOOL-BOARD APPLE-PIE. 

(Adapted for the Board School Infant Cltmee.) 

„„ A (BraoovBpAitn) Apple-Pie; B {milt it); C (ironlar) 

JJ,•(j 001 *) direoted it; E (xpenses) eat H up; F tow*. 
W 1 * 4 j 0r - i‘v ® (ladstone) got it through; H (oatiUtyi 
Jt; I (ntoleranod injured it; J (ealousies) jangled 
Z® 1 (indnem) kindled at it; l M lightened its 
! on ?y) met them; Jf (oodles) talked nonsense about 
<ii oadllmted eouoermng it; P (rogressives)prodded 


out it 
[obstkh) 





“X” is 


VAGABOND VERSES. 

Within the Square we both abide, 
An artiBt I, an heiress you. 

My studio like my work is skied, 
’Xis sitting-room and studio too. 

Your chimney-pots I can descry, 

I look aorosa the leaf y Square, 

I think of you, I wonder why 
Your uncle is a millionaire! 

I've pictured you in ohalks and oils, 
I like you best in misty grey, 

Your nameless charm my pencil 
spoils, 

Yet strives for ever to portray. 

By day I turn you to the wall 
Lest idle gazers tl ould surprise; 

But when night gsthers I recall, 

1 look into your dreaming eyes. 

So many things I oared about, 

And now they all have fallen flat, 

While I, Bohemian out and out, 
Have been to buy a bettor hat, 

In lieu of one of dusky green 
Upon my coat paint splashes shine. 

Endeavouring to get it dean 
1 ’ve rubbed it hard with turpen¬ 
tine 

Till my head ached, my heart was 
faint, m 

And I was utterly undone, 

I cannot rub away the paint, 

I can’t afford another one. 

They have a murky yellow shade, 

My collars once so white; and 
frail, 

And at the wristbands sadly frayed 
My solitary swallow-tail I 

_where we met! 

We seemed to meet like friends of 
old, 

And both to utterly forget 
The hitter barrier of gold. 


Oh, by your eyes, your wistful mien, 
I know for wealth you do not eare, 
1 know you wish you had not been 
Related to a millionaire! 

The starlit night is deepening, 
Hushed are the footsteps of the 
folk, 

My window opon wide I fling, 

And one enchanted pipe f smoke, 
And on the misty vapour blue, 
Aeross the Square my fancies float; 
And oh, so near, so near to you, 

And oh, so bitterly remote! 

I talk to you of many things, 

My pipe 1 unaware refill, 

I wonder if our thoughts have wings, 
1 wonder, are you waking still P 
And should I, if your house look 
fire, 

Have time to hurry to your aid, 

To rescue you from peri) diro. 

Before swooped down the Fire 
Brigade. 

There has sprung up a pleasant 
breeze 

After the day’s dustladen air, 

And it is blowing in the trees 
Within the garden in the Square, 
Ohjrentle wind—/ may not speak, 
Wind from the West, / may not 
toll. 

Aeross the Square my lady seek, 

And bid herdretua 1 love her well! 


PtiUTE Police nr Earn.—The 
Anglo-Egyptian Police areto be etm- 
verted into a civil force. Will Poliee 
Professors of Politeness be sent over 
from England to give lectures on 
civility f 

Motto fob abt Authoeb whiting 
Plats nob the Oabbici Thxatbi. 
—” Keep your Hab* on! ” 
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rether.... Someone ha* oome in.... H it should 
Greet Heavens, what a situation to he found in 
. Perhaps it's only that fellow Bpurrxll ; if m 


I shall soon know the worst I (He tiepe out , blinking, with at 
dignity at poetible .) Perhaps you will kindly inform me why 
> been subjected to this indignity ? 


long as you realise that you have made a mistake, I am 


LYRE AND LANCET. Sons* XXVlil.— The Vtmey Chamber. 

(A Story in Scenet.) Underehelltir. the dretting-room, to himeeff). I wonder how long 

I’ve been locked up here—it seems hours! I almost hone thev’vs 
PAST XIX.—rNEARNKD INCREMENT. forgotten me altogether.... Someonehasoomein.... Hit should 

am. (—*-». *—* ssttsiv. ■ 

Sir Rupert {to Trepwell). Well, what is it f there’s a shanoe. ( The door it unlocked by Tred well, trAo hat 

Tied well (in on undertone). With reference to the party. Sir lighted the candlet on the dreteing-tahle.) It’s the butler again 
Rupert, as represents himself to have some down to see the ’orse, Well, I shall soon know the worst I (He tteot out, blinking, with ai 
1— much dignity at pottible.) Perhaps you will kindly inform me why 

Sir Rup. (aloud). You mean Mr. Bpcrrell? It’s all right. I have Keen subjected to this indignity ? 

Mr. Spur hem. will see the horse to-morrow. (Trepwell ditmitet Tred. (in perturbation). I think Mr. Uxdxrshell, Sr, in eonunon 

hit utter bewilderment.) By the way, we expected a Mr.- What fairness, you ’ll admit as you've mainly yourself to thank for any 

did yes say the name was, my dear?. .. Ukdirmjelt,P To be mistakes that have oocorred; for whioh I ’asten to express my 

sure, a Mr. Ukdershell, to have been here in time for dinner. Do pussonal regret. 

you know why he has been unable to oome before this ? Und. So long as you realise that you have made a mistake, I am 

Tred. (to himtelf). Do I know? Oh, Lor! (Aloud.) I—I willing to overlook it, on condition that you help me to get away 
believe he have arrived, Sir Rupert. from this plane without your master and mlstress’sknowledge. 

Sir Run. So I understand from Mr. Spdrrell. Is he here still ? Tred. It’s too late, Sir, They know you 're ’ero I 

Tred. He i», Sir Rupert. I—I considered it my dooty not to allow Und. They know! Then there's no time to be lost I must leave 

him to leave the bouts, not feeling- thie moment! 

Sir Rup. Unite right, Trxdwxu. Tred. No, Sir, excuse me; but you 

1 should have been most asrionsly jjjij;; can’t hardly do that now. 1 was to 

annoyed if I had found that a guest 
we were all anxiously expeoting had left T-s 

the Court, owing to some fancied- 

Where is lie now P 
Tred. (faintly). In—in the Veraey 

Chamber. Leastways- 

Sir Rup. Ah. (He glancet at Srua- 

RKLi,.) Tnen where-? But that oan 

be arranged. Go up and explain to Mr. 

UnnRRSHEi.1. that we have only this 
moment heard of his arrival; say we 
understand that he has been obliged 
to oome by a later train, and that we 
shall be delighted to see him, just as 
he is, 

Spurrell (to himtelf). lie was worth 
looking at just as he t cat, when I saw 
him! 

Tred. Very good, Sir Rupert. (To 
himtelf. at he departt ) If I’m not 
precious cartful over this job, it may 
cost me my situation 1 
Spurr. sir Rupert, I’ve been think¬ 
ing that, after what’s occurred, it 
would probably be more satisfactory to 
all parties if I shifted my quarters, 
and - and took my meals in the House¬ 
keeper’s Room. [Lady Mamie and 
Lady Rhode utter inarticulate pro¬ 
tect. 

Sir Rup. My dear Sir, not on any 
aooount—oouldn't hear of it! My wife, 

I’m sure, will say the same. 

Lady Culverin (with an effort). I 
hope Mr. Spueexll will continue to 

be our guest precisely as before—that jo, JUU . 

is, if he will forgive us for putting Vnd. (to himtelf). I may yotuallj 

him into another room—— i U , . . . „ .... meet Lady Mamie Mutt after all! 



“ I'm so very glad— about Emma, you know ! ” 


this moment I 

Tred. No, Sir, excuse me; but you 
can’t hardly do that note. 1 was to 
say that Sir Rupert and the ladies 
would he glad to see you in the 
Drorisg Room himmadiate. 

Und. Man alive! do you imagine 
anything would indnoe me to meet 
them now, after the humiliations 1 
have been compelled to snifer under 
this roof P 

Tred. If you would prefer anything 
that has taken place in the Room, Sir, 
or in the stables to be ’ushed up— 

P i Und Prefer it 1 H it were only 
pos sible' But they know—they know! 
What’s the use of talking like that '< 
Tred. (to himtelf). I know where 1 
am now! (Aloud.) They know nothink 
up to the present, Mr. Uhdrrshmj,, 
nor vet I see no oocasion why they 
should—leastwise from any of Ut. 

Und. But they know I’m here; how 
am I to aooount for all the time— P 
Tred. Excuse me. Sir. I thought oi 
that, and it ooourred to me as it might 
be more agreeable to your feelings, Sir, 
if I conveyed an impression that you 
had only Just arrived—’aving missed 
your tram, Sir. 

Und. (overjoyed). How am I to 
thank ™i? {hat was really most dis¬ 
creet of you—most considerate! 

Tred. I am truly rejoiced to hear 
you say so, Sir. And I ’ll take can 
nothing leaks out. And if you 'll lx 
kind enough to follow me to the Droring 
Room, the ladies are waiting to set 
you. 

Und. (to himtelf). T may gotually 
, meet Lady Mamie Mull after all! 

ou know. (Aloud, recollecting hit condition.) 

t go down like this. I’m iu such a horrible mess! 
rosily don’t peroeive it. Sir; there's a little white on your 
r behind. Allow me—there, it ’§ Off now. (He gket him « 
a.) If you’d like to see few yourself. 


the fact is, I ve only just found out that a young lady I’ve long ooat-oollsr behind. Allow me—there, it’a Off now. (He gnat Aim « 
been deeply attached to is m thia very house. She’s a Miss Emu hand-glatt.) If you’d like to see for yourself. 

PhILU raon —maid, so l understand, to Lady Mamie— and, without Und. (to himtelf at he lookt). A tittle pallor, that’s all. *1 am 
for one moment wishing to draw any comparisons, or to seem un- more presentable than I oould have hoped. (Aloud.) Have the 
grateful for all the friendliness I 've received, I really and truly kindness to take me to Lady Culvekie at onoe. 

would feel myself more oomfortable in a circle where I oould enjoy „ —..... »_ 

rather more of my Emma’s society! Scehe XXIX.— The Chmeee Dfawmg Room. 

Sir Rup. (immentely reUered). Perfectly natiuol! and—hum A few mmutei later. 

—aorry as we are to lose you, Mr. Spurexu, sre—ah—mustn't Sir Rup. (to Uodersheix, after the introductioue have been gout 
be inconsiderate enough to keep you here a moment longer. I through). And so you missed the 4.55 and had to come on by the 7.30, 


daresay you will find the young lady in the Housekeeper’s whioh stops everywhere, eh P 

Room—anyone will tell you where it is. ... Good-night to you, Und. It—it oertainly does stop at most stations. 

then; and, remember, we shall expect to see you in the field on Sir Rup. And how did you get an to "Wyvern—been here long? 

Tuesday. . . Und. N-not particularly long. 

J*dy Maine. Good-night, Mr. SrvBMXU., and—end I’m so very Sir Hup. Fact is, you see, we made a mistake. Very ridiculous, 
glad—about Emma, you know. I hope you will both be very happy, hut we’ve been taking that young fellow, Mr. Spurrell, foi 
, [She thakee handt warmly, you all this time; so we never thought of inquiring whdthei 

Lady Rhode. So do I. And mind you don't forget about that you’d Oome or not. It was only lust now he told no ho# he'd 
liniment, yon know. met yon in the Veraey Chamber, and the very haadaomd way, 

Captain Thwliietn (to himtelf). Mamie don’t oare a hang! And if yon will allow me to any re, in which you had tried to effsxx 
I was ass enough to fanoy- But there, that’s all over now 1 yourself. ' 


Boom—anyone will tell you where it is. ,.. Good, 
then; and, remember, we shall expect to see you i 


Sir Rup. And how did you get an to Wyvern—been here long r 
Und. N-ttot particularly long. 

Stir Rup. Faot is, you see, we mode a mistake. Very ridiculous, 


oei stop at most stations. 

you get on to 'Wyvern—been here long P 


I I was ass enough tofancy- 


t there, that’s all over now 1 


yourself. 
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Vnd. ((o himself). I didn’t expect bim to take that view of it! 
(Aloud.) I—I felt I bad no alternative. 

' [iUdy Maisie regards him t oitk adjuration. 

Sir Hop. Ton did an uncommon fine thing, Sir, and I’m afraid 
tou received treatment on your arrival which yon had every right to 

n Vnd. (to himself). I hoped he didn’t know about the Housekeeper’s 
Room! (Aloud.) Please say no more about it, Sir Rweht. Iknow 
now that you were entirely innocent of any- 

Sir Http, (horrified). Good Gad! yon didn’t suppose I had any 
hand in firing up that booty trap, or whatever it was, did youP 
Young fellows will get bear-fighting and playing idiotic tricks on one 
another, and you seem to have been the victim—that’s how it was. 
Have you had anything to eat since you came P If not- 

Vnd. (hastili/). Thank you, I—I hone dined. ( To himself.) So 
he doesn’t know where, after all! I will spare bim that. 

Sir Hup. Got some food at Shuntingbridge, eh P Afraid they 
gave you a wretched dinner P 

Vnd. Qpite the reverse, I assure you. (To himself.) Considering 
that it came from bis own table! 

Lady Maisie (in an undertone, to Captain Totckresse). Gerald, 
yon remember what I said some time ago—about poetry and poets P 

Copt. Thick. Perfectly, .And I thought you were quite right. 

l,ady Maisie. 1 was quite wrong. I didn't know what 1 was talk¬ 
ing about. I do now. Good night. ( She crosses to Ukdersheix.) 
Uood night, Mr. Bun, I’m so very glad we have met—at last! 

[She goes. 

Vnd. (to himself, rapturously). She ’a not freckled; she’s not even 
randy. She’s lovely! And, by some unhoped for good fortune, all 
this has only raistd me in her eyes. I am more than compensated! 

Copt. Thick, (to himself). I may just as well get baok to Aider- 
shot to-morrow—now. I'll go and prepare Lady C.’s mind, in ease. 
It’s hard lock; just when everything seemed gom’ right! I’d give 
somethin’ to have the other bard baok, I know. It’s no earthly use 
my tryin’ to stand against this one! 

FEMINA DUX FACTI. 

The Tumulus , Parliament Hill , Nov. 5. 

Dear Mb. Pouch,—Do not oonfuse me with a boa-constriotor 
story. Cursed bo he that disturb! my bona fides; and ths above is 
my real address. 

Trne. the ancient Romans knew me aa the Old Pretendresa. but 
1st that pass. What I want to know is this. Will nothing oheok 
the energy of the L. C. C. P—nothing allay their fever for expurga¬ 
tion P I am not a Promenader. I only ask to Ke stilt. If or a Living 
Picture cither, and have not been for more than eighteen centuries. 
Talk of Roman noses 1 Why their eagle wae a ohioken oompared 
with the London Carrion Crows I Such a power of eoent I 

It is Guy Fawkes day, and I hear talk of blowing up the Lords. 
But surelvone must draw thedine somewhere this side of an insidious 
exhumation of tho Monarchy I 

After all, if they do get at my bones, the real marrow of me has 
transmigrated into the New Woman. Sir, there mre New Women 
in my day. We invented everything. I see the Daily Telegraph 
says they have fonnd a pellet. That reminds me that after the 
death of my late husband, Pbasptaocs, King of the Ioeni (not to be 
confused with the Puocjnrc of about the same period), I waa subjected 
to the moat revolting barbarity at the hands of the Veterans (their 
name was legionary), and I was obliged to invent a pellet-proof 
oorset. 

Then, again, we held aU the commissions in the army. How does 


A GAY WIDOW COURTED. 

Noinnifl could be better than the aoting ill! round ’in r the new 
tbree-aot play at the Court. It ia distinctly first-rate, and those 
who want a hearty laugh should proceed to the Court to enjov it. 
And yet there is also serious relief, as there should be—lieht ‘and 
shade. First there is Miss Lottie Verse, who Bhowa us that she 
can mingle pathos with comedy, temper smiles with tears, She is as 
bright as sunshine in the comic somos, and 
when she has to say good-bye to her newly- 
JtVlf . married daughter, she glides from poals of 

_(vr(grids'*. merriment into sobs of sorrow that, are in- 

Zr iJJsl“ tensely touching because they are intensely 
natural. Then Mr. Hawthey, in a part 
nfiUammmSi that fits him down to the ground (in the 

'M W WSmM stalli) and up to the ceiling (in the Gallorv), 

“ frioatly amusing. And he, too, has his 
l\ moro moura f |l l moments. People aeciia- 

/1 tome d 1° seeing this accomplished aotor in 

/ * f.'l-RA butterflytouch-and-go parts would scarcely 
( jsvT'~ oredit him with the power of becoming 

pathetioally unmanned. And vet so it is. 

’ ' Mr. Hawthet, indignant at a false accusa¬ 

tion emanating from his wife, ooromonocs a 
letter full of angry reproaches, addressed to her solicitors, and gradu¬ 
ally forgets everything in his despeiring appeal for the lovo ho oravos 
but which he fears he has lost. Nothing better than this has been 
seen for a long time in a London theatre. Then Mr. Gilbebt Hark 
(inheritor of his father's olevemess) causes roars of laughter bv his 
oomical sketch of a man with a odd. But here, again, the mirth is 
tempered with sympathy. Theeohoof the "ha, ha. ha,” in spitoof its 
inappropriateness, is “ Poor fellow I ” Mr. Tbohse, too, is good, and 
so is Mr. Rtohtok, and so is everyone concerned. 


Tacitus report my famous speech to the Queen Canaort’s Own 
I Regiment of Pioneer* (new ntyialP “ Vmcendnmilia ads tel caden- 
dumesse. Id rnuUeri destmatum. Vitertni tiri el seroirent.” Let 
' the d(en live on in slavery I What a prophetic utterance! 

By the way, not many Emancipated Women of the present day 
could speak better Latin than that. Indeed, we took all the 
l nivemty degrees. I myself was an honorary felo de se. 

Don't tell me that I am prehistoric, and that Tacttds waa a forger 
ot the fourteenth century. No testimony ia sacred now-a-days, not 
even the most profane! 

I conclude with a passage from Madame Sabah Ghat, which I 
think oomea in rather well. 


Issds that the rod of Empire used to wield, 
And whacked to eoetasy the human Mu. 


Tours, in the Spirit, 


Boamoea. 


. P.8.—1 have thought of a proverb. New Women should be put 
into new tumuli. 


FINISHING TOUCHES. 

i " Canon Fvnsn said he believed no man’s education was complete who 
not attend public meetings."— Itaily News.] 

Mt olasaioa were not shaky, nor my mathematics weak, 

My great linguistic fluency enabled me to speak 
In half-a-dosen languages with quite surprising skill, 

And yet—I always felt it—there was something laoking still. 

But, though profoundly conscious of a lingering defect, 

The cause of imperfection I wae puxsled to dotcot, 

But Canon Fobse explains it; for I sorrow to relate, 

I shunned all public meetings, which aooountcd for my state. 

Well, over ehancos past and , 

gone, ’twere idle to shed tears, dffSfe til 

I’m striving now to rectify the Wry#. y ,R. 

fault of former years, r 

And every afternoon and night I f 

rash from street to street, MugE I 1 *I fj 

Endeavouring to mako my cdu- J 

cation more “ complete.” Mg'.ta f J 

Where Anti-Tiviseotionists their w-tSlk 

armaments encamp, BjF v I ‘ B \ 

Where Democrats demooratiso, VM •! • H b 

and stage-reformers ramp, V( \ fjf I \ 

Where fervent Ulstermen point \| /Jf 
out that Moblet is a fool, V jm & TTwTa I // # 

Whore Parnollites insist upon j_ 

the beauty of Home Rule; 

Where leoturars with lanterns make tho vice of drinking clear, 
Where publicans prove amply that onr only hope is beer, — 

To each and all or these I oome, a champion of the oanse. 

And sit imbibing wisdom, and I join in the applause; 

I join in tSe applause, and—yes I The Anti-Smoking crank s 
Invited me, not long ago, to move a rote of thanks I 
Ah, happy, happy moment, when I stood, composed but proud. 
And looked at Mr. Chairman, And the bushed, expectant crowd I 

Tes, Canon Fuasu, I thank you for your Warning so discreet; 
Indeed, our education now it wholly incomplete 
Unless wc meet and “ sympathise, “ insist on,” and ’’ deplore,” 
And listen Jo the prattling Prig, the Faddist, and the Bbre I 


Hoke rot Aovk*tisees.— " Puffin Island.” Of course this is 
only for those who find themselves in “ many straits.” 
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THE CHIEF MOURNER. 

“—rut 

To whore hcyoud those voices there is Peace." 

Tsnjcysok’s “ Oiinevne ," 

Pkack! I/>1 her hand is on thine heart it last. 
No boding cohoes of the battle-blast, 

Whose bated sound thy earthly slumbers broke, 


Earth's mightost autocrat, and yet a man 
Unwitched by War's wrath-stirring rataplan! 

A phantom haunted thee from the red snows 
Where with the blood of legions Plevna ran. 

Where War took on its deadliest, dreadfullest guise, 
The love of Peaee possessed thee, Those closed eyes 
Frowned hack Bellona’s long solieitings. 

Peace smiles on them, though lid on lid now lies. 

Fenoe smiles in love, and weeps in true lament, 
Mourner for one who, worn and trouble-bent, 

Yet with firm hand held fast the Janus gates, 

A despot’s aid to the dove-oarrier lent. 

Therefore the hearts of freemen to thee warmed 
Great Autocrat, because the strong man armed, 

And irresponsible, kept sheathed the sword,— 

By Glory's glittering lure unmoved, unchanged. 

In unoheered isolation, fear-beset. 

Who shall divine what longing, what regret, 

Ached in the heart within that Titan frame, 

How aft with angnith thdse stem eyes were wet ? 


But this man spurned nut Peaoe in fear, nor shook 
In his ailegianoe to her; but would brook 
The fierce revilings of her angry foes 
Rather than face her with unfriendly look. 

*' Otus and Kphialtes held the chain ” * 

That bound the mighty Mars. So through his reign 
He helped to hold the god it “ fetters brand,” 

The fieroe false god who raged and roared in vain. 

So Peaoe beside his bed ohief mourner stands, 

The Great White Teas late lord of limitless lands,— 
And on that broad brave breast, now still in death, 
Lays her own olive- branoh with reverent hands. 
•Iliad, B. Y., 478. 


UWUUSBU VUUVtUUUiJ. VII WfLMV KYHI 

The boundless realm, the huge embattled host P— 

Of what avail to solaoe, gladden, bleu P 
From wife’s endearment or from child’s caress 
Starting dread.shaken, Power sees danger lurk, 
In Peace more menacing than in War's fierce press. 


What His Lobuship most have Said.— A juryman in a recent 
case objected to a private soldier, who is a public servant, being de¬ 
scribed as “one of the lower clasees.” The Lou> Chief Justice 
explained that the witneu had said "rough olasses,” Bet “lower," 
adding his diatom that “patent leather hoots do not make #man 
first class." This remark was ti prow* de hotttti and what the 
Chief meant to say was evidently that “ patent leather boots were 
not to be considered as a patent of nobility,” When Fbavi Lock- 
wood, Q.C., M.P., Attorney-General, heard of it, he wept as for 
another good ohanoe gone for ever. 

Cahoht Ptrcrawa.—In same of the theatrical items for the week 
we see it announced that a certain playwright is at work on a oomio 
open which has for its subjeot Jfanon Lneaui. “ If it is to he a 
tnvMtie," observed “ W. A.,” the World’s Archer, who mikes a 
shot at a pan whenever the ohanoe is given him, "than its title 
should of oourse be ‘ Manan Bur-Zetcaut.' ” 

" Retook is Cohv*tahcmo.”— Certainly, a reform mnch needed. 
Let us have some new Hansoms whioh are not “ bone-shakers ” and 
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THE DECADENT GUYS. “ We must give them time. Already they have oopied our distine- 

(J Calowr-Study fit Onm Carnation,.) “ a ,. oolou ™e- <*>“® '1*V, 

. . ,i . .* . , , , .... , rusTiAN, some day they will adopt our mystic emblem—the Hvmbol 

They were Mating dose together in their ehoraotenstioattitudes; that is suoh a true symbol in possessing no meaning whatever—the 

tie knees slightly limp, and the arms hanging loosely by their eidee; Magenta Cauliflower I And then-and then-* 

lord IUgoi* Tattbrsaia in the peouhar kind of portable ohair he “-It will he time for Us to drop it," oontinued Mr. Fustian 

m o»t attested; Tmnut FumBB in a h»xnn«aaaMt oi hand- Futtbrs, with hie peoular emile of insorutable obviousness, 
barrow. The lemon-tinted November light of a back street in a London “Beautiful ro«e-ooloured ohildran!" murmured Lord Ragoii 

slum floated lovingly on th«r odlapeed frame, and on the great maw of dreamily; “ how aad to think that thev will aU grow up end degenerate 
weary cabbage-stalks that lay:dreaming themaelves daintily to death into pork-butobers.andgenerate,andbishops. and absurdly fuiileper¬ 
il: the gutter at their feet . snns of that sort! Butliateniltieeo aweetof them—-they are goiugto 

They were both dreaeed very much alike, m looeely-fittmg, fan- sing an oiquiaite little oatoh I oompoeed expressly for them, a sort of 
tactically patched eoata. Lord Ragqib was wearing a atraw hat, mellifluoualy raucous nhont with no tune in particular. That is 
with the crown reticently suggested rather than expressed, which where it ie so wonderful. True melody is always quite tuneless! ” 
jutted his complexion very well, emphasising, as it did, the white One by one the shrill, passionate young voices chimed in, until the 
weariness of his smooth faoe, with the bright spot of red that had very lamp-posts throbbed and rang with the words, and they seemed to 


Kwtia.v cutters bad adopted tbe regulation cnimney-pot hat, 
beautiful with the irideeoent sheen of deoay; he was taller, bulgier, 
sad bulkier than hia friend, and allowed his heavy chin to droop 


Tor blow up the King and ’is Porlimcnl. Shall never, be. Forgot! 

’Oiler, boys, ’Oiler!” 


languidly forward. Both wore white ootton gloves, broken boots, 1 Lord Uaootk, with his head bent, listened with a smile parting the 
ana rather small magenta cauliflowers in their button-hi 1-v, I soarlet thread of his lips, a smile in his pretty hollow eyes. ‘ 1 1 wonder 

“Mvdear Haggis,” said fc®. why people should be ex- 


Mr. Flitters, in a gently 
elaborate voice, and with a 
gracious wave of his plump 
straw-distended white An¬ 
gers towards his compan¬ 
ion's chair ; “ yon ore 
looking very well this after¬ 
noon. You would be per¬ 
fectly oharming in a red 
wig and a oookeid-hat, and 


nod green shadows in the 
folds. You would wear it 
beautifully, floating negli¬ 
gently over your shoulders. 
But you are wonderfully 
complete as you are! ” 

"That is so true!” ao- 
quiesoed Kaggie, with per¬ 
fect complooenoy. "I am 
very beautiful. And you, 
Fustian, you are so ener¬ 
getically inert Are you 
If:“tig to blow up to-night P 
You are so brilliant when 
you blow up.” 

“ I have not decided 
cither way. I never do. It 
will depend upon how I 
feel iu the bonfire, I let it 
come if it will The true 
impromptu is invariably 
premeditated.” 

"Isn’t that rather self- 


" My dost Baggie, you are looking very well this afternoon.’ 


horted to remember such a 
prosaic and oommonplaoe 
crime as that," he meditated 
aloud: “a crime, too, that 
had not even the vulgar 
merit of being a success! " 
"Only failures ever do 
succeed, really.” said Fus¬ 
tian, leaning largely over 
his barrow, " How deli¬ 
ciously they are joggling 
us I Don't you like having 
your innermost shavings 
stimulated, Kahoik '< ” 
“There is only one 
stimulating thing in tbe 
world,” was the languid 
answer; “and that is a 
soporific. But see, Fus¬ 
tian, here comes one of 
those unoonseiously absurd 
persons they eall policemen. 
How stiffly be holds him¬ 
self. Why is there some¬ 
thing so irresistibly ludi¬ 
crous about every orcature 
that possesses a spine? 
Perhaps because to be ver¬ 
tebrate is to be normal, and 
the normal is nroessarily 
such a hideous monstrosity. 
1 love what are milled warped 
distorted figures. The only 
real Adonis nowadays is a 


contradictory P ” said Kaooie, with his pretty quiok smile. i 0 uy.” And the shrill voices of the young choristers, detaching (hem- 

“Of oourse it is. l)oes not consistency solely consist in contra- solves one by one from the melodic fabric in whichthey were enmeshed, 
dieting oneself f But I suppose I am a trifle decoutu” grew fainter and fainter still—until they slipped at last into silence. 

“ Yon are. Indeed, we are both what those absurd olothes-dealing' *’ Fustian, did you notioe? Our rose-wlute adherents have abandoned 
Philistines would eall ‘ threadbare ’—you and X.” ! u». They have run away—’ done a guy,’ as vulgarians express it. 


__ „„„ ___,_ of fidelity comprised in knowing exactly when to Betray r 

little trees into brand-new suits of hideous non-arsenical green every i “ How original you are to-day, Fustian ! But what is this crude 
spring.® As if withered leaves, or even nudity itself, would not really ; blue copper going to do with you and mer Can we be going to 
“ft infinitely more decent! I detest a coat that is what the world I beoome notorious —really notorious at last. 

calltt a ‘fit \* ” “I devoutly trust not. Notoriety is now merely a synonym for 

“Clothes that fit,” observed Lord Kahoie, gravely, “are the respectable obscurity. # But he certainly appears to be engaged in 
natural penalty for possessing that, dreadful deformity, a good figure, what a serious humourist would call running us in. . , . 

Only exploded mediocrities like Tuppeh and Bunn and 8 hak*peabe * How pedantic of him 1 Then shan t we be allowed to explode at 
aught to have figures.” all this evening F , „ 

;• Mad Shaxspeahe a figure P I thought it waa only a boat” “ It seem, not. They think we are dangeroua. How can one 

We shall have our little bnat brand by, I suppose, said Baggie, tell? Perhaps we are. Give me alight, Kaggie, and Iwillbebnlliant 
pensively, “ I wonder when. I fed in the mood to sally forth and for you alone. Come, the young Shoeblack bends to his brush, and 
paint the night with strange soarlet, slashed with silver tad gold, the pale-faoed Coster watohes huti in his pearly kicknes; the 
while our young votaries—beautiful mink boys in paper bats—let off shadows on the mussels in the fish-stall are violet., and the vendor 
marvellous pale epigrammatic craokers and purple paradoxical squibs of halfpenny ioes is washing the spaces of his tumblers with primrose 
;n our honour ” and with crimson. Let me bo brilliant, dear buy, or I feel that I 

. "See, Raogie, here oome our yeuthfuldWs.! Do they not shall buret for sheer varaityand pas, awavas so many of us have 
lock deliriously tenocet .~1 WhnriMtl. rTwifli, though, we passed, with all my oombustibles still m me!" 

.Could oontrive to imbue with something of bar own lovely And with gentle resignation, as martyr* whose apotheosisis merely 
limpness—they are so aimeioutr lively andaeuve.” postponed. Lord Eaog» and Fustian Flitters allowed themselves 

That will oome, Fustian” said Lord Raogie, indulgently, to be slowly moved on by the rude band of au unsympathetic Pooler. 


rs allowed themselves 
unsympathetic Pooler. 
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the pouie guide t« the oiyil SERVICE. 

{By an Affable Pkiheopher and 
Courteous Frieyl,) 

This Choice of a Private Secretary. 

Ha vino explained the node of entering the 
Bsrvioe of the Crown by becoming the Secre¬ 
tary of the Pnblio Squander Department, I 
sow proceed to ooniiaer the beet manner in 
whioh you should comport yourself in that 
position. The moment it is known that you 
have aoccpted the appointment you wiQ re- 



^5 


; tip ” 1 ! 


aamring young gentlemen for the post of 
Pnrate Secretary. Of course the notes must 
be civilly answered, but on no account pledge 
yourself to any one of the writers. And here 
1 may give what may be termed the golden 
rule of the yervioe, " always be polite to the 
individual in particular, and contemptuous to 
the publio in general. The tradition of 
many generations of officials has been to re¬ 
gard outsiders as enemies. There may be 
small jealousies in a Government Depart- 


shoulder to shoulder with his fpllow to repel 
the attacks of non-civilians. And the word 
" attack ” has many meanings. Practically, 
everything is an attack. If an outsider asks 
a question, the query is an attaok. If an out¬ 
sider complains, the grievanoe is an attaok. 
If an outsider begs a favour, the petition is 
an attack. If you bear this well in mind, 
you cannot go wrong. Adopt it as your 
creed, and you may be sure that you will 
btume immediately an ideal head of a 
Government Department. 

Say that you have accepted your appoint¬ 
ment, and are prepared to take up at onoe the 
duties appertaining to your new position. 
No doubt during ysur "attacks” upon the 
Milestones you will have oome across several 
of the officials of the Publio Squander Depart¬ 
ment. Ho when you arrive in the hall of your 
new bureau you will be recognised at once 
by most of the messengers. You will be con¬ 
ducted with deference to your new quarters, 
lou will find them very comfortable. Any 
number of eaay-ohairs. Large writing-desk. 
Several handsome tables. Rich carpet, rug. 
to match, and a ooal-sonttle with the depart¬ 
mental cypher. On the walla maps and 
some armour, The latter, no doubt, has 
come from the Tower, or Iloiyrood, or Dublin 
Ustle. Most probably one of your pre¬ 
decessors has given an official dinner in your 
™»m, and tbe armour is the result of the 
importunity of his Private Seoretary. 

J say, Tmcterfor*," tout predeoessnr 
has observed, “ don't you think these wall, 
are a bit’bare? Don’t you think you could 
get t hem done up a bit P ” 

“ Certainly, Sir,” Tentkbfobe has replied, 
and the result of his energy has been the 
trophies you see around you. Tkntebfore 
has applied to the people at the Tower, or 



». ——“J uy tuu A UUAAU 

I’epartment, and retained. It it a rule of 
the bureau that anything that has been onoe 
accepted shall be kept for ever. That is to 
8a y,.if it can be olearly proved that the things 
retained can be useful somewhere else. You 
look round with satisfaction, and then greet 
with effusion the chief clerk. He has been 
waiting to reoeive you. As you do not know 
the ropes, it is advisable to he oivil to every 
j»e. Later on, when you have a talented 
aasietant to promptyou, you can allow your 
cordiality to oooL However, at this moment, 
11 >■ better to be extremely polite to all the 
*?rid, and (if you know herJUs wife. The 
«uef clerk u delighted to exchange expres- 
aons of mutual respect and oommon good- 


HOW'OPINION IS FORMED. 

‘ Have von bead that hbartlt Book Tni Maws Ptomr, by Lapt Midulkskx t" 
Yrs . 1 batheb LiKRi) it." _ He. "So diii 1." _ 

He will put in something neat about. matter open. You must remember that upon 
lestones as a concession to your labours; the appointment your future success depends, 
t dirootion. ! Moreover, it is a nioe little pieoe of patronage 

y dear Sir.” you will reply with a j whioh you may as well retain for yourself. 

“ don't bother yourself about them. I j When yon have selected your private seo- 
ep them quite safe. We have noting 1 retary it swill be time to get into harness, and 
■ from them.” * I of this operation I hope to treat on some 

fooe of the chief elerk will beam. Hej future occasion. 


will. He will put in something neat about 
the Milestones as a oonoesaion to your labours 
in that dirootion. 

"My dear Sir.” you will reply with a 
smile, “ don’t bother yourself about them. I 
oan keep them quite safe. We have nothing 
to fear from them.” * 

The faoe of the chief elerk will beam. He 
will see that you are one of them. Milestones 
for the future ere to be defended, not attaoked. 
He will accept you as an illustrious bureau- 
oratio recruit. He will see that you are ready 
to stand shoulder to shoulder in defence of the 
office. Could anything be better f 

Then for about the thirtieth time you will 
be asked if you have selected a private secre¬ 
tary, and the chief clerk will suggest his own 
particular nominee. With much oordunty 
you will reoeive the proposal, but keep the 


iwyB nn vunmiwi as* « e.v 

1 graph , ** * tip up' of their own aooord the 
i instant they are vacated.” Then, evidently, 
■ the system of “fees to attendants” is not 
| abolished at T.R. Drury lane. In theatres 
| where it is abolished no " tipping up” oould 
possibly he permitted. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Gleams of Memory; with Some Reflec¬ 
tions, is the happy titleof Mr. James Patn’s 
U»t Iwok, published by Smith and Elder. 
The wit of the title flashes through every 
page of the single volume. Within its 
modest limits of epaee will he found not 
only some of the best stories of the day, but 
stories the best told. Nut a superfluous 
word spoils the gems, which have been ruth¬ 
lessly taken out of their setting and spread 
wideoast through the circulation of many 
newspapers reviewing the work. My Baro- 
nite. fortunately, has not space at his dis¬ 
posal to join in this not of Bat, though 
seductive, burglary. He advises everyone 
to go to the book itself. The reader will 
find himself enjoying the rare privilege of 
intimacy with a cultured mind, and a heart 
so kindly that temptation to say smart 
things at the expense of others, which 
underlies the possession of overflowing 
humour, is resisted, apparently without 
effort. Like the German Emperor or Mr. Justin McCarthy, Mr. 
Pavn probably “ could be very nasty if be liked.” He doesn't like, 
and is therefore himself liked all the better. 

That little talo entitled 7'Ae Black Patch, by Gertrude Clay 


A SLIGHT ADAPTATION. . 

{Suggested hg the recent Debate (ladies only) at the Pioneers Club « 
Shortcomings of the Malt Sex.) 

Nova raulier vociferatur more Whitmanico. 



Come ray modern women, 

Follow me tnie evening, get your numbt 
itady, 

Have you got your latchkeyef have yon yo 
members’ axes? 

Pioneers I 0 Pioneers t 

To tho clnb in Bruton Street 
We must march my darlings, tne and si] 
great ensemble. 

We the strenuous lady champions, all t 
tremely up to data, 

Pioneers I 0 Pioneers! , 

0 you girls, West-End girls, 

0 you young revolting daughters, full 
manly pride and manners, 

Plain I see you West-End girls (no retleoti 
on your features!). 

Pioneers! 0Pioneers! 


SM Pioneers! 0 Pioneers 

Have our lords and masters baited P 


Kke-Sktmsr. introduces to the public a rather novel character in the Do they humbly take a baok-seat, wearied out with 

person of a MUt Clara Beauchamp an amateur female detective, to Madame Sabah Gbaud f 

whom Shkrlocx -Houses, when he ohooees to " oome out of his We take up the dual garments, and the eyeglass and 


the cycle. 

Pioneers f 0 Pioneers! 

From North Hampstead, from South Tooting 


ambush,” (for no one believes he fell over that preoipioe and was killed the oyole. 

about a year ago,] ought at onoe to propose. It would be an excellent Pioneers! 0 Pioneers! 

firm. ClaBa would make onr Holmes happy, and a certain advertising _ „ „ , , , 

medicine provide r bearing the same name as the heroine of this sport- From North Hampstead, from South Tooting, 

ing story would have another big ohanoc of increasing hia “ hoard- Frora Peokbanl . from the the shires 

ings.” . The Baron, skilled as he is in plots, owns to having been now ... ye oome, .... 

and again pnnled over this one whioh oiever Clara the Clearer soon the dress of comrades noting, bonnets, fashions 

makes apparent to everybody. The story is a working out of the „. cr _ umg, 

description of twins, how “each is so like both that you can’t tell Pioneers 1 0 Pioneers! 

t’other from which.’’ But mind you, not ordinary biped twins-oh -m- , ..._ 

dear no-they are.... No.... theBaron respeits ^lady’s secret, We pnmevaj fetters loosing., 

and reoommends the inquisitive to get the book and penetrata the ottr busbsnda taming, vexing wc and worrying 


Mrs. Gudnby, 



To ail those who like a mystery, and who gratefully remember ” 8 onr 
Florence Washer’s House on the Marsh, 1st the Baron recommend o'm,.™. i 

A Perfect Fool, by the same authoress. Dickensian students will be Pioneer#. Pi neers 
struok by the fact of a "Mr. Dot: "being kept on the premises. He is a 
oaged Diokic, poor chap; but, like his anoestor the original Mr. Dick, 
he sets everybody right at last. The Banin dare not say more, lest 
ho should let ihe Dickie out of the cage. The only disappointment, 
to old-fashioned novel-readers, at least, who love justice to be done, 
and the villain to receive worse than he has given, is in the moral of Mdyv 
the tale; yet in these decadent Yellow Asterioal and Green Car- 
national days it is as good as oan bo wished. Florence Warden 
is neither priggish nor Chnroh-Wardenish; and so, when the sooun- 

arel- But here, again, the Baron must put his finger to his lips, ,L 

and ask you to road the story; when, and not till then, he may 


remember e onr owl ? !’ ves Iremy living, we as baeholor-girls 


Literary domes are we, 

Singers, speakers, temperance read? 

artists we and journalists, 

Here and there a feslise actress (genera 
to be found in our smoking-root 
Pioneers I 0 Pioneers! 

Raise the mighty mistress President 
Waving high the delicate President, os 
all the Lady President (bend yo 
heads all), 

Raise the warlike Mrs. M-w-nob-d, etc 
impassive Mrs. M-m-kor-d, 
Pioneers! 0 Pioneers 1 


and ask you io road the story; when, and not, till then, he may .{UBBiM 1 V „ . heads au), 
imagine whether yon do not agree with him, “ Mgstire !" ' ^ u,e warlike Mrs. M-ee-NOB-D, st« 

Curiosity has ever been a weakness of human nature, and that impasnve Mrs.M- m-nor-d, 

seems to he the only reason why so many make themselves unoom- las 1 ' oneer * 0 Pioneers I f 

fortsble by taking journeys to the Pole. Imitating Nansen, dnae-f I 

Gordon stables, M. U., R.N., sends his hero To Greenland anil the This sort of thing goes on for about twenty more verses, for whi 
Pole, which he reaches after muoh ” skildbning ” (the book must he readers are kindly referred to the original in Leaves of Grass. 
read to grasp its meaning), and reoeiving a chilly but polite weloome, really applies without any further adaptation, 
with the arrogance of an Englishman breaks tho cold silence by ============ 

singing the “ National Anthem," when of course the Pole is thawed . 

atonoe! A "MAN IN ARMOUR” TO THE MULTITUDE. 

Writes a Baronitess Junior, " Those little bova and girls who de- On Lord Mayor's Day. 

remember,the Ninth| What. CWil Committee w 
- A drio'proceedan you’ve got! 1 W1 t&tStfU'?. 


appropriately Countess of 4 a rset. It is fantastically illustrated bv . ... ^ 

Rosie M. M. Pitman, and published by MacmiILan & Co., and T t* ?? f- With mobs and a smii»«» 

shows how unpleasant a jar oan be in a family. And yet has not 1 “2* r8Mon w “ y L ‘ , T . „iS*.i » t. . moul 

the poet finely said, 1 A thing of beauty is a Jar far ever!’ ” ,, , LPdL The old panegam* sapop 

' The Baron is anxiously expecting the appeonnoe from The Should eend the old custom to An aldwmon mw be a glntt 
Leadenhall Press of Mr. 'tanJTchZp-book. ‘Ofchurse, aU “the Th8r8 i S :„ a * U ““ Ur * bont ** 

Chapmen ” from " Chap 1 ” to * 4 Last Chap M are on the look out lor m , ftrn * 0,ar » . , _wid Goo *^37 -f 

it. The Boron fancies it will be a perfect tic-simile, and if not per- , 08,8 1 


Rosie M. M. Pitman, 
shows how unpleasant 
the poet finely said, * J 
The Baron is anxii 


Pitman, and published by MacmiILan & Co,, and T A 
pleasant a jar oan be in a family. And yet has not 1 
■ said, ’ A thing of beauty is a Jar far ever f ’” 


Chappies”from ’’Chap 1” to" Laet Chap "ore on the look ont for “f” m armour, umiuoo W 

it. The Boron fancies it will be a perfect tic-simile, and if not per- , Sn^52m^w° a, ^»IlAmh«r n t 

(he^lpTra Wh ° U *° “* * UtllOT wiU “ y with Mdioro^. * SdlfovlC^ 

" w U human,” 


whioh is a most pope-ular quotation; while as to the latter half of 
the line “ to forgive, divine ’’—that, in a maasure, is one of the uu- 
•trainod prerogatives of the BxNxncxNT Baron dr B.-W. 


Or hear Mrs. ORKttuoN Chant P ! A holiday glorious you ’ve go 
Though city orowds hurtle to But " unifioatiau” will rob tl 
weloome the turtle* whole nation 

And shout at theMayor and Of one gorfold ^ree-whi^ 
thexuse; I is roll 
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I1TTEBS TO A DEBUTANTE. 

Dearest Gladys,—You have made immense progress nine# you 
nxst came out. Still, you will bo all tho better tor an oocauunal bint 
lrom your more sophisticated friend. Your brief engagement to the 
serious young stamj)-collector was—whatever may be said against it 
-*at least, an experience, and I don’t at all disapprove of Cissy, and 
Ijaby Beaumont, and the other clever hoys, but—why cull Captain 
Mabjiington ” J ack” P That wonderful tennis- ^ 

player, Mrs. Lomus Hopcer has merely, tacitly, JWR, 
lent, him to you, she will soon be in I/rodon 
again, and then, shooting and theatricals over, 

Jack” will also go book to the city of mist 1 . 

and fog. You will be obliged to return him, 
whether “with thanks” or not. He is dofi- W i|Bir 
uitely charming, but charmingly indefinite, 
and, in fact, he is playing with you as you and 
Oriel played with each other, as Miss Tonooon 
is now playing with Oriel, and as someone (lot H W 

us hope! will, Borne day, play with Miss Too- USPyJ! 




m 


A FITTING OPPORTUNITY. 


Comfortable Citizen [to Truth Beggar, who has asked for an old Coat). 
“ Hit what toe worn,D nr Twnhs be to you ! You ’he such a 

ScAIHt-OllOW, AND I'M SO STOUT I ” 

Irish Beggar. "An, TEE HONOUR, RUT IT ’» YOURSELF THAT HAS 
1'lrnty of Stare Clothes I" 


TO MOLLY. 

(By Q. H. Glad^onius Flaccus, Junior.) 

Sweet maid, your name I dream of inoesssntly, 

For, like your voice, it sounds very pleasantly, 

Molli tel canora voce duleie. 

Nomine duleie ee ueque molli. 

It has a charming old-fashioned smack to it, 

Beau Betnamx’t age—it oorries one back to it, 

. Powder and patch, and rustic maiden, 

Name With tho scent of the hay Held a laden. 

Then English maid was sweet as a maid may be, 

This age has changed her, made her less staid, may he, 
’ Mongst. other follies now it’s taught her 
How to become a “ revolting daughter.” 

Poor blind revolting danghter! I pity her— 

You 're juat os clever, probably prettier. 

1 n sweet content maid’s sphere adorning, 
Yellow-Aiqerioal problems soonting. 

May these he “ fandi mollia temjmra" 

Your smile can make me proud as as emperor, 

Hat swift my cares, should you be frowning, 

I ’ll in deep waters (and strong) be drowning 

Accept my ode! Don’t “ think it too odious,” 

Sweet maid in name and voioe so melodious, 

Molli et canora core dulde, 

Nomine duleie ee usque molli. 


soon. Of course, a# long as you both know it’s JRk*. ^ J) j 

a game and “play the rules” it’s all right. HP ft ! 

I enjoyed your letter telling me how “ splen- mK)- / t 
didly” the theatricals went off, and that ) F 

‘‘everyone said it was a great suoeess.” My Ilf 

dear child, you are delightful-quite refresh- m mV- 'Ml 
ing; and have kept, in all its early bloorn, of 

mean, liteiallyfwhat they Bay. ifowoncarth 
can you, or any of the other performer*, know yaffils’ 
whether it was a suooess or not? Of course wj ,'k 

everyone said it was. (luitc so; who would bo 
rude enough to lay it was a failure? Tho mure atrocious tho 
performance, the more praise it would get. Guests invariably 
llatter amateurs to their faoes; and, on the other hand, however 
admirable it may have been, they never fail to abuse it to everyone 
else. I don’t know whether it’s jealousy, or simply irritation at 
being obliged to lit still (generally in Ihe dark), and look.on while 
others are showing off and enjoying themselves; but I do know that 
they critioise severely, without exception, all amateur entertain¬ 
ments. As I am your most intimate friend, of course pooplo think it 
safe to disparage you to me, and I have had various accounts. All 
the men agreed that it was “ awful rot,” and the women that it was 
quite absurd, very dull, and as long as the Cromwell Hoad; that 
our dear Cissy was quite too ridiculously conceited as a manager, 
attempting effects, suitable only for Drury Dane, on a tiny drawing¬ 
room stage; for instance, those dreadful stone steps, on which you 
were to “ trip down,” and over which you tripped up. You see, my 
informant caught you tripping! 

Cissy, poor incompetent darling, made, it seems, touching 
attempts to be "topical," and “up to date,” by allusions of the 
tritest and lamest description to the Empire, tho Czar, and dyna¬ 
mite, and by wearing a huge green carnation. Tho whole thing com¬ 
pletely missed fire, I am told; and was the usual tedious exhibit inn 
of complooent young vanity. You >o too sensible to he offended, 
dear, especially as I can no more fora a judgment from their 
description than from yours—knowing you all to he prejudiced. 
However, I quite believe you looked sweet in your pretty costume, 
and I wish I had been there to Beo the fun. 

Last night, at dinner, I met your old admirer, Mr. Goli>i:kiti;h. 
He told me he wantod to be married, and asked me “to lock out 
for a nioe wife for him.” I am afraid the sort of man who says that 
lives to be an old bachelor. I could have looked after him better, 
but that on my other side was a person ill whom I lake great 
interest; that is to say, someone I have only just met. The Eton 
Ta titers would like him, He is a writer, perfectly “new” ; and 


Hot having read a line of hu, or even knowing he was an author, 
I began with my usual formula, “ I am so interested tn your work, 
Mr. ot; Trouvaille" (he’s French by descent.). Ho was a little 
doubtful of mo at tint, hut I think we shall become iriends. 11o said 
nothing aboutAmving met me in a previous existence, did not ask li 
I believed in instantaneous sympathy, and omitted to inquire which 
was not my day at home. So, you see, he is not quite like everyone 
else. Before the end of dinner, he bad spoken, very respectfully, but 
not unfavourably, of my eyes, and he is going to send mu his book. 
Enchantment. He belongs to the new literary school they calf 
“ Seniitivists.” I wonder what it means 1 Good-bye, dear. 

Ever your loving M a uj oiuk. 


hu name is Mead-lam. from * violent attack of the orxtica. ___ 


rot. era. 
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A POLITICAL CONEEBENCE. 

Sctur.—The interior of a clootie Country 
Villa. Present—-An aged, ittuotriouo, 
but retired, Statesman and Leader, en¬ 
gaged now in thrumming a lyre. To 
'him enter hie youthful successor, with 
certain scrolls. 

Sener (eagerly). My dear PBDruu.! So 
s lid yon have oome! The very man I wished 
Ut see. Be seated. 

Jurenis ( depositing tcrollt). A thousand 
thanks. Delighted to see you looking to 
well, my dear Gladstonics, 

Saner [cheerily). Never better, thank the 
gods '.—and the oonlariui I 

[Twanglee nimbly. 
Jurenis. Ah! Cinctnnatus, in retirement, 
pleased himself with the plough; your re¬ 
creation wad wont to be the axe or the banjo; 
mm 1 poroeive it is the-harp! 

Sniex [sharply). Not at all, Pbimula, not 
at all. This is not a harpl 

[Plays and sings. 

Poscimur. 8i quid racui sub umbra 
I.numus tecum, quod et hone is annnm 
Vi vat et plures, age, dio LafSnum, 

Barbite, carmen. 

• • • 

0 decus Phiubi et dapibus supremi 
(Irata testudo Jovis, 0 laborum 
l)ulce lenimen mihi ounque salve 
Kite vooanti. 

Jurenis [astounded). Charming, I'm sure 1 
Senex [beaming). Think so? I fear you 

Hatter. 

Jurenis. Not at all. You may say, with 
vour new favourite— 

“ Quod si me lyricis vatibus inseres, 
Sublimi feriam eideru vertioe.” 

‘Senear [modestly). Very prqtty 1 But I fear 
the over-youthful Muses may disdain an Old 
Man’s belated wooing. 

Jurenis Islily ). Even a Grand Old Man’s? 
Saner [shuddering). Nay, no more of that, I 
an’ you love me. By the way, I wanted to 
consult you on a little musical matter. 

.Jurenis [dubiously). Ah I Concerning yon 
Hibernian Harp, I presume?. 

Sana [impatiently). Dear me, no! The 
Hibernian Harp be— jangled. As, indeed, it 
is, and unstrung into the bargain. 

Jurenis [relieved). Why, htve you then, 
like the other Minstrel Boy, “ torn its ohords 
asunder” ? 

Seurz. Well, no, not that exactly. I fear 
its native thrummers will spare others that 
trouble. Bat—ahem!—it is the Horatian 
i.yrc that intereate me at present. 

Jurenis, I see:— 

“Quern virumantheroalyrayelaori 
Tibia snmis oelebrnre, Clio ? 

Quem deum ? Cujus recinet jooosa 
Nomen imago, 

Aut in umbrosis Hehoonis oris 



A GOOD GUESS. 

First 'Arry [who has been reading City Article). “ I SAY, what 's ' Briohtok A'n' mean I " 
Second 'Arry [of a Sporting turn). “ ‘ Bbiohton 'Arbikk*,' I nT'Ose." 


Seimr [miuingliA. Hum! I have not yet 
tried the Tibia—the thrill pipe—but I may. 

^ Jurenis. Doubtless; and you are quite equal 

Smex (drily). Thanks* But I ’ve no wish, 
mv dear Primula, “ to play the role at elderly 
Sareieeue." At present my part is only that 
ot Echo —to the Venusian’s vibrant voioe. 

[Muses. 

Jurenis (taking advantage of the oppor¬ 
tunity). Well, my dear Glidstoniub, there 
are one or two little matters upon whieh 1 
want to take your opinion. For example, 

1 vcniu o . .. 

‘ Senex (auiekly). “ C.EC1LIU8, who provoked 
the nopalaoe to such a degree, that Cicbxo 
°?nld hardly restrain them from doing him 
’’““nee.” Do you want me to play the pert 


Jurenis (taken aback). Well —ahem!— 

hardly that, perhaps. But- 

Sen ex (interrupting him). My dear 
Primula, as I have already said in response 
to an appeal from a friend of the modem 
Orrilips (not, like Horace's pedagogue, 
“PlagosueJ’ though), “After a contentious 
life of fifty-two years, I am naturally 
anxious to spend the remainder of my days 
in freedom from controversy.” 

Jurenis. Oh! Quite so—of course. But 

ahem!—the people are a little pressing- 

Senex. Eh? To hurtful measures ? What 
says A trot; sms's “ pleasant mannikin "again, 
a propot t [ Tmums. 

Justum et tenaoem propositi virum 
Nan civium ardor prava jubentium, 

Non vultus inst antis tyranni, 

Mente qnatit solida neque Auster, 

Dux inquieti turbidus Hadriae, 

Neo fulminantis magna minus Jovis 
Si fmetus illabitur orbis, 

Impavidum forient ruinte. 


w;uiu nanlly rMtrain them from Ming urn -- 

nolenoe,” Do you want me to play the pert Jurenis. Doubtless. One *ueh as yourself, 
cf Cicxbo ? "retired from business, like your beloved 


Horace on bis Sabine farm. 

“ llle potens sui 

Lietusque deget, oni licet in diem 
Dixisse Vixi;’’ 

But of me it cannot—yet-be said— 

“ He, master of himself, in mirth may live 
Who saith, ‘ I rest well pleased with former 
days.' ” 

Senex. Hahl Sir John Beaumont's ver¬ 
sion. Not so bad, but might be improved, I 
think. By the way, why should not you and 
I do the " Satires "—together ? 

Jurenis. Charmed, I am sure. Just now, 
however, I fear Put little too busy. 

Smex. Booh! Only occupies one's odd 
moments, and is as oasras shaving, or shaping 
a new Constitution, For example, I ’ll give 
you an impromptu version—call it adaptation 
& jou like-Vif the first “ Ad Mmoenatem” : 

“ Mmoenas itavii edits regibus.” 

Jurenis. Oh I thanks, »o much! Only- 

Senex. It won’t take ten minutes. listen I 
[Tunes up and tinge. 

An ItoSEBERrAM. 

Primula, from old Beotia sprung! 

My ohos’n suceemor, though so young 1 
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l'liu, ’midst Olympian (lust rJnlijrht 
To whirl the chariot's rapid (light. 

/'ll watch your glowing axles roll 
Nicely around the close-grazed goal. 

You hold the palm of wondrous worth 
Which late I wore upon the earth: 

Tho Commons, now, sole crown desire, 
And to un-veto’d power aspire. 

You '11 have enough to rule tho deep 
And Gaul placate, and Libya keep. 

1 'm now a swain who loves hie toil. 

To tune his pi|>e, and tend his noil. 

Not Asia's wealth tempts me to sail 
O’er faction's deep, and hrave the gale. 
Sonic say, though now, in love with ease, 

.1 shun the storms of party seas; 

That soon 1 'll summon the old oraw, 

And rig our shattered hark anew. 

Too muoh 1 love this ancient wine, “ 
Pressed from the old Veutuiau's vine 1 
Isi my free limbs at leianre laid I 
The old instruments that once I played. 
The harp, the lain jo, hung aloft f 


Hibernian airs, though sweet and soft. 
And Ethiopian minstrelsy, 

No longer hove muoh charm for me. 

Now I prefer the Lydias lyre, 

And of bland Ho a ace never tire. 

Yon youngsters like a martial life— 

The trumpet-challenge and the strife; 
With ardour seek the tented plain. 

Your "gauntlet's down”! Good may 
gyou gain I 

For me, another line I choose. 

And, late in life, I oourt the Muse, 
Unmindful of IteUona’s oh&rme, 

And the uld stir of War'a alarm. 

Ah! onee in full tilt 1 bad borne 
Against CcKCiuna full of soorn; 

Put Mutric now seems more divine I 
With ivy-wreaths my temples shine. 

Far from the world’s tumultuous throng, 
The nymphs teduee me with their song; 
Here in oool grove I’m going to dwell. 
Like Hoiuca, with "the sounding shell.” 
I feel a wish—sweet leisure’■ fruit— 


To twangle on the Leablan lyre. 

If, late, to lm .10 fame I rite, 
v My brow indeed shall strike the skies." 

. There! What think you of that-for 
impromtu r “ 

JuvenU [routing himtelf). Oh, excellent 
—moat exoellent 1 How do yon do it f And 
now, my dear GnAWTOirrtja, with your him 
permission, we will go—— 


Stnox promptly). To dinner! Exactly 
my dear Pmotla, ’’ 

Nunc is bibendum, none pede libero 
Fulsanda tellus, nunc Saliaribus, 

Ornare jralvinar deorum 
Tempua erat, dapibua, sodales. 

Come along, my hoy 1! I 

[Skips away.foUmced timely by hit guest, 

FASHION AND FELONY. 

Mb. Pcncii, Sie,—M agistrates arc begin- 

the ridiculous pockets in latSies^dresses^wliich 
afford such a temptation to the felonious 
classes 1 I should like to draw attention to 
an invention of my own which, X think, quite 
meets the difficulty. It is called the “ Patent 
Unpiokable Eleotnoal Safety Pneumatic Com¬ 
bination Purse-Pocket,” and it does not matter 
in the least in what part of the dress this 
pooket is placed. No sooner is the lliicfs 
hand in oontaot with the purse than a power¬ 
ful voltaio oirouit is at onoe formed, and by 
the principle of oapillaty attraction, coupled 
with lhat of molecular magnetisation, the 
hand is firmly imprisoned. Scientific readers 
will readily understand how this happens. In 
hiseifortstorclcasehishand the thief touch™ 
a button, when an electrical search light of 
five thousand oondlo-power is at onoe thrown 
around, a policeman’s rattle of a peculiarly 
intense tone is set going, several land tor¬ 
pedoes discharge simultaneously from all sides 
of the dress, while the voice of a deceased 
judge issuing from a eonoealed phonograph 
pronounces a sentenoe of seven years’ penal 
servitude on the now conscienee-strieken de¬ 
predator. Yours, Edison Jdniob. 
r ft 1 . .. 

Jo|it Scalier, 

Bohn 1818. Dish Novembhu 3, 1891. 

[“ The unique characteristic of Mr. Walwh’s 
life wss his relation to The Times . 11 — Obituary 
Katies «« the Tima Kacspoper.'] 

Think of the name, and worthy heir 
To tho Great Journal’s power—and care, 

He, too, has passed, and left a void 
None else oan fill. A life employed 
In arduous duty to that page 
Which holds the history of an age. 

Is sound State-service, and demands * 
Acclaim from British hearts and hands. 

A sober, serious Englishman, 

Steadfast of purpasn firm of plan, 

He held his great inheritance 
With strong clean hands, with oool dear 
glance. 

Unmoved by the hot moment, blown 
By no ohanoe wind, ho held his own 
Determined course, despite disfame 
From lips whose pruise he held as shame. 

Or right or wrong, his high intont, 

Shaken by no weak sentiment, 

To manly souls was manifest; 

And now he passes to his rest 
Punch lays his laurel on the bier 
Of one whom sorrow shook, not fear: 

Whose reoord o’er earth's realms and dimes 
Lives in those words “ He was The Time* ■ 
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OUft«qOKINQ-OFFlCE. GISMONDA. 

ofith* Pouniy, by'Mn.'^J^i) KimSd! D u „ T ( To ^.Pmuh. 

- « l*dy who u alreody responsible for *£*,“ Mi y»B, r To you, who are a> so great lover of the theatre, 

The Hunting Girl ; Wedded to Sport, e ?5l l . ,1 l an 5 “ en “< 1 “®“» my impressions of the first of the new drama 
and. a number of ether romances dear to S* *****$ g AW,0C - « « h> you of to spread them iu the country of the 
the heart of those who follow the hounds, ttnmortal. phikspir. Allow that I render my homages hi this name 
33» deputy-assistant report* that he *° Ulurtnous, me who have essayed sinoe so long time to speak and to 
WU delighted with the newest of the 7*y® f“,® * ail guoge of that great author. And see there, m tine 1 can 
authoress's novels, and loundfce three to T ° °»‘, . . . 

vebunas rather too short than too long. ■ wants me some words foT to praise the put in scone of this new 
Now that London is in the midst of dranm at the theatre rf Mistress Saiuu Busnuardt. ai,om<!a! 
November and its fogs, those who dwell ' (if i‘ su P® r1> ' . ^ >* » dream! Ah! if your 

near the frosted-silvery Thames oan “F®*™ see this luxury of decorations, this all together so 
toko a real pleasure in stories of the “A sod.sn etiquetto! And 

. ocuntry. To sum up, The Catch of MotmusP And EaowkF Could, they make to fabnoatu of such 
the County must (to adopt the slang of the moment) have “ oaught odlti “ 8 ’ . ol ““<* trees. ol such furniture P 1 hey had not th«se r h»\v 
on.” A fact that must be as entiMaotory to Mrs. Kennabd as to ft, JJTJJlSui „ ^ j u • l’ ro P rK,lir '■ 

herreadew. And when both supply and demand are pleased, Messrs. nhf.fe”! <> S 8 r1 1 >lt ? ln ' >t h ?. Pr<, ‘ 

“ mtisfll™ & C °" thB mMt (Uke O* “ d **» ta &££ alwTys uitffl be Bu& at as ttsat? M^ 

A Baronitesa write*: “ Quily-boimd Christmas books'have been a picture of 

facing me for some time, and, with an insinuating look, seem to say, ST* ♦ 

• r iSirn ft now leaf * Wa dn • mtnvtiAv Iaovao »» I go to give you of them a short description. The first, picture is 

Rlackie and Son oould be called first favourites in the boys’ field 8|® ^m^infh UD ^mt!i^v at tlie en<1 1 

of literature. They make a-good start with WuJf the Saxon and /T\ 

SS”£issrsu o 'Si Jtk 

JigrSz. isrsSiSslSz^a; Mt® 

wicked, unde, who makes use of 14 the liberty of the Press ” to have his «n 

nepliew bound-as if he were a book worth preserving-and taken off ^ ' It 

to sea. This proceeding made an impression on our good brave youth, jesplendent of oosturae, are assembled mxm f H: 

V ^ ♦“IkswnM the scene, ono can see realised a group from *1L :.t \h>mT 

a^sssiswa tfes’A.aft-s'.fcr! TMJ 

stylo of the man in Happy Thought) who knows that the sooringhad IT* STln «nv ,.Le ho ft til 1 




' with great 


Th* Catdh ofrtht County, by Mrs.T &wabp Kehnard, 
tMlMiiia • lady who is already responsible for 


aUdv who u already responsible for „ 
The Hunting Girl; Wedded to Sport, * 
and.a nnmtmr of other romances dear to ? 


arm, and, like the soldier in the old ballad, wiping away a tear whioh ?Jvishintr 
lie had most unwillingly shed over the last chapter of Children of V.Trfi 
Circumtthmce , “ a very powerful finish. There is some comedy, too, j , 
in the story (whioh, 1 regret to say, is spun out into three volumes) — 
rather Meredithian perhaps, but still forming some relief to the siok- I? “ ™iT 


nesses, illnesses and deaths—there are oertainly thi 
Iota’s steel and one doubtful—(rf Whioh tho narrative 


the action of the iiieco, you will desire to know something. 
■ I tell you I observed it not. In tho middle ol this luxury 
ations there wander here and there some persons, dressed at 


itsfair Share.-'Of the oom^y portion, tho courtship of ^and.^oo !h l TS’’names“ in’g^d^l rMa. 

IS eAcd ent. But where otiu* novels err in superfluity of desonplum n c y imitate not tfie accent of our pc-rfidious neighbours of the 
.ml lack of dialogue, the tauTl of ftis one is just tho other way and Tri i e A m, lnc0 . Ah no! They say them as in in mb. Ami wlmt 
the d.alogues may lm, not‘‘skipped” but bounded over. Nothing ^ , AefhjmH , ]t, is liken snooze. And Mistfres ItaBKiMutrr 
Oi the earlier wrtion, nor the powerful final chapto of this stonr can j 8gont)C) 0 g re 8 sing, passionate, oontemfituous, am! tcrriUo turn l<> 
raimAx ta for the intermediate stage, when the intelligent end f * (uf M r . an d at the line she screams. And 

crjicrimeed novel-reader has onoo (rrmspod tbo charaoters he oan M{ ^ 0mTR¥ ; 9 Mvcre ami menacing; he spooks at low voice, and 
drop in on them now and then, in a friendly way, and see how they at ^ (ine he ghuutfl I!ut after all wlmt is that that is that that '< 
are getting on. . ..... One thinks not to it. The decorations, the costumes! Kcc there 

The Baroni oonaratulates MeBms. Machji.lan on a charming little th t hioh on() regards, that whioh one applauds, that whioh one 
nook culled Corulm't Songt, whioh are not all songs sung by that SCievtrl 

youthful Angler-Ssxon whose parent was Izaax Walton but also B ^ to ilie assuranc ,.. of my high oonsideretion. 
songs by Gat, Fieldino, and Anonvmi. To these worthy Master K ^ SrnifoM iN, 

AnsTiN Dobson hath written a mighty learned and withal enter- .^ = a =s— 

taining prefaoe, the gems of the book being the illustrations, done by 

ifuou Thomson in me best atvle, “wherewith,” quotes the m- MAYI.N-AifiY-NOW 1 

corrigible Baron, “ I am Hoghgdy pleased.” ’Tis an exoellmt Mistueh Punch, Sour,—F rinohmen are that oousaited they think 
Christmas present, as. " if I may be permitted to say so,” quoth tho n0 one ean invint anything but thimselves. It’s as well known e» 
Baron, tutto race, “to those whom Providenoe hath blest with the story of Mulligan's leather breeches that the first Earl of Mavo 
friends and relatives expecting giftB in the coming ‘ festive season,’ jointed Mayernase sauce (ah 1 bother the spellin’ now), and called 
is also a oertain single volume entitled Under the Soee , an illns- ft after himself and his eldest sun, Lord Naas; falx, there ye have 
trated work, not altogether unknown, as a serial, in Mr. Punch'* ; t Mayonaas»and isn’t it oalled Paddy Bonrke’s butthcr to this 
pages, and highly recommended by day aU over County Kildare; and many a bite of oould salmon have 

The Judicious Baron oe Book-Worms.” j ate w jd that same; and don’t, believe, Sorr, thim that tell you it’s 

; ■■.■■. i T-arern.vi.'.. onwholeeome, for, if you ’ll get the laste sup of the erathur wid it, 

„ ,, .... .., ,, . „ , it’s just os harmless os new milk from the cow; and Hhiire it’s 

„ IUm IN Urb*.—F anoy there being a “Kuril Dean of St.Georges, L . )U1 ,ht to know, bein’ o<x.k to a lady that has the best 


I Baron, tutto roce, “to those whom Providenoe hath 


"tnwieeiaoBeai IntelligeMe." it Mine ngv. a. oreaw. _ i_ ; . ^ Eaglishman; Imt we can’t be all perfect, ami 

hot Army and Navy Storre,” nor General SroRRR, bnt kocle- j mak# y,i m mbocs to his taste he juet sends roe out a glaas of 

sisstioal Htorre. ___ Mine, wid his oomidHrents, end wid mine to your honour, 

„ . , ,, . I remane your honour's obedient Servant, Bets TV Hornet, 

Happi Application.— Out Squire has a shooting pxrty every 1 ... , 

Saturday to stay till Monday, ami looker if they oan. Ho oall* it * # * Thu Corrwpondonce miut now Tin* w the* eorond time w« vc 
“ The Saturday and Monday feips.” i»id this—Eo. 


eland in her body; and her husband—Und help him. 
an Englishman; Imt we ean’t be all perfect, and 
im sauces to his taste he just sends me out a glaas of 





PUNCH, OB THE LONDON CHABIVARI. 


(NovniBBt 17, 1894 



L’ART D’ETRE GRAND-PfeRE. 

Daughter and Mamma. “Papa, d*ab, Babt want* io plat with your raw Microscope. Mat hr have it?” 

Orandpaga (deep in differential and integral calculus). " Mt hew Microscope t Oh, tes, or course, sear I Bct he must mind 

AND BE KENT CAHMPUL WITH IT I ” 


A TOUCHING APPEAL. 

Am—“The Yonghy-Bonghy-Bb." 

In the Kingdom of the Yellow, 

Where names end in ing end oo, 

With a phis like saffron wood, 

Lived proud YooNHHT-Iltwa-Boo-Hoo. 
He was a thrasonie fellow; 

But when smitten he would hellow. 

Potted puppies were bis food, 

Pickled mice he thought ate good. 

Boss of a big neighbourhood 
Was proud Yocnoht-Buno-Boo-Hoo. 
He was jealous of a Jappy, 

Little oove, but fuU of go; 

Rather fond of throwing stones 
At big Younoht-Buno-B oo-Hoo. 

And that small but plucky chappie 
Made big Young ht feel unhappy; 

And he growled, in crumbly tones, 

“ Pieey Jap him pitches stones! 

Me with Jappy pickee bones! ” 

Said sore Yodngt-Bbnci-IIoo-Hoo ! 

“ Youhoiit pitch in Jap Pinu-Winuiy! ” 
But young Jappy had first blow, 

When it oame to aotual strife, 

Faced big YouNonr-BirKa-Boo-Hoo, 
Faced and fought him sharp and singly, 
Smote him till his nose felt tingly, 

He was fearful for his life, 

And he yelled “ Ho! stoppy strife 1 
Knuckles out like iilly knife! ’’ 

Said poor Younguy-Bong-Boo-Hoo. 
Yes, the big boy pale and yellow 
“ Kickee up hulla-ballao,” 

“ And he ft else velly ohesp 
Did poor Yoiiwikt-Buno-Boo-Hoo. 

He began to bleat and bellow, 

Overgrown and awkward fellow •, 

For Mb guard he oould not keep, 

From Ms eyes he soaroe oould peep, 
And the nose grow arimaon—deep— 
Of poor YoUNOHr-RcNO-Boo-Hoc! 


little Jappy sparred up gladly. 

And he cried “ Fight on, man, do! 

Your proposals oome too late, 

Mr. Y oungiit-Bdhg-Boo-Hoo ! 

I will give you beans, Bcso—badly 1 ” 

(Here his nose Jap hammered madly.) 

“Yah! In fighting I'm yonr mate. 

You oavo in a bit too late, 

I will whop you—if you ’ll wait. 
Bounoing Younoii t-Bcno-Boo-Hoo ! ” 

“ Though you welly lilly body, 

Jap. you strikes biggy blow I 
Welly muoh hnrtee—me no play! 1 ” 
(Blubbered Youhoht-Btoq-Boo-Hoo.) 

“ Me topside feel niddy-noddy. 

Oh my nosy I Me will modi- 
-ty the words me mustee say. 

WU1 you pleasy go away ? 

Me no likee I Me no play 1 
Welly muoh hard! Boo-hoo!! Boo-hoo!!!” 

On the slippery road and muddy, 

Jap then floored Mm with a blow. 

“ Oiu/h ! Won’t no one helpee me P ’’ 
Howled poor Younghy-Bukg-Boo-Hoo 1 

Prostrate, with his nose-tip ruddy. 

And his month all swollen and—blnggy: 

“ Foreign devils one—two—three f 
Barbarians Horn beyond um sea 1 
Can’t um—won't um helpee me f ” 
Bellowed Younqhy-Bono-Boo-iioo. 

At the floored and roaring victim 
“ Foreign devils” look askew, 

Hands in pookets buried well. 

Piteous Younghy-Bung-Boo-Hoo 

Hoped that from the mud they’d picked 
him. 

But laugh they, “Young Jap's fair licked 

4 Mm! 

: Shall we intervene P Ah, wall, 

We’ll <A.»* of it. Time will talk 
Meanwhile let Mm lie and yep. 

Yellow Y ottwoht-Boho-Boo-Hoo 1 ” 


THE POLITE GUIDE TO THE CIVIL SERVICE. 

(By a Courteous Conductor.) 
Securing a “ P. S.” 

I HAVE supposed that you have been 
appointed Secretary to the PublicSquamUi 
Department. You will have much to do, si 
the less you have to read, the bettor. Undct 
these circumstances, I merely supply you at 
tMs moment with the following 

Examination Paper fir Would-be 
jPrivate Secretaries. 

1. Give your autohiograpy, cither as (1) o 
good story against yourself, (2) a minute in 
four lines, or (3) a long yarn suitable for till¬ 
ing up the time when things have to be kept 
going for three-quarters of an hour to accom¬ 
modate your oMef. 

2. Describe your duties to your chief (1) 
when he is in town hut wants to be thought 
away in the country, and (2) when you hive 
to assist him as "Viae-obair” at a dinner 
party. 

3. Given that you have for neighbours at s 
politioal banquet a race-horse owner, a Hip- 
porter of the temperanoe cause, a theatrical 
proprietor, and a rural dean. Write an 
anecdute that will interest all of thorn, and 
cause the conversation between them to be 
general. 

4. Take tbe following facts. Owing to a 
blunder, a ship has been sent to a wrong port, 
carrying a wrong eargo to a wrong receiver, 
who has sent it awav, and thus prevented it 
being used for its right purpose. This trifling 
error of judgment has caused a war that oould 
easily have been prevented. Explain all this 
away in such a manner that the statement 
when delivered by your chief shall be reoeived 
with “general cheering” in the House of 
Commons. 

5. Write a short essay showing your points 
and testing your capabilities. 
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Ljg. „ :Jf Is**” . 


BOUGHT AND SOLD. 

Dealtr . ‘What! this ’ebe little ’oss bin Shot ovkii ! Ibis' iilekk y', heevk o’ times I” 

[P urchmer texts the fad , and is perfectly satis / ird , 

THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH. FsdwsUon, and Mrs. Mahch as a I.atly Crusader (is tlml, right f) 

__ _ „ ot the Primrose League. A moment later, and those ladies were 

II.—PasLiMiNAftY Cantors. ushered into my room. 

I SAin, when I last took up my pen as a veracious chronicler oi the “ We ’ve come,” said Mrs. IIavitt, cutting the cackle, and coming 
recent, history of Mudford (for this is the name of our village; not at once to the ’osses, 44 wo’ve come to sec you about that meeting.” 
elegant, perhaps, but nono the less true to life), that my meeting “Oh, indeed ! ” I murmured 44 Yes, the meeting.” 
deserved a flmrv+a* ta t *■ j-_ :_a «» A....r„ sir . a«i.:_ _ _ 


I >, * -*-7 “VUV Vl.u AUUU VI UV IV WAV/, IUIIV AIA J lUVIillUg . 

acsiTved a chapter to itself, it does. It deserves, in point of fact, “We notice,” said Mrs. Altai,v. March, taking up dm running, 

S -43L many chapters, though I only purpose to “ that you only say‘persons’may attend the minting. Now we're 

£«3| Rive “t one. But it must he the third verv much afraid that women won’t understand that they way (suite.” 

orA ohaptor, and not the second. For before “ But surely,” X protested, feebly, “ a woman is a person.” 

zZSi this meeting was held, many things hap- “ Well, we think” [/hit an a rfm/j “ that you ought to say that ‘ nil 

t , . iKW. pened, and as I look liaek I often wonder persons, men or women, married or single, arc invite.1 to side■ml.’ ” 

how it was that l was enabled to endure all I was a good deal staggered, nod thought of asking « l„ do i tie , 

the trials and tribulations which Fortune wouldn't, like th« name of the village altered, or mv irnm print. <1 
• ■ ' had in store for me, and that 1 am spared without, the .1.1’., hut 1 refrained. I prunisiil to print new bills, ami 
to write this iinprcntending account ol all 1 did it. I thought it would lie a jesir beginning to a peaceful ievo- 
that happened. I siv this, because 1 have lulion to have an angry woman in every household, 
lieeu reading of late historical romances, and Those were my (irst visitors. After that 1 had atsmt two calls a 
I And from them that a little .moralising day. Oneday the Vicar dropped in to afternoon tea, to congratulate 
'!f y;ij is never out of ploco in the oourso of a me on my ),itblic spirit. 1 confess 1 felt rather ph ased. I had 
story. evidently done the right, the high-minded, the pn’rinlio thing. Air 

Tne first thing I did was to issue a bill, mind became filled with visions of nn self as Chairman of the I’arisu 
, stating that the meeting would be held. It. Council, the head man of a contented village, .Inst before ho left, 
i jh was headed, “Mudford,” and announced however, the Vicar suggested that, I should advise the electors to 
that I—desoribed as TraorHT Win-kins, elect into the chair someone who boil had previous training of what 
TiV Esq,, J.P. (for I boast that proud distine- its duties and responsibilities were, and 1 suddenly remembered tlml, 
"/i J *tion through an error of the Lord Cltan- the Vicar was the present Chairman of the Vestry. Tlien somehow 
oellor of the period, who mistook me for a 1 guessed why 1 had been favoured with a visit. The curious thing 
member of his party, whioh I was not,)—that I would explain tho was, that my •ext caller (who arrived half au hour afterwards) 
provisions and working of the Parish Councils Act, that “ques- came to say that the most satisfactory thing in the whole Act. was, 
Hons would be invited at the close,” und that “ all persons were that the clergyman could not, take the choir. Then my memory once 
cordially invited to attend.” 1 sent a oopyof this to every one in more told mo what monitor of moo 1 was talking to he was u 
a v, *!®*e, and then fondly imagined that I should hear no more prominent local preacher. 1 was hying nobbled, 
atsmt the matter till tho fateful night approached, In that I was And so it went on. My answer to all who came wits, that they 
uistaken, however. could eome and usk me questions at tlio meeting. Is wu o eon- 

Next morning, as I was uttiug in my study-curiously enough venieut plan enough- at tho time. Vet my suggestions like 
getting ready some notes for what was to be my epoch-making chickens and curses—same home to roost-nt the meeting. Audthut, 


w -- J .w. '““O umonuio uuu umiiwh ~wiiuv iivim« w s' 

iT w “—* saw coming up the drive two Indies, whom l recognised as as I have said, is the third chapter. 
Mrs. Let-ham HAvmand Mrs. Annus Mauch, both ladies, Ire- - ■ 


tueiubtred. who had made themselves prominent in politiof. ia the 
v 'Uage, Mrs. HAvrrr as a leading light of the Women’s liberal 


Athklstan Tint Beady. —Mr. Atiielstae 1!ilev. 
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MR. PUNCH ON BILLIARDS. 

(“ The billiard-season bus set in 

in real earnest.” — Iwily V'lper.] 

Comic, people ell, both old and 
young, 

An hearken to my lay I - 

And (five you ear while I give 
tongue 

And ting a song that ought to 
be sung, 

And any my simple aay. 

I Ring a iiong of a noble game, 
Whosceharms fowiuen with- 
it tend— 

Billiards! —Rport of anoient 
fame, [dame. 

Beloved of knight, admired of 
Adored in every land 1 

The world's great games are 
numbered si*— 

Cricket, chesa, and whist, 

Football, golf—but Billiardr 
licks 

With three small balls and two 
long sticks, 

And subtle play of wriat. 

In some, themind play sohiefest 
part, 

In others, mnsolos rule; 

In Billiards muscle joins with 
urt, [heart. 

Combining head and hand and 
1 n pyramids and pool. 

So Winter, hail! Though thou 
be keen, 

Thou’rt not so keen ns 
Pkall, 

As lio plays the spot on cloth 
of green, 

And makes such breaks as 
110 ’er were seen, 

Until our senses reel! 

Hail, Roberts, Mitchell, 
Dawson, too, 

And others of your sort!— 








Punch vdeama you, the lead 

But things of* the Best as h 
gives the Cue:— 

* Uphold your noble sport;i- 

“ Preserve ita roputati-m fn* 

From every act that’ 
mean.— 

Conform to honour’s just ds 
oroe, 

And curse the man (and eurs 
be he I) 

Who fouls tho table green 1 ’ 

• • ♦ • 

What wonders will ihe m 
revealf 

A “ Half-a-million Up p ” 

A hundred-thousand points t< 
Peall 

Will Roberts yield— thei 
show his heel, 

And win the Diamond Cup: 

Or greater I marvel still, ) 
wot— 

Will players cease to growl 

When nuke occurs, or whu 
you “pot” 

Tho whito, and swear it’i 
mean (it’a not) 

And loud “ Whiteohapel! 1 
howl? 

All suoh aathesewould Panel 
beseech— 

(He dwells ou this behost)- 

To drop such foolish way# 
and preach 

To all “good form,” thai 
happy each 

May go for his Bong Best ! 


A UTILITARIAN. Co**ow«.— A lady who hai 

„ read the two recent coiUro- 

Thf Vicar . “And how do you like the new Chimes, Mbs. Weaver? veraieR anent tho Lords anc 

You UUST BE OLAD TO HEAR THOSE BEAUTIFUL HYMN-TUNES AT NIGHT ! the Empire *ot gliglltlj 

Thev must remind you of-" muddled. “ Well, I’ve novo 

Afrs. weaver, “ Yes ; that be ro, Sir. I ve took my Medicine quite ee «n anything wrong,” shi 

REGULAR EVER SINCE THEY WAS BEGUN !” —* “™-—J «-»? 


IT RSI IMPRESSIONS. 

Flounce 1 0 glorious nity of Lobekzo the Magnificent, cradle of 
the Renaissance, birthplace of Dante, home of Boccaccio, where 
countless iiaintors and soulptors produced thoao deathless works 
which still fascinate an admiring world, at last I approach thee 1 I 
arrive at the station, I soramble for a faechino, I drive to my hotel. 
It is night. To-morrow all thy medioval loveliness will burst upon 
my enraptured eyes. 

In the morning up early and out. Immediately fall against a 
statue of a fat man in a frook ooat and trousers. Can this be 
Michael Anhklo’s David t No, no! It is Manin by Nono. Turn 
hastily aside and discover a quay. Below is a waste of mud, through 
which meander a few inches of thick brown water. The Arno! 
Heavens, what associations! liaise my eyes and perceive on the 
opposite bank a gasometer. Stand horror-stricken in the roadway, 
and am nearly run over by a frantic bioyclist. Save myself by a 
greet effort and cling for support to a gaslamp until I oan recover 
from the shock, liesolve then to seek out the medieval loveliness. 
Start along the quay. Ha, there is a statue 1 Doubtless by Michael 
A no k i.o. Hardly; tho face seems familiar. Of oourse.it is Gahi- 
iiamuI Turn ami tty uu a narrow street. Here at last is something 
old, here at last, are the buildings on which Dante ntiy have looked, 

in which Kka Anoelico may have painted, here at last-. Why, 

what’s this? It ’r an omnibus. It fills the street. Widgo myself 
in a doorway, and when it has passed within three inohes of my toes, 
hurry down a side street, a still narrower one. Here, perhaps, Ben¬ 
venuto Cellini devised some glorious metal work. Ha, there is a 
silversmith's even to this day 1 Look! what are those thing* in the 
window, above the inscription “ English Spoken” t They are tea¬ 
pots from Birmingham 1 Resolve to avoid small streets, and hurry 
on to large opt n piazza. Now for soma architecture by Giotto, some 
sculpture by Donatello 1 Tea, there is an equestrian statue. 
Doubtless one of the Medici. At last! No, it's not. It’s Yictob 
Emanuel. At least, the inscription says so, though tho liksnsst, not 


being a speaking one, gives no information. Turn Badly aside anc 
contemplate some melancholy modem copies of the regular architec¬ 
ture of rectangular Turin. r 

Begin to feel depressed. Have not yet found the romantii 
medievalism. Somewhat revived by dijeuner, resolve to seek it ii 
tho suburbs. Of course JFiesole. A pilgrimage to the home of Vat 
Anoelico. Sublime! Will go on foot, avoiding the high road 
Climb by narrow ways, past garden walls. Behind them may he thi 
gardens where Boccaccio’s stories were told; down these narrow 
roads Fax Anoelico may have passed. How exquisite to meditati 
far from the tourist crowd I Filled with enthusiasm, and gazing al 
the beantiful blue sky, arrive at the top, and stumble headlong ovei 
some obstacle in the road. It is the rail of a tramway I Btaggei 
feebly to the Piazza just as the eleotric tramoar bumps and rumblei 
up the hill. From it desoenda a crowd, carrying, not lilies, as it 
Angelico's pictures, but Bwdekera. And I hear no talo from trie 
Decameron, but a mingled oonfuaion of atrange tongues. "Ja, /«■ 
ja; what a squash; nout Hions tin peu terras mats enfin ; ach mm- 
derschlin ; tm soldo signore : ja, ja, ja ; wal, I guess this ii 
Feaysolay, che rumors ttel tram; I say, let's buy one of these straw 
fans for Aunt Mart ; they’re awfully oheap, only half a franc, and 
look worth holf-a-orown; ah mild Is caff; tcollen sit sin Glas Bier 
trinken ; fa, ja, ja ! ” Resolve to abandon searoh for medieval 
loveliness, and go down aadly in the tramoar. 

Bat one art remains. In the oonntry where Tebui still writes 
I oan at least enjoy mnsic. So after dinner aeek the Trianon. It 
sounds like a musio-hall; but then here, even in a music-hall, there 
matt be music. As I enter, a familiar sound bants upon my ear. 
The singer is Italian, the words an Frenoh, bnt the tune is English. 
She is ringing “ Tht Man that Broke the Bank at Monte Carlo." 

A Finer Imthessionist. 

“ Ah! ” sighed Mrs. R. sadly, when her advice had not been taken 
by her daughter, “I’m a mere siphon in the family 1” 
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LYRE AND LANCET. 

(A Story in Serna.) 

taut XX.—“DIFFERENT flEBSONS HAVE DIFFERENT OPINIONS.” : 
Scene XXX.—Lady Mattie’ t Room at Wyvtm. 

Tam—Saturday night, about 11.30. j 

laity Mattie (to PHTLilFSOir, toho it bruthmg her hair). You are j 
tore Mamma isn't expecting me ? ( Irretohduly.) Perhaps I had i 
better just run in aad aay good night. 

Phiilipsim. 1 wouldn't recommend it, really, my lady; her lady- 1 
ship seems a little upset 

in her nerves this even- * 

ing. 

lady Maitie (to her- 
«■//).' Ii-y-a de quoi! 

(A III yd, relieved.) It 
might only disturb her, 
certainly. • . . I hope 
t he V are making you corn¬ 
ier ia hie here, Phillip- 

SON 1 

J'ltill. Very mnoh so 


: have been after I oame up. If I'd only known he’d behave like I 
that! • i 


ir> 


indeed, thank you, my 
lady. Tho tone of the 
Itoom downstairs is moet 
superior. 

lady Maitie. That 'a 
satisfactory. And I hear 
you have met an old ad¬ 
mirer of yours here—Mr. 

SmutKtx. I mean. 

Thill. We did happen 
to encounter each other 
in one of the galleries, my 
lady, just for a minute; 
though I shouldn't have 
expected him to allude 
to it! 

Indy Maitie. Indeed 1 
And why not? 

mil. Mr. James Sppr- 
I.'KU. appears to have 
elevated himself to a very 
di llerent sphere from what 
he occupied when I used 
to know him, my lady; 
though how and why he 
coinos to he where he is, 

1 don’t rightly under¬ 
stand myself at present. 

Indy Maitie (to her- 
telf). And no wonder! 

1 feel horribly guilty! 

(Aloud.) You mustn't 
Wame poor Mr. Sphere!.!., 

Pnii.ui'soN; he couldn't 
help it! 

. Hull, frith ttudied 
inil{/r<rence), I'm not 

blaming' him, my lady. 

If he prefers the society / 

*d his superiors to mine, 
ho s very weloome to do 
*o; there’s others only 
too willing to take hli 
plaoe Is 

eoue"who*woidd K we can't complain of hav 

fond of you or make so good a husband, Phiimpsow ! I 

Thilt. That's as maybe, my lady. Thore was one yonng man that, 
travelled down in the same compartment, and sat next me at supper j 


couldn't bring myself to repeat his remarks, they were so nattering ! 

Indy Maitie, Don't yon think you will be rather a fooliui girl if 
you allow a few idle compliments from a stranger to outweigh such 
an attachment as Mr. Stoheem. seems to have for you? 

Thill. If he 's found new friends, my lady, I consider myself free 
set similarly. 

..Lady Maitie. Then yon don’t know? He told ni quite frankly 
this evening that he had only just disoovered yon were here, and 
would muoh prefer to he where you were. He went down to the 

n^vett “«I 've heard of it, my lady. It must 


now, I suppose, he will find he has been supplant ed by this new 
acquaintance—some smooth-tongued, good-for-nothing valet, I 
daresay ? 

Phill. [injured), Oli, my lady, indeed he wasn’t a man! But 
there was nothing serious between us—at least, on my side-though 
he oertainly did go on in a very sentimental way himself. However, 
he’s left the Court by now. that’s one comfort! (2b ha-self.) 1 
wish now I’d said nothing about him to J km. If he was to got ask¬ 
ing questions downstairs- He always mo* given to jealousy — 

,■ y , reason or none! 

' ~ tap is heard at 

the door. 

Lady llhodn [outside). 
Maisie, may I come in Y 
if you’ve done your hair, 
ana sent away your maid. 
[She enters.) Ah, I see 
you haven’t. 

J.tidy Maisie. Don’t 
run away, Rhoda ; my 
maid has just done. You 
can go now, Pun.ursoN. 

Lady Jihoda [to her - 
self, as she sits down). 
Pii iLUrsoN ! So that- s 
the young woman that 
funny vet man prefers to 
Us! H'rn, can’t suy I 
feel flattered! 

Pit ill. [to herself, as 
she leaves the room). This 
must bo the 1 .ady Rhoda, 
who was making up to 
my Jkm ! He wouldn’t 
have anything to say to 
her. though; and, now I 
see ncr, 1 am not surprised 
at it 1 

[She t/oes ; a pause, 
J.ady .llhodn [crossing 
her feet, on the fender). 
Well, we can’t complain 
of havin’ had a dull 
evenin’, ran we ‘r 

Laily Maisie [tah ing a 
hand-screen from the 
Mantelshelf). Not alto¬ 
gether. ms anything 
fresh happened bince J 
left Y 

Lady Jihoda. Nothing 
particular. Aitrjnr. 
gised to this New Mari in 
the Billiard Room. For 
the Booby Trap. Wo oil 
told him he Vl gtd. to. 
And Mr Cauhion Beau, 
or BurNnKiwiiKU., or 
whatever he calls himself 
—you know— was ho uw- 
f’lly gracious and eon- 
desoendin’ that 1 really 
thought poor dear old 
Archie would have 
wound up his apology by 

E ’ iin’nis head for him. 
« me, M Iajhik, that 

j mop-heeded Minstrel Boy is a decided change for the worse. Doesn’t 

i !t T ladu Mattie Itui/ing with the tcreen). How do you mean. Hhopa ? 

lady Rhoderi ineanteraay I call Mr. SrCRBEiX—- Well, he a 
real, anyway-he’s a man, don’t yon know. A» for the other, ho feeble 
! 0 f him miasm' his train like he did, and turnin' up too late for every¬ 
thing 1 Now, wam’t it? 

J.ady Maitie. Poets are dream y*and unpraotieal and unpunctual 
—it’s their nature. . . . . , . 

lady Rhoda. Then they should stay at home. Just see what a 
hopeless muddle he’s got us ill into 1 I declare I feel as it anybody 
might turn into somebody else on the smallest provocation alter thus 
I know poor Vmffl SrJXWAira will be worrvin her pillows likerats 
most of the night, and I rather fancy it will l*> a close time for poets 
with your dear mother, Mamie, for some time to come. All thia 
silly little man’s fault 1 
























A THRILLING MOMENT; OB, 00 IB AND WYNN. 

The K*v. Stephen Wynn startled by a Woman with a good many Tails about her ! 


Sirs Mrs. Patrick Campbell, 

“ Wasn’t 1 t quite first 
ranker, eh P 

As A. Pinero's— Ms Pinero’s 
—Second Mrs. Tant/ueray t 
Wv know that reputations great 
have often been, and are S' 

made, / 

By such a part, hot not by / ' 

Mister Arthur Jones’s bar- f 
maid. \ 

though then there was a chanoe / v 

when both the men began to 1 1 
gamble; 

l'et—no—I never cared for it,” « 
quoth Mrs. Patrick Camp- 

hell. 

’ When at the T. R. H. I feared, 
and so did Mr. Tree, 
that H addon Chambers hadn’t 
an apartment tit for me. 
hate Cloud is mtherhazy; bat 
they said ‘ there will for you 
he "hns,”’ 

1'heatrieaf for ‘ busineai ’)— 
which seems to me in rndtibut. 
or I’m a shady heroine of j 
, squalor not romanoe, 
or passion and emotion I hays 
barely got a ohanoe. 








I’m in a yacht both first and, 
last, and what becomes of 
me 

I am not very oertain, and no 
more is Mr. Tree, 

As at the finish both of us are 
thoroughly at sea. 

For the villain there ’a Charles 
Cartwright, and, speaking 
for myself, I 

Preferred him when, more vil¬ 
lainous, he was at the Adelphi 
They talk a deal of Fat-mos (a 
name that sounds like two), 

A mixture of Hibernian that’s 
’Pat’ with ’Moss,’ He brew,) 
This ooupled too with Jnhit-a- 
Vreanu,—ot oourso there’s 


Intended, yet it hat a smack of 
some irreverence. 

The play’s successful to a point, 
the critics say ‘no doubt of 
it,’ 

lint were I Mister Tree I would 
out thirty minutes out of it. 

I finish with no postscript, I 
cnmmenoed with no preamble, 

And sign myself devotedly, your 
Paula Patrick Campbell.” 


UNDER A CLOUD; OK, 


HaeoldmuiI Hcbsrt were two pretty men, 
Puszled by plot when the dock strikes ten. 


AN OXFORD (COMPACT) MIXTURE. 

I Up jumps Harold, "A cloud in the sky 1” 

I “ Comrade! ’’ crieeHu uxbt, “ how’s that tor high f ” 


Soft hair that ripples like a lake 
What time the water-lilies wake, 
r ur rosy cheeks and eyes of bine. 

Clear windows that the soul nee through, 

A moving grace, a brow at mow; 
booh were the gttli we used to know; A 

But now wo tremble aa we spy 
Woman’s advancing majesty i 


NEW AND OLD. 

(By One who frtfen tht Old.) 

The hashing tyae, the browi that knit. 
The ready tongue all themes to tit, 

The heavy stride—the hose in fane 
DnHke her eyes and deeply bine. 


TnUbung ongfcemibg Shoulders down: 
Cloee cropped as never Soundhead knave 
In sterna* times aspired to shave, 


Not MiLTtflr’s self, however blind, 

To toy with soofa had felt inotined. 

0 monstrous growth of modem times, 

Not thine the alt of lover’s rhymes, 

Whom some grim don perohanoc may wed, 
Who sooraa the heart and sues the head: 
Farewell for ever and a day, 

Vise Arakieta Joexs, B.A. 1 


you cm. 
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"THE FOURTH R." 

Vm "The Three R’s” they promised us, hut now 
iry ’re merged in a bad fourth—Religious (?) 
Row! 

[‘‘The Mt-eulled ‘ compromise’ of lffll was based 
the RfBumption that, when all the differences of 
t hngliah Christendom were atruck out, there 
lulii be found the heating heart of ‘a common 
iriaiiaiiity ’ Bonding a quickening life through alt 
numbers.. .. Believing it nut impossible for 
11 who profess and coll themselves Christians' 
reconcile themselves to theso two forms, 
mentarj and supplementary, I earnestly oom- 
nd them fur peaceful 00 -existence to tho eon- 
tmg parties of School Board electors and 
■rollers.”— Dr. James Martinson's Letter to Ike 
rima" of November 14.] 

wise and gentle teacher, whose appeal 
is to thp oommon heart, whilst general anger 
'tracts and darkens all our oommonweal. 
and schools and ohurchea ring with noisy 
olangonr; 

ould they but heed thy lqving oall, though 
late, 

low would the prospect brighten! Zeal 
fanatio 

ith disingenuous dodges of debate, 
twdious cant, assumption autocratic, 
mlar spleen, short-sighted super-thrift,— 
Ml are at furious odds, wild-warring, 
windy, [rift 

nit, ’twould seem, to whelm a glomus 
u the loud whirlpool of sectarian shindy! 

hs beating heart" ? It sterna a mingled 
maze 

'i beating hands, and bludgeons wildly 
waring. 


How send “ a quiokening life ” through this 
dull craze 

Of deadly, deadening rancour rudely 
raving? 

What is their task, those teachers of the 
untaught, 

Throe would-be tighteners of our mental 
blindness ? 

What is the lesson the obild-orowds hare 
caught 

From these tumultuous foes of human¬ 
kindness? 

They told us, in quaint dieiion, the Three It's 
.Should renovate the land, refine the 
people; [burs. 

Break down at last low-birth's invidious 
Alas! What rings from sohool-tower and 
church-steeple ? 

Not the harmonious heaven-aspiring sound 
Of blessing-bearing bells, but furious 
.clashing 

Of ormektd oreed-toesins, spreading wrath 
around, 

Love's efforts thwarting, wisdom's high 
hopes dashing. [schiim 

Where be the “ Three K’s" now? Sectarian 
Has oloven np the compromise, and end® 

In Ugly Ruth I See rampant Rileyiam 
Shaking its standard at the door, attended 

Close by the Nonconformist banner-bearer,— 
“ Religion without Dogma! ” blazoned 


uuioxy.— 

Denouncing the first “ R” as ehild-ensnarcr 
Into a fold whereon hit creed looks odldly, 
Whilst hating hotly one who hotly hates 
Hit shibboleth as vagne ana vain and 


Unsympathetic GaUio of the Shop 
Penoe-traving soul and strenuous till-pro- 
tector, 

The third It rsges. 

Stop, mod zealots, stop! 
Lest all (he toil of Board and School In- 
11 lector, 

Teaoher and taught, end in one fourth It— 
ROW! 

A vulgar term, my masters, unscholsslic; 

But—the great Icbsou ye are teaching now, 

To the young mind, and to the oonseience 
plastic. 

Of gutter-waifs and children of the slum. 
They have "long ears," these "little 
pitchers,” verily. 

Think you without joint bidding they will 
come [merrily ? 

Whom their old teaoher, Vioe, employs so 

Hit creed is one, hit doctrine's not obscure. 
Hit testa and formularies do not vary. 

Hit “standards” stand, and his "results” 
are sure, 

And of “ sohool-plaocs ” he is never 
ohary. 

Oh self - elected shepherds, with your 
crooks, 

Fighting, while round your folds the wolves 
are creeping I— [books, 

Pedagogues wrangling o’er your lesson- 
Whilst your wrath rages human love 
sits weeping! 


His shibboleth as vagne ana vain 
vapid. 

Next, vigorous he-rater of the Rates, 
Whose rise he vows is ruinously rapid, 


If of " a oommon Christianity ” 

Ye were but practical and patient 
teachers, 

In Education's task ye might agree. 

Now sense ii asking " Who shall teach our 
teschers? ” 
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LYRE AND LANCET. ' *3L2SS£*SSff3^US2f^ 

(A Story t* Soma.) going to get tie widen key*: I think she has promised to show Hi 

TAKT XXI. THE FEELINGS OF A MOTHER. ^ *“■ *M 

Scrap. XXXI.—The Momma Boom. Tan—Sunday morning; Lady Cant. I make a point of new interfering with „ 

jtut after breakfast. daughter’s proceedings, and you oan easily nndentand how natunJ 

Cantnin Thicknesss (outride, to Tbxdwell). Dogcart round, eh P it is that euoh old friends ae they have alwaye been- 

everything to P All right-shan’t l» a minute. (^toynp.rBrilo. Mrs. Chatt. BeaUy t I thought they seemed to take a g^t 
Piiunkji you all alone here P (Me looks round disconcerledly.) pleasure to one another's »ooiety. It ’• quite romantio. Bftt I must 
Don’t happen to have smLsdy Mamie about P rush up and get my bonnet on if I’m to goto ohuroh. (Taherseif 

Pilliner. Let me »ee—»he was here a little while ago, I fancy.... as eke goes out.) So aheioaa “Lady GWeohne,” after all! Iflwu 

Wli’vP Do you want her P _ her mother- Bnt dear Lady Camiek i. so advanced about 

('ai.t. Thick. Mo—only to say good-bye and that. I’m just off. things. 

Pill. Off p To-day 1 Ton don’t mean to tell me your chief is Lady Cant, {to herself). Darling Maisie! He'll be Lord Dm 


Why P Do you want her P , ^ , ., . . _ 

Cant. nick. No-only to say good-bye and that. I’m jnet off. _ 
Pill. Off p To-day l Ton don’t mean to tell me yonr chief is 


you wanted to. Dome now I 
(’apt. Thick. Perhaps—only, yon see, I don't want to. 
Pill. Well, tastee differ. A aroee-oountry 
journey in a slow train, with unlimited oppor¬ 
tunities of studying the Company’s bye-laws 
and traffic arrangements at several admirably j 
ventilated junotions, is not my own idea of the 
best way to spend a cheery Sunday, that’s all. / 
Capl. Thick, (gloomily). Daresay it will be / 
about as cheery as stoppin’ on hero, if it oomos it 
to that. / it: 

Pitt. I admit we wore most of us a wee bit ’ f, 
chippy at breakfast. The Bard oonversed—but /> 

he seemed to diffuse a gloom somehow. Shut 
yon up once or twice in a manner that might j 

almost be described as d -d offensive. 

Cant. Thick. Don’t know what you all saw 
in wliat he said that was so amusin’. Con- a l 
founded rude I thought it I €*£'j 

Pill. Don’t think anyone was amused—unless 
it wag Lady Maisie. By the way, ho might '■g 
perhaps have selected a happier topio to hold 
forth to Sir llui'EKr on than the eosndalons , 7 

indifference of large landowners to the oondi- , L 
tion of tho rural labourer. Poor dear old boy, / / ///, 
ho stood it wonderfully, considering. Pity the t /; 

Countess breakfasted upstairs; she d have en- ’! j! 

joyed herself. However, he had a very good .jflff 
audience in little Lady Mamin. f/jj. 

Capl. Thick. I do hale a chap that jaws at 
breakfast.... Where did you say she was P / j j 
Lady Maisie’s mice (outside , in Ctmeerta- // 

lory). Yes, you really ought to see the Orangery 
and the Elizabethan Darden, Mr. Blais. If , 
you will boon the terraee in about five minutes, 

I oould take you round myself. I must go and 
seo if 1 oan get the keys first. 

Pill. If you want to say good-bye, old fellow, 
now ’> your ohanoe! 

Capt. Thick. It—it don’t matter. She’s 
engaged. And, look hero, yon needn’t mention 
that I was askm’ for her. 

Pill. Of oourse, old fellow, if you’d rather 
not. (He glances at him.) But I say, mv 
dear old chap, if that ’s how it is with you, I 
don’t quite see the sense of chuoking it up „,.... 
already, don’t you know. No earthly affair of 1 “ M 


seemed to be talking to each other at all. But there s a great deal 
more in dear Mamie than one would imagine. 

Sir Rupert (outside). We ’re rather proud of i 

—......4. our ohuroh, Mr. ITeheesbeuc— fine old monu- 

ments and brasses, if you oare about that eort 
WSsSSm":;! at thing. Some of us will be walking over tu 

n| midl-ii servioe presently, if you would like to— 

jjflSHS&f/f Undershell (outside—to himself). And low 

HlgBBjs/fc' my tctc-d-tcte with Lady Maisie! Not exactly: 

W: (Aloud.) I am afraid, Sir Rwebt, that 1 can- 

not eonseientiously- 

Sir Bup. (haetily). Oh, very well, very well: 

, do exactly as you like about it, of oourao. 1 

r\ Ik^ w only thought- (To himself.) Now that 

other young chap would have gone I 
\ Lady Cant. Hri'KKT, who is that you are 

ret^BWis ^ talking to out there P I don’t recognise his 

i "\ yoioo, somehow. 

L vH WS / Sfr Hup. (entering with UsDEKSHEM.). Ha, 

jk *7 Ron ran, yon ’ ve oome down, then P slept well, 

yp- ~~f y I hope. I was talking to a gentleman whose 
aoquaintanoe I know you will he very happy to 
r\ %\Jr\ moke—at last. This is the genuine celebrity 

I , yj® , \ this time, (To Undebbhell.) Let me make 

R„ I;' 11 | | \ you known to my sister, Lady Cantibk. Mr. 

wil l | Undkbbhell. (As Lady Cantikk glare,, in- 

HU \ terrogatively.) Mr. Clarion Blais, Rohesia, 

■all Wr author of hum—ha— Andromache. 

■HI, ' Lady Cant. I thought we were given to 

wuWlv ( understand last night that Mr. Spubbell—M r. 

7 wjjjvil J Blais— you must pardon me, but it’s really so 

f NKK\\i very confuting—that the writer of the—ah— 

«Vl volume in question had already left Wyyern. 

\ Sir Bup. Well, my dear, you see he is still 

' here—er—fortunately for ns. If you ’ll excuse 

'\% \ me, I ’ll leave Mr. Blaib to entertain you; got 

\uft \ to speak to Tbedwxll about something. 

[His hurries out. 

null Uni. (to himself). This must be Lady 
\ Maisie’s mamma. Better bo civil to her, I 
\HttJ suppose, but I oan’t stay here and entertain 
i 'ffil her Tong! (Aloud.) Lady Caxtibb, I—er- 

i have an appointment for which I am already a 

I -=»i^y little late; bat before I go, I ahonld.like to tell 

you how muoh pleasure ft has given me to know 


S rifto^kT Notty^idro? *’ IH h* off, or they ’ll nail me tor ohuroh ! ” Aat my^vmrotou won your approval; 

mine, I know; •till, if I could manage to etay on, I would, if I , Lady Cant. I’m afraid you muet have been misinformed, Mr.—a 
were you. —Blaib. There ere so many serious publications claiming attention 

f’linl 77u/'Z- TTnnir if nil Pirinewti Acs T J > a — I aL J _^ i:a _— A. i: aL.a T V _l.__ ,f a 


., . ,, , .. * - - . • r _ -— I »» jww so avuu wj stow vvu* auu«uauu« wav juui onas nusa. aaaosoo uo VA a wm*sw“- — * 

the 10.40, you haven’t any too muoh time. more reoent date. * 

Pill, (to himeelf, after Captain Thicknesse hae hurried out). Poor Und. (to himeelf). If she imagines she’e going to snub Me —- '■ 
old ohau, be dose sewn hard hit I Pity he’s tg>t Ijidy Mamie’s (Aloud.) Then Iwas evidently mistaken iu gathering from some e.'- 

sorf. Though what she oan see in that long-haired beggar-! proesions in your daughter’s letter that- 

Wonder when Vivian Spelwanx in tend s to oome down; never Lady Cant. Entiroly. Tou are probably thinking of some totally 
knew her miss breakfast before. ... What’s that rustling P ., . different person, as my daughter has never mentioned having written 
Women! I 11 be off, or they T1 nail me for ohuroh before I know it. to yon, and is not in the habit of conducting any correspondence 
[Ho dleappeare haetily in the direction of IA« Smoking Boom without my fall knowledge and approval. I think you said you had 
as Lady Cantihe and Mrs. Chatteeio enter. some apjsintmsnt ; if so, pray don’t consider yourself under any 

Lady Coutire. Nonsenae, my;de«r, no walk at all; the churoh it neoeaaitvto remain. . 

only just .across the park. My brother ItuvEBT always goes, and it Und. Yon are very good; i will not (To himself, as he retires.) 
pleases himito see the Wyvempew as full as possible. I aeldam feel Awful old lady, that! I quite thought the would know all about that 

equal to going myaelf, beoauae I find the neoeasity at allowing pulpit letter, eg I should never have- However, I said nothing to ooo- 

inacouraoy to paee without a protest gets too mush on my nerves; promise anyone, luehiljr! . * 

but my daughter will aooompany you. Ton’ll have jnet time to run Lady Cuhertn (entering). Qood morning, Rohssia. Bo glad you fell 
up and get your things on. equal to coming down. I wa» almost afraid—after last night, you know. 
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lady Cant. ( offering a told cheekbone for salutation). I am in my 
usual health, &aak you, Apnru. Al ta Uat night, if you mutt ask 
a literary Socialist down here, yon aught at least see that he is 
received with common amrtesy. You may, for anything you can toll, 

, -J - fVso flnntol PAsrrdtrtlffn fjan troau. ]Q gjjjgJg eVWling ! 


have advanoed the Social Rerohition ton years _ 

lady Calr. My dear Sohsui] If yon remember, it waiTyou 

yourself who—— I . 

Lady Cant, (elating her eyes). I 
it.Auirsu. The slightest 


, jn no condition to argue about. 

--- yonr own eommon sense would 

lutfe shown you - But then, no great harm has been done, for¬ 

tunately, so let ns aay no more about it. I have something more 
agreeable to talk about. I *ye trvnry reason to hope that Musis and 
dour Gwur.i) TmOKWlsai- 

Lady Culv. (atbmiehed), MaibdiP But I thought Gerald 
Ttucknkssb spoke as if-1 


and I can't deny that, with each prosnects as he has now, it is gratify¬ 
ing for me to think that they may be coming to an understanding 
together at this very moment; she it showing him the grounds; 
which 1 always think are the great oharm of Wyvem, so included 

Lady Cain, (puzzled). Together! At this very moment 1 But— 
hut surely Gerald has gone t 

Indy Cant. Gone! Whgt nonsense, Albinia ! Where in the 
world should he have gone to P 

Lady Culv. He teas leaving by the 10.40,1 know. For Aldershot. 
I ordered the oart for him, and he said good-bye after breakfast. 
He seemed so dreadfully down, poor fellow, that I quite fancied from 
what ho said that Maihik must have- 

Lady Cant, impossible, my dear, quite impossible I I tell you he 
is here. Why, only a few minutes ago, Mrs. Chattehib was telling 

mo- Ah, here she is to speak for horself. {7b Mrs. Chatteris, who 

appears, arrayed far pubhc service.) Mrs. Chattkris, did I, or did 
1 not, understand you to sav just sow that my daughter Maibix -? 

Mrs. Chatt. (alarmed). But., dear Lady Cantibk, I had no idea 

yon would disapprove. Indeed you eeemed- And really, though 

she certainly takes an interest in him, I’m rare—almost sure— 
there nan be nothing serious—at present. 

Lady Cant. Thank you, my dear, I merely wished for an answer 
to my question. And you see, Albinia, that Gkrai.d Thicknksse 
can hardly have gone yet, sinee he is walking about the grounds with 

Ml ISIE. 

Mrs. Chatt. Captain ThicknebseP But he hat gono, Lady Can- 
tikk ! I saw him start. I didn’t moan him. 

Lady Cant. Indeed P then I shall he obliged if you will say who it 
is vou did mean. 

Mrs. Chatt. Why, only her old friend and admirer—that little 
poet man, Mr. Blau. 

Lady Cant, (to hereelj). And I actually sent him to her! ( Biting 
m majestic wrath.) Albinia, whatever oomes of this, remember I 
shall hold you entirely responsible! 

[She sweeps out of thy room ; the other two ladies look after 
her, and then at one another, in silent consternation. 

THE WHIMS OF AMPHITRYON. 

Isn’t our good friend of the P. St. O. a little extravagant with his 
culinary raptures P However, we will not be outdone. If he rhap¬ 
sodises the “ Magnificent Mushroom,” we have discovered a still more 
exalting theme, which, taking “ whelk ” as pnmonneed, we will call 

THE WITCHEBY OF THE TIIELK. 

Would yon learn the divinest glory of a goddess among molluscs P 
Would you note the gastronomic charms of a succulent sea-nymph P 
Ostracise, then, from your table the blue-point impostor that foists 
lup bearded banality on the faithful elect. Let the cult of that lusty 
Titan, the Limpet, sink awhile into the limbo of outworn idolatries. 
Forbear, if you are wise, to hymn the stern masoulinity of the Mussel,! 
gregarious demi-god but taoituru, hermetically sealed within the 
wilful valves of a siUky solf-effaoement. And let that other fakir of 
tho sea-marge, the fantastio and Pharisaic Scallop, ply his Eleusinisn 
rites, unrevered by the devout and metaphor-mixing epicure. 
Rather let it be ours to celebrate, though baldest prose were all-in- 

±i —ii- -r -j—‘-hrodite, the sednotive 

or sister, the wanton 



“ALL IS NOT GOLD," &c. 

Gentleman (s» waiting for hit Wife, at ” Great Annual Sale," to Head 
of Department). “ You must do an enormous Business on Pats 

LIKX THIS." 

Head of Department. “Nor so much as top mioht eancv. Tub 
obxat hajohity or the PiorLit hkhe to-pay ah* Shop pish 
not Buying I ’’ 


"Tyke three ’aputh of whilks, ’Brno By sort fer ohoioe, und 
ohuok ’em wiv a saveloy and a kipper into a aorccpan, if you can 


3 kidymd 


my tip, and don't you he a bloomin’ mug. You can bly 
stick to the juggins’ soroepan. You may, I dessay, rail 
dollar on it,” There speaks the true gourmet, with single 

_a _i_i- a £ _j __ at __.. r _ />:a— ..l.i_ 


Let ns take the first—assume that the siren ia yours, then 
consider how fitliest she shall he dressed. And hen it shall be seen 
whether you have true obivahy and romance ia your aoul, or 
whether you grovel in mere aensual oourmemdite. What says 
Master Bill Nurgnss, master-eook to the Bine Pig chop-house in 
okittle-illey P Is there not anidyjlin flavour of Gocaigne, a very 
fervour of simplicity about Ms spelling which foes straight t» the 
of the whelk-worshipper P Listen to his wise counsel i 
a la Shoreditch :— 


rinsings, or go 

You can blymo well 
y, raise orf a 

_ _ _ _ „ , singlo-hcarled 

straight-forward egotism, worthy, of a City alderman, in nil the 
glory of a civic banquet. To none but an artist in guttlery would 
that touch of genius about the kids and the missus occur. 

Again, disdain not the sweetly subtle recipes and romantic fancies 
iat yuumaygatherdiiring yoursojourn at Colney Ilutoh. For there, 
far from the dull Philistinism of house-dinners and fried-fish shops, 
with all wild Mum ad orgies mav your divinity be adored. I.carn but 
one magic formula, and you shall see the wizard-working of your 
incantation, as, like an enchantress herself bo witched, she assumes 
you an ensorceled, faery sbajie. Here, mark you, is this jsitent 
spell, culled from the inspired lips of a frenzied chef. 

To Stake Whelk Fritters,—Take one ripe whelk, draw and truss 
it until you are black in the face, tie up the forequarter with chick- 
weed, sit down, aud smoke a pipe; parboil anything yon like for a 
few hours, ft don't, if you don’t care to; rub the puree through a 
tammy (I don’t know what this is); flavour with elbow-grease, f'g- 
foisandc, mud-salad, and holes noire i dredge the galUmnufrey, ..id 
hold your nose: write some letters; the rol-au-rent will then 
explode; wrap the pieces in an old sock, and bury for six weeks; 
take the 2.13 train to town, and have your hair cut, or pay somo 
calls ; than start again with another whelk, and proceed as before; 
but it ia better to buy the fritters ready-made.” 

Is not this a lesson in devotion and perseverance P Rejoice greatly, 
and work out your sybaritic salvation. 

And now that you have food for pious reflection, after a space you 
■ball , to your exceeding great advantage, be further instructed in the 
liturgy of the Winkle. 
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"NOBODK LOOKING!” 

[“We will not evacuate If sdsgascsr ... we will puma the sdrantoges we 
have gained.... Madagascar will liecome a flourishing French Colony. 
((.’Aw*.)... Our freedom of action ia complete. There can be no foreign 
interference."— M. Jlonotaux an the French Expedition to Mndapaecar.] 

Input, on the prowl, loquitur.— 

Or, those Malagasy mnttona! They are homioidal beuft, 

Very dangerous, and desperate, and spiteful. 

Yet, taken young, they furnish quite the toothsomest of feasts. 

And my hunger for a meal ia getting frightful. 

My “ attitude towards them” It—oh! well, the uaual one 
Of the Wolf toward the Lamb the wide world over; 

The “ attitude ” of the imprisoned Bear toward the Bun, 

^And I'm free— as free as song’s roman tio Hover! 

Yea, I'm free, though not ‘‘ afloat.” There's a feeling in my throat 
That my foes might oall omnivorous voracity, 

But it is a noble hunger; on nobility I float; 

And black baa-lambs are so given to—pugnacity. 

So full of ill-will, too, in all oiroumstanoes f Yes, 


Ana tne eggs Have to be broken and well beaten up! 

You can’t tie lambs to treaties, that't the wont of the false things, 
Though uou supply the treaty and the tether. 

They bolt from my Protectorate as though the brutes had wings, 
And they will not trust a Wolf aa a bell-wether I * 

It Is very, very vexing I In such quiet times as these, 

When “ the elements of peace ” are fairly uppermost, 

They ought to be so willing to do anything to please. 

(Gn-o-r-r ! Do I want “ redress’’ now, or my supper most P) 
All the world is doing homage to that peaceful creature, Bruin, 
Who is almost as unmilitant aa I am ; 

Yet these Malagasy mnttona would the entente simply ruin. 

They ’re as Aeroo as the ferocious sheep of Siam. 

At the lovely “ words of concord and of peaoe” they simply—Meat, 
A sound that Alls the Dove—and me—with terror t 
They think, because he's gentle, that the Wolf they ’ll kill and eat. 
The Wolf must try to show thorn they 're in error. 


A “ policy of division and of discord ” must inspire 
The world with honor and with apprehension. 

Of ‘'watching o’er my interests and my honour,” 1 shan't tire, 

And 1 think there’s little fear of—intervention. 

All the other brutes are busy at their several little games, 

Inspired by various—peaceful— emulations! 

These rivalries—of peace—will not set the world in flames, 

Or “ oompromise ” relations between nations. 

Bo I think while no one’s looking, I may drop down on these sheep 
With moral and magnanimous severity. 

Ah! there’s a blaek-faoed baa-lamb! On her track I ’ll slowly creep, 
I oan go with boldness, though “ without temerity.” 

A peaceful time like this is my time to make a pounoe; 

’1 he dogs are all asleep, there’s no one looking. 

Ah! there’s nothing like a blend of magnanimity and bounce. 

Yum-yum ! ’Tis a choice morsel, scarce needs oooking; 

She oomes this way, amusingly unmindful of her fate. 

Aha I my Hova lambkin, I shall have you, 

I shall eat yon up! There ’a no one will objeot, until too late, 

There ’a no one near will trouble take to save you I 

[Prowlt on. 

=============== # 

QUEER QUERIES. 

Tan L. C. C. Asanr.—Is it postiblethat the Government is about to 
back up the London County Counoil in another kttaok on one of our 
time-hallowed institutions P I see that Mr. Asquith told a deputa¬ 
tion that “one of the first acts of a Local Authority, if it had the 
power, would be to abolish the Ring.” What on earth has a Local 
Authority to do with the mode in which marriages are oelebrnted? 
Englishmen should rise in their thousands to defend the wedding- 
ring, symbolising as it does the sanotity of the nuptial tie, and should 
hurl from power a Government whioh is about to hand us over, 
fingers and souls, to a tyrannical set of County Council busybodiea. 
Mr. Asquith went an to talk rather disconnectedly, it seems to me, 
about gambling; perhaps he holds the cheap modem view that 
“ Marriage it a Lottery. But I want to know why a Home Secretary 
meddles with subjects of this sort P And how long is this oonapinoy 
between a Radios! Ministry and the L. C. C. to be allowed to continue? 

Not to hi Caught Natpiro. 








































NOBODY LOOKING 
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MORE SHE-NOTBS. 

(By Iofna, Author of "A 
Yellow Platter.") • 

Chapter L 

“ YntowiBua pueritme 
[aid Miss COHSTAHTU Dem- 
Msro; “ and it’s by a man."’ 

“By a man!” echoed the 
awe-struck Athanasia. 

“And to think that in epite 
of all onr pioneering and efforts 
to oontine her studies to the 
New Woman Series our nieoe 
may even now hare tasted of 
the tree and be banting oat 
into throbbing nerre-oentres 
and palpable possibilities. 
Compare - we two with her! 
Have yon noted her restless 
craving after Philistine de¬ 
lights such as man-worship 
nnd a literary style f Thank 
Heaven, she never got that 
from hi or our books.” 

Tho speakers were a pair of 
old Purgatorial Twins, not 
without alloviations, designed 
by Nature to multiply. But 
aloofness, ooupled in harness 
with anaunia, had nipped the 
wilding shoots in the Dud and 
won hands down at the dia- 
taneo. True, in the soraggy 
past, there had been a made 
creature, less curate than 
Cupid, that each of them had 
saved her soul alive in the 
memory of. But the cares of 
celibacy, cruel-heavy as a 
portmanteau - metaphor, now 
weighed on their shoulders; 
they could not orush them 
with a burial-spade like com¬ 
plete natures; they Btamped 
their faoes (the oares did the 
twins’ faoes) with their pon¬ 
derous crow’s feet. 

Still, at times, like spring- 
cleanings, came spring-hanker¬ 
ings, A whiff of yellow tulip 
on the breeze, and they would 



“ALL’S WELL!” 

Cockney Volunteer (on Sentry go). “Halt t Who ooks tkkreJ" 

Rustic. " It ■« am, might, Mah. Ot OOOMS Ai.ouo ’ere kv'ry Maarnin' I 


dying day the twins never 
forgot the smell, or ceased 
from the ptin of (heir in¬ 
capacity to grasp the fresh, 
unmellowed point of view. 
Points of view are the very 
diokens. 

At last she got loss rigid, 
and beoame nasty in Boft, 
sweet, labial gutturals, like 
the whoop of a bull-frog on 
the sleepy pool just above the 
dam. 

"Is this well-born and well- 
bred in von, I ask P ” There 
was a defiant abasement in 
her tone. “ Of course you 
can't help it. You never 
loved! Pooh!” 

The two elder Miss Dkm- 
nihos crushed tho fledgling 
secret of the late curate into 
its neat, and vituperated till 
they fell short of matter, 
being but poorly winded, 
“ Unregeneraw-abandoned- 
viper-- alleviator! Pass from 
our twin presenoe! ” 

MASOSfllifK moved toward 
the door; then, by a quaint 
habit that was a third nature 
to her (she had two others), 
she stood there absently, ajar 
and aloof. Her air of distinc¬ 
tion onme right out through 
her wretched frook. Then she 
went to the drawing-room, 
singeing] |her Pagan eheek 


I with the smouldering volume, 
i her young, expansive brain 
hot with the thought that 
there were no other copies in 
thevillage. " Unless he sends 
for another from town I shall 
never be able to keep up my 
unreasoning, palpitating ec¬ 
stasy, I must have some 
ventilation for my iuevitablo- 
ness, or burst," 

She rang for fresh tea. The 
orumpets were crystal-cold. 
She fasted one, and had a 
- qualm, as if her sympathies 


■ ■■ kmv i/iuocO| UA11A tuny nvUW s _ » . . , * ■ . . 

drink in the sunlight and the flowera and the beasts and the fishes wore getting enlarged. For a moment she wondered what a hoad- 
and the dew and the early worm. ! ache suoh as ahe had read about in books oould be like. I ho next, 

Even now as they peered into this book of forbidden sentiment at i she was down by the trout-stream, familiar in all she-notes, and lay 
the words—“ The presenoe of the two lovers is so enchanting to each there gurgling with gutturals. .... ,, , , 

other that it seems it must be the best thing possible for everybody . The peculiarity of Chamois Hyde was that he could not bear 
else ’’-from some faded, twilit oellar of the past oame tho bleating , making other people-ooUege dons, for mstanoe-ridioiilons. A bout 
lyre-hird of carnal reverie; but the astuter of the two scented ; himself it did not so muoli matter. Oxford had succeeded Kton, ami 
tangibly the oloven hoof, and ooming to her better self with a hard on the heels of a good degree had oome a cropper in the 
strangled "Oh! ” she east the book into the stove of the Queen Anne hunting-field, a nurse, a complicated kiss, a proposal, marriage, 
parlour, so suggestive of their own aloofness, void as it was of dog or disillusionment, in the order named. A poorer, singler man, with 
waste-paper basket, or English grammar, or any suoh humanizing the same prancing tip-toe sprnt, would have lost all sense el 
influence, 8 ’ deocnoy, arid written a book. But being rich, and by profession, 

At that moment a psir of swift, Pagan feet sounded in the passage, married, be also was on his wav to the usual trout-stream. 

Which wan a thousand pities, and com os into the next 
• Chapter II, - •— 

When Mahokkise entered there was the usual family 
aloofness in her faoe, but also a new element of allevia¬ 
tion. Always plastioias the compound from which she 
derived her name she had now reuched five feet seven 
and a half inches, and from the crest of her unutterably 
pullulating womanhood oould afford to look down imper¬ 
sonally on her maiden aunta as they struggled in the 
trough like square pegs in a round hole. 

The speotaole of burning leather waa in her nostrils, 
and the vile smell of it gave her an insight into the 
situation. Plunging her Aunt’e best silver-plated sugar- 
tongs into the flames, she rescued her shrivelled treasure, 
waved it above the ooming tempest like a brand, and 
faced them, rigid with wrath, half-sets-orer with the 
glamour of things. 

An odd, earnest, ineffable look Jumped into her eye*, 
changing their grey to pitoh-Uaok, with patches el 
ethereal blue, where the seal shone through. To their 



PROVERB FOR CHAPERONS. 

Kurts of a feather spoon together; 

Amorous pairs Hook on the stairs. 

Jap ami Cute.— 1 "What a oorimis metamorphosis!” 
writes to us our esteemed oontributor-at-a-distonoe, 
Herr vox Saokfhuso. “ Herr John Chinaman is suing 
for peace! so that the Chinese party becomes the real 
Chap-on-kneei!” 

Comment by a Laboccbbruh,— Resolutions oannot 
be made with Rosebery. 


The' Hew Mam.—W oman. 







THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARI8H. 

II.—The Public Mectino. 

I promised last week that the third chapter 
should be devoted to my meeting, and a Wi te¬ 
nnis's word is aa good as his bond, in point of 
‘fact, if anything a trifle better. But I think 11 
ought first to mention that since the account of 
my interview with Mrs. Lxrtuw Harm and j 


anonymous letter. 1 should be the last to suggest 
that either of these ladies, for whom my admira¬ 
tion is equalled only by my respectful awe, had 
anything to do wit h this missive, but here is srhnt 
it oontuned. “ it is easy to jeer at Woman, but 
be warned in time. Heraay will oome. Already, 
married or single, die may vote, already County 
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girls. Buck Bob and his mates 
were there, in aolid rows, whilst M n 
Harm aid Mrs. Mane* both turned 
up, attended by body-guards-the 
one of Women Liberals, the other 
rtf Primrose Leaguers, ’when (hi 
Chairman rose at half-past seven it 
is ne exaggeration to say that the 
roene was striking and impressive. 
Then, two minutes later, 1 rose,-and 
oommenoed my magnum opus of 
oratory. I had fifty-two pages of 
notes, I drank six glasses of water 
and twenty-three people left before I 
had done, whioh was not until an 
hour and five minutes had elapsed. 

I don’t for a moment oomplsin that 
twenty-three left; my amrolaint is 
that the number was so few. My 
peroration, to whioh I had devoted 
days of oare, somehow hardly had the 
effect I had hoped for. 

“This is indeed a memorable year,” 

I said; “ a year of truly rural sig¬ 
nificance. It remains with you to 
show that yon are prepared to rise to 
the height of the ooeation. If you 
do this, it yon grasp firmly the bene¬ 
fits whioh this Act offers you, then 
when next New Tear’s Day the 
gladsome bells ring out onoe again 
to tell a listening world that one 
year is dead and that another lives, 
they will sound all the dearer, all the 
more joyous, beoause they ring in a 
year in which Hudford will have a 
Parish Counoil.” 

Then I sat down, amidst subdued 
applause, whioh, I admit, disap¬ 
pointed me. The Yioar’s daughters 
never even took the trouble to 
applaud at all, and both seemed to 
havo something to confide to their 
handkerohiefe. Black Bon whis¬ 
pered to his neighbour, “ Ikying it 
on thick to-night, isn’t he 't ” I 
wonder what he meant. 

After this commenced a torrent of 
questions, forty-six in all before they 
were done. May I never live to have 
-ueh another experience! All the 
points I had evaded, beoause I had 
not understood them, came up with 
hardly a single exception. One man 
s __ v asked, “ Can the Parish Counoil re- 
move the parson’f” — a most em¬ 
barrassing question, whioh evoked 
roars of laughter from the audience, 
and a look of indignation from the 
Vicar. And the awful oonundrums! 
—most of whioh I had to content 
myself with giving up. Here is one. 
'‘Supposing only eight people oome 

Minif r. “Oh dear, no, James. Turn* ’ll be no necessity fob Whisky in Heaven.’’ fwlfrf' 
rmr nf/ir [dM ‘ ,,Ul,j) • “ Ne,;ks8!ty °* K » ^ESS IT Y, I MAUN say I ayk LIKE to SEE it on ^d ^.e «ven“ ^he eight ^ 

nominated for eleotion, and the seven 

.. -.. . ■ —. — are eleoted chairmen of the Meelfcg 

AL PARIRH Councils tremble at her word. Treat Woman in succession, and have all to retire 
nnion. wl th respect, or it will be the wane fur you.” beoause they are candidates for the 
ino. These last words were written in red ink. 1 oon- Council, ana suppose the eighth man 

i third chapter i fe«s I'm not easily frightened, but I don't like cannot read or write, and when he’s 
, and a Win- ! this kind of thing. And all my wife says is that proposed asohairmah, goes home, how 
id, in point of it selves me right for getting mixed up in theee will the Perish Counoil be eleoted ? ” 
But I think 1; public affairs at my time of life, and that I ought I simply said I would consult my 
the account of j to know better. lawyer, and, if neoeesary, take 

* Havitt and “ You’re not fitted for it, Timothy," she saye, counsel's opinion, 
print. I have “and you’ll only be made a fool for your pains.” Of coarse there was a vote of 
u receiving an I am very fond of my wife, but I wished the thanks, and of eourae it was oanied. 
last to suggest wasn’t a prophetess. When I got home, my wife, who had 

anmyadmlra- It is time to oome to the meeting. It was held declined to go, asked me how it had 
otful awe, had in the Voluntary Bohoolroom, granted to me by all gone irff. “My dear Maeia ,” was 
ut here is what the Vicar, on the express condition that I should all I said ; “ you are quite right, 
at Woman, but be atriotly non-political. The room waa crammed A man at my time of life ought 
ome. Already, with persons, men and women, married and single, never to start taking part in public 
already County The Vicar brought his daughters, two oharming affairs.” 



Councils tremble at her word. Treat Woman 
with respect, or it will be the woree for you," 
These last words were written in red ink. I oon- 
fe«s I'm not easily frightened, but I don't, like 
this kind of thing. And all my wife says is that 
it selves me right for getting mixed up in these 
publie affairs at my time of life, and that I ought 
to know better. 

“ You're not fitted for it, Timothy,” she saye, 
“ and you ’ll only be made a fool for your pains.” 
I am very fond of my wife, but I wished she 
wasn’t a prophetess. 

It is time to oome to the meeting. It was held 


mth persons, men and women, married and sins 
The Yioar brought his daughters, two oharmi 
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THE DOOM OF THE MINOR 
POETS. 

Wh«x Minor I’oets gre* so 

The? found a Minor Poet’s life 

Was very little fun. 

The Spirit of the Age they 
prayed 

They might be muted down, 
and made 

Into a Major one. 

Each had a very little spark 

Of eenius, that in the dark 

Might dearly be disoerned. 

but in a universal glare! 

Who oould perceive a rush- 
light, where 

By mypads they burned ? 

The Spirit heard the prayer 
they urged, 

That all their merits might be 
merged 

In one enduring Fame: 

“Yet, ere you all are whelmed 
and gone. 

You,” she declared, “must 
til upon 

The Major Poet’s name.” 

!'prose a mighty damour then, 

t or Smith proposed the cogno¬ 
men 

Of Smith, iu ardent tones. 

“More suitable for high re¬ 
nown,” 

Cried Bamvv, “appears the 
name of Brown. 

Jonhs advocated Jonis. 

Expecting yet some verdict 
dear, 

rim Spirit waited half a year. 

Then spread her wings and 
tied, 

Hut ere she fled, pronounoed 
1 his curse: 



THINGS THAT ARE SAID. 

1 Now, Majos do YOtrn vanv but to com a to to on Tnasnav. I 
shall ixi'ser vor. But if von can't uosk, of couasis 1 shall not bk 
losirroiKTRo I ” 


You all shall read each 
other’s verse 

Till all of you are dead' ” 

Some, t overburdened by the 
doom, 

Sank sperdily into the tomb. 

_ i In padded cells and loue 

There wonderothers.whoabuse 

All day the volumes they 
peruse, 

But never ope their own 1 
CROSSED! 

(To a Girl at a liLdance.) 

Will must vou go four thou¬ 
sand miles away l 
It throws our correspondence 
out of gear! [day— 

I cannot oable to you ev'ry 
It ’s much too public, and 
it ’a rather dour 1 

You write for sympathy—I 
sympathise; [after dato, 
You get my answer ten days 

And then, with spirits sky- 
high, you despise 
My poor at tempts your sorrow 
to abate! 

Meanwhile, to my hilarious 
last-but-ono 

Here comes your late but 
similar reply; 

Hut now my turn at dumps 
has just begun— 

I oan't enjoy your triumphs 
while I sigh 1, 

And so our moods go see-saw, 
up and down, 

Our letters cross, perversely 
cold or fond! 

There's unlyone redress—come 
1 baok to town, 

1 And thon we’U meet, and 
cease to correspond 1 


THE MUSIC WITH A FUTURE. 

(A« Imaginary Sketch, of How Things can 
net Possibly be Dogs.) 

Scran— The Composing Room of an Jllus- 
triousMusioian. The Illustrious Musician 
discovered deep in thought in front of a 
Piano. 

Illustrious Musician (picking out the notes 
u'lth one finger). “Dumty dumty, dumty 
dum dum." No, that ian’t it 1 I am »ure I 
had it just now, {Dries again.) “Dumty 
dumty, dumty dum dum.” Ho, that ’a not it 
■c,! * must try it again—oh, of oourse, 
with Hen- Von Banormnot. How to sum¬ 
mon him. {Blows trumpet). That ought to 
!’™g my aide-de-camp. 

VPrttsrtsh of trumpets, drums; doors thrown 
“pen, and enter a Regiment of Infantry, 


asristanoe/*^ our required 

I- M. ( considering ). Tee, I knew I wanted 
something. Oh, to be aure. Will yon please 
•end Herr Ton Banokhnot to me at once. 

{To 

{twurish of trumpets, drums. The Regi¬ 
ment retires. Enter Herr VonBinamcNOT. 


tv m : was, ora amu ua uaaa. 

“m. Would you Bike to hear it f 
^.V. B.derieUy, year Miyjeaty. I shall 


I, M. Well, it goes like this—” Dumty 
dumty, dumty dum dum." Bee. “ Dumty 
dumty, dumty dum dum.” How, you re¬ 
peat it. 

H. V. R. {who has hsen listening intently), 
“ Dumty dumty—dum dum.” 

. I.M. {interrupting). No, no; you’ve got 
it all wrong. Bee here, “Dumty dumty, 
dumty dum dum.” 

H. V, B, {in an eeslaeg), “ Dumpty 
dumpty, dumpty dum dum.” Perfectly 
charming I It is really excellent 1 

I. M, {pleased, but suspicious). You really 
think it good f 

U. V. R. Good 1 that isn’t the word for it. 
Excellent I first rate! capital I 

l.M. I am so glad you like it. I daresay 
you oould writs it out for me t 

H. V.R. Oh,certainly. Beautiful! Only 
wants a little amplification to taka the musi- 
oal world by atom. 

I. M. {much phased). You really an ex¬ 
ceedingly complimentary. Yon are indeed. 
I suppose it oould be scored for an onheetraf 

M.y^R. 1 ehould think eo. IwiBtumit 
into a march tor the Cavalry. 

I. M. And for the Infantry, too? You 
see, there might be jealousy if you didn't. 

M. V. B. Quite eo. And there ehould be 
mnrahee for the Artillery and Engineers, 
Than at oourse we should have a version to 
ha played by the Navy, first in fine weather 
and then in a atom. 

J. M, I think w« ought to do aa much. 
And at oourse the children ahonld have a 
version suitable for their shrill vaioes. And it 
oould be need as an open, and played on the 
organ. All this, of oouree, yon oould manage P 


11. V. B, Certainly, you may be sure it 
shall became universally popular. 1 will 
score it for every oonoeivablc instrument, 
and every possible audience. H shall bo 
played or sung in hospitals, railway stations, 
tchools, and in faet everywhere! 

I. M. It shall! But there must be one 
version teaohing a man how to play the tune 
with a solitary linger. 

If. V, R, May I venture to ask by whom 
that last version will be used f 
I. M. Why, old Double Bass, can't you 
guess t Why, man alive, I shall play from 
it myself! [Tableau and Curtain. 


NOVELTIES IN GASTRONOMY'. 
Taw about the Chinese eating dogs and 
eats, and the partiality of the South Sea 
Islanders for Missionary, what prioo this, 
from the Daily Telegraph t— 

R OAST COOK (single) WANTED, for large 
hotel. State age, and lust reference. 

The oannihal advertiser evidently is a gour¬ 
met, tor he ia particular aa to age, and never 
eats them married. Or is it that he likes 
them single in preference to double, as, per 
contra, one might prefer doable etout to single 
■font. After this, we (hall expect such deli- 
oacies as Boiled Butler, Sauce Maltre d'Hotel. 
Fried Footman, garnished with Oalvee-foot 
jelly, or Piokled Pageboy with Button mueh- 
rooma. Every fashion mast have come in- 
augurator; end who knows but that wa are 
on the eve of cannibalism, and that the 
Advertiser and the Daily Telegraph are ite 
joint pfoneere! 
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OUR BOWING-OFFICE. 

Write* a Ilaronitess, “ How quaint and simple appear the effects- 
tions of Mitui Jane Aukticn’h heroine* in Pride and Prejudice, 
especially now that one’s mind is oonfused with the vaeanes of the 


wore Itiruiu UI. gOVUllK wmi loot w»| wutwu umuiuauiuv, miu 

bread-and-butter romance waa the fashion of those timea. Ho 
■natter, these romantic young women knew how to dress, according 
to the exquisite illustrations of HtJOK TnoHSoir. What oould he 
expected but sentiment, when the young men also appeared so pic¬ 
turesquely attired. This new edition of an old work is charmingly 
got up and published by Grorck Amur. Turning from theee very 
early nineteenth century attractions, I lind A Battle and a Boy 
staring at me from a brilliant red binding. The odour suggests a 
gory tight, but there is nothing martial about it, only a Tyrolean 
peasant-boy in a pugilistio attitude with another boy. He is having 
it out before starting on his battle of life, which, taking place in the 

S iy Tyrol, where things happen out-of-the-way, Blau cue Willis 
owahd has made it more interesting than u every-day fight 


imposed, Editor devoted every spare moment to the improvement of 
his mind, and profited to the utmost by the vriae and gantle tuition 
of his mother.” Hy Baronite oan almost hear iff . Micuwker'i 
voice choked by a sob as he deolaimcd this last sentence. Fortuflatelr 

fnw nnfAwfntia4o1w\ ITi/l/fiflliw iIaOO nr, 4- lnof Innn lb. . 


m rmy h ! >£ 


m 


Most loteroatiug. J 

Most young women nowadays like to be here, there, and every¬ 
where, and so you will find them in the Fifty-two Storien of Girl-life, 
bv some of our best women writers, and edited by Altoed H. Miles. 
Messrs. 11 ptcii INSOK who, publish this work, might head their adver¬ 
tisement with “ Go for Miles—and you won’t find anything better 
than this.” Other jokes on “miles” they may discover or invent 
for themselves. These are meetly for our big girls, but the little 
ones will find a gorgeously gay Jlotebud Annual tar 1895, quite 
a prize-flower, exhibited by Jabzs Clark A Co ,; whilst Row Mite; 
or, the ll'ileh’t Spell, hy Veka Fetrowha Jiubbotsky,— this is a 
nice easy name to ask for !—is a most thrilling nursery tele of how a 
little girl, who ought to lie an arithmetician after being reduoed to 
the size of her little finger, is able to eubtraot much adventurous 
interest from among the insects and the inseet-world, and is full of 

- -..-n----undivided wonders. 

, ] The illustrations, by 

/ T, Pm, show how 

o / _—charmingly unoonven- 

J /t,,- .>A f.'Tx \ tional fife oan be in 

(f '\fj) , ] suoh oiroumstanoea. 

I : •—i\\ 1 So charming, after 

I V fl )} Y lung years of parting, 

f V \ V J 55 to eome again on Mr. 

tzi Micawber! Of all 

7 things, he has been 

Xjf i n, writing an aooount of 

J v The Life and Adven -! 

AJ f luree <>/(, Thomas JBdi- 

wKB V SOU (C-SATTO A5D WlR- 

■Kilf nus). The book pur- 

wwll ports to be the joint 

I work of W, K. L. 

i ' Dicksok and Aktobia 

Dicksor. But that ia 
b|« P K*~ only his modesty. Ilia 

■ literary style ie umnis- 

Bv Ova Own Biro Fakcisr, takeeUe. "Released 

--— —-—— — ---- from the swaddling 

clothes of error end superstition,” no one hut Mr. Jk. oould have 
written, " the inherent virility of men has reasserted itself, and to 
the untrammelled virion and ripened energies of the soientist the 


gone down upon turn, luving been earned to the King’s Bench 
prison. For the rest, the book is an admirable aooonnt of one of the 
most marvellous lives the world has known. Mnoh of it is told in 
Editor's own words, conveying simple records of megio achieve¬ 
ments. The book, luxuriously printed on thick glazed paper is 
adorned by innumerable sketches and portraits, illustrating the life 
and work of the Wizard of the Nineteenth Century. B. de B.-W. 

FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

Florerob is undoubtedly one of the best places in the world for 
studying pictures. Resolve to visit the Pitta Palace, Now I shall 
see something like a p&laoe—the home of the Medici, adorned with 
all the beauty of architecture and sculp¬ 
ture whieh they loved so welll No 
monotonous, psinted barrack like Buck- 
ingham Palaoe, no shabby briok house ft ,^3,1 
like St. James's. And now I shall see a ' ^sA&L . 
oolleotion of pictures worthily housed in 
a magnificent building 1 No contemptible 

piece of architecture like our National jtfSA rvr^T r^ U .,.1 
Gallery, where you Ml over the staircase mfZ&tik gi- Sw •5“ 
directly you go in at the door, and where, , 1 

when you have recovered yourself, you . 1 

find three stairoases, facing you like the iml> J TW 
heads of Cerberus at another entranoe, and | 

always go up the wrong one, and have to „ ,, _ , „ 

oome down again and clamber up another ® 00 ' 18 ^ our 1,0 1 orec ' 

before you find what you want. Even then, if you seek the water¬ 
colours of the greatest English landscape painter, you must go down 
yet another stairoase into the oellar. 


open space opposite a magnificent jail. Tee! F,ven the jails here 
are magnificent! Continue strolling on until I arrive at the open 
oountry. Ask the way to the Palace, and am told that it is about 
twokilomiHrej back along the way I have oome. Curious that I should 
not have noticed it. Return, looking carefully right and left, bat do 
not see it anywhere, and again arrive spporite the jail. Ask a man I 
meet how that prison oalls itself. He informs me courteously that it 
is the Palazzo Pitti. That! That dismal, monotonous, gloomy, 
brown structure? Why, Buckingham Palace is a joy for ever com¬ 
pared to it, and even Wormwood Sorubbs Prison reveals unanspcctcd 
charms 1 Would like to rit down to reoover from the shock, out as 
one is more likely to find a publio seat in a London square than in an 
Italian piazza, this is impossible. Therefore, totter to the great 
central entranoe. Perhaps the grand staircase leading to the galleries 
may be as attractive as the exterior is 
forbidding. 

Discover that the entranoe to the 
galleries is by a small side door, where 
I leave my walking-stick, and olimb 
a narrow, steep stairoase. Then climb 
a narrower and steeper stairoase, and 
finally reach, a stairoase so steep and 
narrow that it might more accurately 
be oa lied a ladder. Begin to think l 
have mistaken the way. Perhaps I 
shall find myself in the attics of the 
Palaoe, and be arrested as an anarch¬ 
ist. Have left my stick below, and 
have not even a passport with whioh 
to protect myself. Step oautiouriy 
up the first rounds of the ladder, 
when suddenly a large body earn- 
pletely fills the space above, and 
some* slowly down. It ia impossible 
to go on; itie impossible to remain 
where I am. Must therefore go down to the least narrow staircase, 
and wait tail the obstruction has passed. Do so. Awful pause..... 

[What the obstruction was, “A First InrEEtsioifisr" will tell ns in 
our next.—E d.] 
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ICHABOD. 

As over London Bridge I went 
A constable I spied: ^ • 

Hi* head upon hi a breast was bent, 
Avainst the parapet he leant. 

Re taxed upon the stream intent, 
And aa I passed he sighed. 

"What ails thee, officerP” I cried 
In sympathetic tone. 

“ What sorrow in thv aool is bred P 
Nay, never shake thy mournful 
head, 

But tell me of thy woes instead— 
Thou shalt not weep alone.” 

Be eyed me for a moment’s space 
In half-suspicious doubt; 

But reading not a single traoe 
Of aught but pity in my fees. 

He told me of his hapless osae 
And poured his sorrows oat. 
“Time was, not many months 
ago”— 

His voioe began to quiver— 
“When, in a stately march and 
slow, 

The tide of traffic used to how 
In Hoods as full as that below ”— 
Re pointed to the river. 

" From early dawn to dewy night 
It still blocked up the way: 

The creaking wain, the hansom 
light. 

The gaudy bus, in colonra bright, 
The gilded coach, thebuggy slight, 
And e’en the donkey-shay. 

"Amid the throng I took my 
stand, 

1 watched them oome and go. 
Anon the serried lines I soanned, 
Am® 1 raised a warning hand. 
And )o I at my supreme command 
The flood forgot to flow 1 

“ The bus, the cab, tha eoaoh, the 

fly, 

Were motionless and still. 


if' / 

\ w 


'ilk 



lileAtr# 

t -it 



In all the crowds that passed me.by 
Was no one of degree so high 
That dared my sovereignty defy. 
Or disobey my will. 

" The hensom hasting on her wav 
Paused when she heard my call. 
The ooster checked his donkey- 
shay, 

The gartered lord hia prancing 
bay— 

All, all were subject to my sway, 
lay word was law to all. 

“ Alas I alas! 'tis thus no more! 

done is my pride and power! 
Where thousands passed in days 
of yore 

Across the bridge, we’ve scarce a 
soore, 

For now the tides of traflio pour 
Round by the busy Tower., 

“ And I am left to mourn alone 
The glories that are tied. 

None heed me now—alae I not one! 
My life is lived! my day is done I 
Othello’s occupation's gone— 

Ah t would that I were dead! ’’ 
He ceased. The manly voioe broke 
down. 

1 oould no longer stay,' 

But, as 1 hurried off to town, 

1 pressed upon him half-a-orowu. 
And joyed to see thehopeless frown 
Die for a while away. 

"The Raiders.”— Sure as our 
Raiders know, just one hundred 
and nine persons, suspehted of re¬ 
sorting to the Albert Club, in Bolt 
Court, Fleet Street, for the pur¬ 
poses of betting,—muoh as their 
betters do elsewhere,—were ar¬ 
rested by the police and walked off 


THE ADVANTAGE OF HIGHEE EDUCATION, T- 

JSton Boy (who how corns to wo Aio Brother of Sorrow). “I sav, rested by the polioe and walked off 
these Floods aee stunning I W« 'be all shut home, Four toBndewell. Ominous names for 
Weeks sreobe the time I ’’ the looality! As they wereu t 

Harrow Boy (gloomily). "I wish to ooodhms thr Oov’hor aan sufficiently fleet to run away 
SENT mm to Eton. We 'be up ok a *»astlt Hill bees, ah’ ko they oouldn t bolt, and so were 
ohahoe or ant Floods I” »U <»n«ht! 


run away 
nd so were 



I wonder, vaguely, where we met, 
And how it was we came to part, 
And whether I have left her yet 
A permanently-injured heart; 
Well, faded programme, you may go, 
To tear you up at ouoe were better; 
But yet—I’d greatly like to know 
The meaning of that mystic letter! 

Parliamentary Aspiration. 

(By Jrrmy Mieawhsr Dutdlor.) 

Or the (f)300, grant but three, 

I ’ll make a shape for paid M.P. 


A Lectors ok Temperance. 


" Mr ampty Meads, I sm yoc w«* all drank last 
mgkt. This am act oosur again I ” 


LINES TO A LADY. 

(A Misappropriator’ i Apology.) 

My dear Miss B„ I oannot rest by day, 

At night I never sleep,—or not for iong. 

The reason is, it grieves mo muoh to say, 

I’ve done what I'm afraid yon ’ll think is 
wrong. 

I’ve stolon somothing-donT, 1 beg you, 
laugh, 

For 1 'm a thief*—I trust T do not. look it. 
You missed when I went off a photograph t 
Prepare for a surprise, ’twas 1 who Lwk it. 

How did I do it P Well, the day 1 ieft 
I got down early—half an hour or more 
Before you knew it. That’s why you re 
bereft 

Of that one photograph from out your store. 
Yes—1 have sinned, and suffered on the rack 
Of agonised remorse, although I trust 1 
May be forgiven. I’ll send the portrait back 
3B that's the only way. But toll me— 
mast I_f__ 

“ Quite a Little ’OiJDAT.”-Last, Satur¬ 
day the Timor notified one “ Hkniit Holi¬ 
day ” officially in “ editorial’’ tvpe that, as 
regards tha “oalumny refuted,’' everything 
having been explained, apologised for, and 
generally settled all round, they meant to give 
the subject a complete holiday, but that aa re¬ 
garded the gentleman of that name who wrote 
, to say "he wasn't satisfied." the limes must 
treat Aim as a " Dios mm." 


Vo, ora. 
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THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS. 

Ik you want a receipt for that Popular 
Mystery 

Known to the world as our own Grand Old 
Man, 

Take all the Titans and CricBtona of history, 
Hulling 'em all into one—if yon can. 

Take .1 olios C.ekab and TintsTB-Pn usee, 
Bkabidab, “ Bonky,” and General Booth, 
Homeb and Hoback, and Tumat and 
Mobbis, 

Cickeo, Calvin, and Loots Kossuth: 
Uoboiab, Sanchez, Sir Abchibalb Alison, 
Plato, Adgubtibk, and W. Stead, 

With—but mere eatalogua movetn man’s 
malison, 

Be oil Biography “ taken as read ”; 

if you \e lumped the Divine and 
Philosopher, 

Soghist, and Casuist clever to gloss over, 
n ra . ,0 I’ Essayist, Scholar and Bard, 

Heat Swordsman or " Png ” who e'er fenced, 
smote, or sparred, 
toppers too many hy far to 
Melt them all down to 


Male Clkofatba, whom “ age cannot wither,” 
Whose wondrons variety custom oan’t stale, 
All round the Universe, hither and thither, 
Hambies his genius, aged but hale. 

Jam and geology, pious " apology” 

For tiny flaws in the arms of theology, 
Auti-Besantine attacks on Theosophy ; 

Obiter dicta on Art and Philosophy; 
HuxLKT-dt fiance on errors of Science, 

And- 

Ah! What is this f Why an optio appli¬ 
ance! 

Not Milton’s great optic tube, nor Lord 
Roush's, 

But- something to peer at a microbe’s pro- 
boseis. 

A marvel of high-polished glittering brasses. 
And soft-winding screws, and adjustable 

O’lfUjM’H ’ 

A small world’ of wheels as a galaxy shiny, 
Admitting the gue to a world yet more tiny 
Of butterfly down and midge-atomaeha and 
winga! 

Well, William, old friend, ’tia the day of 
small things, , 


RUBINSTEIN. 

Since Paganinni, Angara never wrought 
Such marvels in the mystic realm of sound 
As his who from the ringing keyboard brought 
A world of wondrous wizardry, which bound 
E'en ignoranoe in an astonished rapture. 

Tbat world iselosed, whosemagio ‘ sesame” 
He only held, where he alone oould oapture 
The spirits of strange woe and witching glee, 
And set them sounding in dull human ears. 
Mnsio whose memory moves onr smiles and 
tears. _ 

New Nursery Rhyme. 

(On the New ( Nureery) Art.) 

Het ! ’Tis a riddle, 

A do and a diddle, 

A fad, and a lunatio luno; 

A aerawl and a smudge, 

And in faet arrant fudge, 

To be kicked to Art’s limbo—and soon. 



mm 

M 
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Jove—or Achillas—tha world now d 
To myrmidons ant-like who swum, nuns 
and fuss. 

Parties seem split into sections and slivers, 
Earii of which bellow, “ Tha first plaoe for 
Us!” 

Mutually angry and all-round abuse-full. 

So you may find your new instrument useful. 

To—shall we say—gauge the New Leaders’ 
authority, 

Or look at that small, dwindling Liberal 
mskritv? 


Monetary Multum in Parvo. 
Do not spend your life in spending ; 

Sorrow never, promptly pay: 
Save—but net with toil unending; 

but windy—what you may: 
He who lends himself to lending, 
Gives himself away. 

The Journalistic Jettatura. 
Ibsen is angry that tome Paul Pry 
Hu “ blown the gall ’’ on hit Sul Bye, 
Personal prattle and egotist bounce, 
These great Ibsen may well denounoe. 
Not to bewitoh, bnt to swagger and spy, 
la the baaillidi task of our " Evil I.” 
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___ discus* Captain Tmoonwan, particularly now that he ha* left 

LYRE AND LANCET. Wyvern. Buppoae we go bade to Mr. SrPjwnx, I know, ofeonm 

(AO ,ry in Swim*.) “ *** d ' d ’ T0U from «>« W 

PART XXII.—A DESCENT PROM THE CLOUDS. U> Und! It ia refreshing to be to thoroughly understood'! I think I 

fl,«i XXXri.-/n the Elizabethan Garden. T mv-About knowtwhat your “ but still” impliei—why did I not foment hat he 
11 a m • Ladt Mamie and Undebrhtell are on a seat in the wou ld infallibly betray himself before long P I did. But 1 gave 
V«w W-alk him credit for being able to sustain his part for another hour or 

(S W/'r^ hlr cttLTn/y' i^ntanSon, onfy I wa«-V^t “ £w. To be quite frank, I didn't teonhle my«elf about him; my 

permitted to carry it out. I trust you don’t oonsider I should have solo objeot was to retreat with dignity; he had got himself somehow 
Lon to blame P or other into a false position he must get out of as best he onuld 

Mv Minnie (with .lining met). To hlamt t Mr. Bum! As if After all, he would bo none the worn for having filled My place for 
I ooold possibly do that! I (To kerulf.) He doesn’t even see low a fewjionra _ ^ x 

splendid it was of him 1 , „ . , Lady Mame (thwly). I.see. It didn’t matter to you whether he 

<Tnd. (to himeelf). I begin to believe that I can do no wrong in her wae suspected of being an impostor, or made to feel uncomfortable, 
eye" ! (Aloud. i It was not altogether easy, believe me, to leave or—or anything. Wasn’t that a little unfeeling of yon P 
without even haring seen your .. Und. Unfeeling 1 I allowed 


without even haring seen your 
face; hut 1 felt so strongly that 
it was better so. 

Lady Maine (looking dotm). 
And—do yon still feel that P 
Und. I must oonfeea that I am 
well oontent to have failed. It 
was snoh unspeakable torture to 
think that you. Lady Mamus, 
you of all people, would derive 
your sole idea of my personality 
from such an irredeemable vul¬ 
garian as that veterinary surgeon 
—the man Sfoksrm, ! 

Lady Maine (to hertelf, with 
an almoet imperceptible etart). I 
suppose it’s only natural he 
ahould feel like that—but I wish 
—I do wish he had put it just a 
little differently 1 (Aloud.) Poor 
Mr. flmiKKLL ; perhaps he was 

not exactly- 

Und. Not exactly! I assure 
you, it is simply inconceivable to 
me that, in a circle of any preten- 
siona to culture and refinement, 
an ill-bred boor like that eonld 
have been accepted for a single 
moment as—I won’t say a Man 

of Groins, bnt- 

Lady Mattie (the light dying 
out of her eutt), No, don't— don't 
go on, Mr. Bum! We were all 
exceedingly stupid, no doubt, but 
you must make allowances for us 
—for me, especially. I have had 


without eren haying seen your CM. Unfeeling 1 I allowed 

face; but 1 felt so strongly that him to keep my evening doth*. 

which is more than a good 
many-.—I 

Lady Maitie. At all events, hs 
may have had to pay more heavily 
than yon imagine. I wonder 
whether- But I suppose any¬ 

thing so unromantio as the love 
affairs of a veterinary surgeon 
would have no interest for yon ? 

Und. Why not, Lady Mame ?, 
To the Student of Humanity, and | 
still more to the Poet, the humblest 
love-story may have its interest¬ 
ing—even its suggestive—aspect. 

Lady Maine. Well, I may tell 
you that it seems Mr. Rrirnnm. 

- has long been attaohed, if not 
i actually engaged, to a maid of 
mine. 

Und. (itartled out of his telf- 
pottettinn). You— you don’t mean 
to Mi™ Phixiipsow P 
Lady Maine. That is her name. 

How verv odd that yon- But 

nerhapa Mr. Seurbeli. mentioned 
it to you laat night P 

Und. (reconering hit tang- 
froid). I am hardly likely to have 
heard of it from any other quarter. 

Lady Maitie. Of oourse not. 
And; did he tell yon that she was 
hero in this very house ? 

.■ Und. No, he never mentioned 
that. (What a’isingular oomoi- 
denoe! 

Lady Maitie. Yea, rather. The 

the people I know best are-well. ' I ITMgllffl H ITT ill to WeWrfthShe^r. a 

not exaotly clever, you know I gneet here, and jumped to the 

so often wish 1 was in a set that UmLaniAA^ t-f. conclusion that he had oeased to 

oared ra ther more about mtelleo- ' core for her; so she revenged her- 

tual tmngs l “ Lh come anil search for snowdrops!” selffby a desperate flirtation with 

Lnd. (with infinite pdy). How some worthless wretoh she met in 

you must have pineu for freer air. How you must have starved on the Housekeeper’! Room, whose flattery and admiration, 1 ’m very 
such mental provender as, for example, the vapid and inane oommon- much afraid, nave completely turned her head! 
placesof that, swaggering oarpet-soldier. Captain—T hickset, isn’t it P Und, ( uncomfortably). Ah, well, she must'learn to forget him. 

Lady Maine (drawing bock into her comer). You evidently don't and no doubt, in time- How wonderful the "pale sunlight k on 

know that Captain 1 aicinxasu distinguished himself greatly in the that yew hedge 1 

Suudan, where lie was very severely wounded. Lady Maitie. You are not very sympathetic I I should not have 

L nd. Possibly; but that is aoaroely to the point. I do not quos- told you at all, only I wanted to show you that if poor Mr. SpdrreU. 

turn his efliotenoy as a fighting animal. As to his intelligence, did innooently usurp your plaoe, he may hafe lost- But I see 

perhaps, the less .aid the bettor. all this only bores yon. 

Lady Maine (contracting her browt). Deoidedly. Fought to have Und. Candidly, Lady Marat*, I can't affect a very keen interest 
mentioned at once that Captain Trickkmsi is a very old friend of in the—er—gossip of the Housekeeper's Boom, Indeed I .am rafter 

. , surprised that you should oondeaoend to listen to- 

, Und. /WfT J. He, at least, may be aongratulated. Bnt pray Lady Maine (to hertelf). This is really too muoh 1 (Aloud.) It 
don t flunk that I spoke with any personal animus; 1 merely happen never ooourred to me that I was “ oonaesoending ” in taking an 
to entertain a peculiar aversion for a olass whose profession ia ays- interest in a pretty and waywird girl who happens to be my maid, 
tomatio slaughter. In these Democratic times, when Humanity is But then I’m not a Democrat, Mr. Blaix. 

advancing by leaps and honnda towards International Solidarity, Und. I—I'm afraid you construed my remark aa a rebuke; which 
soldiers are such grotesque and un n ecess ar y anachronism*. it was not at all intended to be. 

Laely Main* (to hertelf, with a little ehmer). Oh, why does he— Lady Maine. It would have been rather uncalled forif ithedbwn, 
why <to« heP (Aloud.) I should have (bought that, until war wouldn't itP (ObtenAng hit growing uneatineti.) I’m afraid you 
Itoalf is an anaohronum, men who are willing to flght and die for don’t find this bench quit# Comfortable P 

their oountry oould never be quite uuneoeeaery. But we won't Und. I—er—moderately eo. (7b him»e\f.) Then’* e female 


‘ l)o come and KMurch for Msowdropa! ” 


7 remark aa a rebuke; which 1 
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little—er— monotone , 

life rues, spasmodic ally. 

Lady’Maine (ruing toe). Certainly; we have sat here quite long 
enough. It is time we went beck. 

Und. '(to himself). We shall meet hart and I’m almost sure 

if’ s —s— I must prevent any- (Aland.) Not back, Lady Hirsts! 

l ira— you promised to ehow me the orehid-house—you did, indeed I 

Lady Maine. Very well; we eeu go in, if you oare about orchids. 

It’s on our way hack, 

Und. (to himself). This i* too awful! It is that girl Phillipson. 
She i» looking for somebody I Me I (Aloud.) On seoond thoughts, 
1 don’t think I do eare to see the orchids. I detest them; they are 
weird unnatural extravagant things. Let us torn back and see if 
three are any snowdrops on the lawn behind that hedge. 1 love the 
snowdrop, it is so trustful and innooent, with its pare green- 
veined- Do come and search for snowdrops! 

I.ady Maine. Not just now, 1 think— (as she shields her eyes 
with one hand)— I’m not quite sure yet—but I rather fanoy that 
must be my maid at the other end of the walk. 

Und. (eagerly). I assure you, Lady Musis, you are quite mis¬ 
taken. Not the least like her! 

Lady Mnisie (astonishedT. Why, how oan you possibly tell that, 
without having seen her, Mr. Blais P 

Und. I—I meant-You described her as “ pretty,” you know. 

Tins girl is plain—distinctly plain I 

Lady Maisie. 1 don't agree at all. However, it certainly is 
Philltpson, and she seems to have come out in search of me; so 
I haul better see if she has any message. 

Und. She hasn’t. I’m positive she hasn't. She — she wouldn’t 
walk like that if she had. (In feverish anxiety.) Lady Maisie, shall 
we turn bRok ? She—she hasn't seen us yet! 

Lady Maisie. Really, Mr. Blub ! I don’t quite see why I should 
run away from my own maid! . . , What is it, Phillipson P 

[Me adranres to meet PHILLIPSON, leaving Undebshell behind, 
motionless. 

I 'ml. (to himself). It’s all over! That oonfounded girl reoog- 
niws me. I saw her.faoe ohange! She’ll be jealous, I know she ’ll 
be jealous— and then she’ll tell Lady Maisie everything! ... I 
wish to Heaven I ouuld hear what she is saying. Lady Maisie seems 
agitated. ... I- I might stroll gently on and leave them; but it 
would look too like running away, perhaps. No, I ’ll stay here and 
face it out, like a man! I won’t give up j ust yet. (He sinks limply 
upon the bench.) After all, I ’ve been in worse holes than this sinoe 
1 fame into this infernal place, and I’ve always managed to soramble 
out - triumphantly, too! If she will only give me five minutes alone, 

I know 1 can clear myself; it isn’t as if I had done anything to be 
ashamed of. .. . She’s sent away that girl. She seems to be expeot- 
ing me to come to her. . . . I—I suppose I’d better. 

[He rises with effort, and goes towards Lady Maisie with a 
jaunty unconseiousndks that somehow has the air of stopping 
short just above the knees. 





in] handy form a series 
of addresses and papers 
spoken and written by 
lord Reasset during the 
last quarter of a oentury. 
i They disolose profound 
knowledge, not only of the 
'A— - principles that underlie 
l\\ the oonneotion between 
Work and Wages, but of 
|5*\/ the everyday practices 
that sometimes oontrol it. 
Throughout, the book is 
marked by a broad spirit 
and statesmanlike view 
which, if more oomraon, 
would make strikes mnoh 
more unoommon. As Mr. 
Georoe Howell in his 
introduction point* out. 


COUNTING NOSES. 

Between now and nose a strange 
! oontokt arose 

me Jiir~ rr «r ' Concerning the smells from a 

■wi’? brewery. [their foes 

| Ams.. Some thought them like Eau de Cologne, whilst 
Denounced them as sickly and sewery. [Cologne, 
’Twixt the Rhine, whiah (see Coleridge) washes 
{ GrMts fi And that sweet “ Cologne water ” that soents it, 

VfSamR How now shall the diflerenoe truly 

WwffffzfA " • be known ? [resents it! 

Strange oomparison! Reason 
^ T iff*nr Oh! what is an odour, and what is 

..•:> 1H-" a*‘»tink”P [dub it.) 

_ ■ fm , (As the outspoken sohoolboy will 

I r— If man’s nose is asked to deride, 

W. ~"* r ‘ well, I think, 

.} .vfpsCfc* 'tP*''- In punlement pure man mast— 

rub it I 

If the fragranoe of “ grains " will to some suggest drains. 

And to otht rs bright Bendemeer’s roses, 

Sanitation’s big problem a puzzle remains, 

Sinoe it all seem* a question at noeee. 

New Director to Rotal College of Mono.—" Who would 
succeed Sir George GsotbP ” that was the question. The answer 
to the inquiry was, “ Who but Paket P ” Whaieupon Hobbit 
was appointed. Now, all mule at the CdUege, of whatever 
nationality, wfilbe taught d la mode do Parry. 


who knew anything about the subject, exoopt that (hey did not like 
it. Mr. Bbasset, the son of one of the greatest employers of labour 
of the day, had the breadth of mind to reoogniw the right of industrial 
organisation representing labour, and lived to see the ban against 
trades unions removed by the House of Commons, The book is, my 
Baronite says, the most valuable contribution to the intricate 
question disoussod of any recently published. Trnly a most remark¬ 
able work for an ex-lord-in-waiting. We shall next hear of Mr. 
“Bobbt” Spencer ooming out with a treatise on the Solar 
Parallax. 

“ With delight,” writes a young Baronite. “ the ordinary schoolboy 
turns from even Old -dSsop’s words of wisdom to the ever-hlissfiil 
fascinations of oowboys, Red Indians, and all ihe untrammelled 
pleasures of ranch life which are to be met with in following The 
Great Cattle Trail, by Edwabd 8. Ellis (Cassell & Co.); and 
certainly life appears very, so very interesting, when you oan be a 
hero with Buffalo Bill effect.” 

Five Stars in a Little Pool, by Edith Cabrinoton (Cassell & Co.), 
suggests lives and billiards, but that is the wrong cue to give, except 
that it is live little stories in black on white, “ red” is added when 
you've finished the book, 

Cassell & Co. evidently, or, says a Baronite fresh from school, 
“ Ot'iWently ” put a new construction on “ Art est eelare Artem,” 
for in their Magazine of Art it is clearly shown not only what Art 
does but how it does it. The etchings and photogravures are charm¬ 
ing. There is a oapital article on stage costumes, and among thorn 
is found the original idea out of which the fashionable Serpentine 
dance was twirhngly evolved. 

Most little people will he much amused by the waggish tale of 
Toby, by Ascott R. Hope. He is not of course Mr. Punch's 
“Toby,” cela ra sans dire. Thsre cannot be two Tobies. It is 
“ Toby or not Toby.” and there is no “ question ” about it. This 


of his amusing opinions. He is brought out by Innrs (& Co.), and is 
one of the daintiest dogs in the Dainty Book Series. So much ter 
Toby. 

Any who read the first aeries of Eighteenth Century Vignettes, by 
Austin Dobson, will eagerly welcome a seoond series issued by the 
same publishers, Messrs. Cuatto and Windds. Of all writers at 
work to-day, Mr. Austin Dobson is most profoundly steeped in the 
literary essence of the Eighteenth Century, and is most successful m 
reproducing its flavour. In writing about Swift, Riohabdhon, 
Dr. Johnson, nr the topography of Hdmphret Clinxkr (a learn.d, 
yet most mellow disquisition), be does not oondcsoend to the easily- 
aoquired triok of introducing arehaie words, or inverting sections of 
phrases with which wo ire familiar in the works of some other 
artists on the same broad pavement Yet. withal, there is in the 
literary style of these pleasant ehats round about the old writers, 
booksellers end bookbuyers, s eertsin distinct Eighteenth Century 
flavour. So intimate is Mr. Dobson with the ways, the personal 
the dress, the daily environment, and the little gestures 


*&!**#“*■ 


startlingly vivid life. ' Hi* picture cl Swiyi writing to Stella from 
his badia the back room of a first floor in Bury Street, St. James a, is 
a mastorpieee of live portraiture. „ _. 

The Baron d* Boon-Worms. 
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“ALL'S WELL I" 


Re-arranged l for Lion and Aar) after Dibden 

1“ Several KuMlin newapspon publish article, 

. . . declaring that an Angto-Hu*,ian undemand¬ 
ing would be of onormnu, advanlago to thereapeo- 
tlre internet, of the two nation, healdna promoting 
European peace.”—Jlmai.] 

Spoken. 

Human Bear (with effusion). Now thin in 
redly delightful 1 

British Lion (coriiaUy ). Hoot charming, 

I’m sure! 

B. Bear. What I ’ye Ion god for for ages! 

B. Lion. What 1 ’ve wished for centuries I 

B. Bear. Strange how long wo have been 
separated bypure prejudioe! 

B. Lion. Though our respective dens are 
•o onnvnniently situated for mutual oalls, and 
genial interchange of love and liquor! 

B. Bear. Why, 1 like yon immensely, now 
I see you near. 

B. Lion. And I’m enormously taken with 
you. at close quarters. 

B. Bear. Ton have little of the Lion bnt 
its magnanimous courage. 

B. Lion. And yon have nothing of the 
Bear but its akin. 

B. Bear. The kind things yon have been 
saying about me lately have, quite touched 
me. • 

B. Lion. Don’t mention it. Ton deserved 
’em all. Delighted to render any little civili¬ 
ties to a near neighbour, especially in time of 
trouble. 

<B. Bear (much maced). A thousand 
thanks! Leo! Let me embraoe'you. No 
longer afraid of my hug, are yon ? 

B. Lion, Not a bit of it! (Hi! this is 

something like a “ Russian Advance 111” 


B. Bear. And this is indeed a right 
“British Greeting1'!!” 

B.'Lum [aside), ’Wonder what the Gillie 
Chanticleer thinks of this ! • 

B. Bear [aside). Fancy the Teutonic 
Earle eyes us s leetlejealously. 

B. Lion [aloud). Well, let us meet often, 
Bruin, and talk things over amioably. 

B. Bear [aloud). We will, Leo, we will. 
Ah! what a pity we didn't knose each other 
before ! _ 

B. Lion. Tea, indeed. However, All’s 
well that ends well! 

B. Bear. “ All ’» Well? ” Ah! Cue for 
song! Let us warble! 

They sing , — 

Converted (rather late than soon). 

We peaoe proclaim,—thrioe blessed boon! 
We meet, as friends, on common ground; 
On sentry go no more tnunp round; 

And should our footsteps haply stray, 
Where treaties mark the warded way,— 
“Who gee* there P”- ’ 

Stranger quickly tell,— 

“ A friend 1 ” 

“The word!’’ 

t “ Comrades!” 

“An’s Wmxt” 

Or, steaming on the briny deep, 

Watch each on each wa soaroe need keep 
from o ft the ironclad’s steel deck, 

Lest mutual foes meet common wrack. 
Lord, no! If a strange hull draw near, 
k friendly voiee salutes each ear. 
“Whwehecrf 

Ho, brother, -niokly tall 1— 

” Above!’’ 

“Below!” 

"Messmates."' 

“All's WntLl!!” 


1st Singer (crescendo). A-a-a-a-a-fcore/ 

2nd Singer (diminuendo). 

Be-e-e-e-e-e-e-e-low ’! 

Tutti (fortissimo). A-a-a-a-h’s Weii !.! 

[“ So mote it be! ” add, Mr. 1>] 

OLLENDOKFIAN. 

(Example of the Very Latest Trends Ermine.) 

Otm neighbour has many Colonies. The 
Colonies of our neighbour are very productive. 
Why should we not have (some) productive 
Colonies P The onek is mora valiant than the 
lion. Let ns send the Ambassador to the bad 
Queen. The bad Queen has pulled the nose 
of the Ambassador. She is verv obstinate, 
bnt die is not very amiable. The soldiers, 
the sailors, the ships, the stores, and the 
ammunition will soon arrive. The island hss 
a very rood soil, but not a very good olimate. 
Why have the soldiers and the sailogp nut 
yet marched to the capital P Because the 
soldiers and the sailors have all got the fever. 
Why have they got the fever P Because our 
neighbour is wioked,. Does it rain like this 
every dayP Tes, it rains every day in the 
wot season. Which, then, is the dry season 
in tha island P There is no dry season in the 
island. It is right to live for glory. There 
is much glory in shooting barbarians. When 
the island is conquered, who will go and live 
in itP My tailor, my butoher, my wifo’s 
mother (the mother of my wife), ana all my 
oreditors, I hope, will go and live in it. We 
are not so rich as we once were. Why are 
we not so rich as vre onoe were P Beoansewe 
have spent all our money in trying to have 
hie Colonies like our neighbour. If jour 
neighbour is so wioked, why”should > we 
imitate him P He is only wiok«l because he 
I has (the) biglColoniee. 




































“ALL’S WELL!” 


Bunn lam m tmoi Bin [toflhtr), "WHAT A PITT WI DIDN'T KNOW 'EACH OTHER BEFORE !" 
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POLITICS AND GALLANTRY. 

First 'Arry. “ Hat, wot ’s this ’rrr Rosrbrky A torkin’ aba at ? Blesb’d if HR ain’t 
a ooin’ to do awy with thr Lords I” 

Second ’Arry (more of a Don Juan than a Politician). “ Do awy with this ’olk bloomin’ lot 
o’ Lords, if hr likks, as long as hr don’t do awy with thr Lidikh 1 " 


talk a la mode de londres. 

Scr.vr.-Interior of a Suburban Railway 
Carriage. Buowtr, Jos*# and RoBnraoN 
discovered reading papers. 

Brown. Wonderful this war between China 
ana Japan. And all alining ont of the Corea. 
"S’the way. where is the Corea P 

Oh, elose to Port Arthur. Haven't 
you seen the maps in the paper P 

Brown Yes, hut they begin, so to speak, in 
the middle. Of course I know where the Corea 
18 , f '! r , about a hundred Hailes all round, hut 
what’» beyond P 

Robinson (looking over the top of hts paper). 
I fancy Russia. That's evidently why the 
Russians took such an interest in the row. 
i ou see, of course, they want an entrance into 
the Mediterranean from the Blank Sea, and if 
the Corea were definitely annexed by the 
Japanese, what would beeome of Sebastopol p 
, "'own. Why, you are thinking at the Crimea. 

Robinson. I suppose I am. „ 

T _ IRssumes ths readout of his taper. 

“ftll the RnaMmii i£> tike an in- 
Jfwtinthennarrd. Or rather did; far, now 
that the Mnsoorites an on snob exoeOant 


terms with us, it doesn’t mueh mutter what 

*Cb. Of course not. Snch good taste of 
the Czaii to make the Prince a Colonel of the 
Kiel Hussars, and saying, too, that Ids bride 
was English, not Gorman. The new Emperor 
thoroughly appreciates the value of an English 
allianoe. And you see Franoe, too, wonts to 
join it# 

Jones. Then that will put everything right 
about Egypt, Madagascar, and Afghanistan. 

Robinson {emerging from his paper). I never 
could gee the use of the Suez Canal. No more 
oould Lord Palmerston. And couldn’t we get. 
to India quite as quickly by the PfKfio Rail- 

hrown {doubtfully). T think not; although, of 
oourse, it shortens the route to Australia. I 
fancy it wouldn’t help us much with Egypt- 

Jones. Why, the Pacific Railway u in Canada 
—isn’t it P 

Robinson. I suppose it is. .... 

(Retufns to ths perusal ofkss paper. 

Brown. Hot that the Paoi«<i Railway isn’t 
netful. You see, the Americans are waking 
and even proposed to intervene m the 
apeaese controversy. That shows they 


have abandoned the old policy of keeping 
themselves to themselves. 

Jones, Of oourse that’s impossible. 
You see that while we are so violently 
in favour of free trade, we must take aii 
interest in transatlantic politico 
Brown. Yes, there is a good deal in 
what you say, and I suppose on account 
of the fall in silver we ali must be care¬ 
ful. 

Robinson (emergina from his payer). 

Perhansitisoonnecteawith bi-metallism. 

[7Va*n enters tunnel, anil in. the 
rattle the talk subsides. 


THE NOVELIST'S VADE MECUM. 

(Compiled by a Publisher with strong vines 
on the Subject .) 

Question. Which do you prefer-a 
novel in throe volumes, or in one single 
tome ? 

A newer. That is a matter that entirely 
depends upon terms. 

Q. Then you are indifferent, as to 
length P 

< * A. In everything save the figures of a 
cheque. 

Q. But is not Art your first considera¬ 
tion ? 

A. Certainly, when it leads to a sub¬ 
stantial balanoe at my hankers. 

Q. Then you write forty our living ? 

A. Certainly, or I shouldn’t live at all. 

Q. Which do you prefer—a story pro¬ 
duced in parts, or a story published as 
a whole? 

A. Again a question of terms. * Still, if 
remuneration is equal, sketches of charac¬ 
ter are easier than construction of plot. 

Q. When is the latter nocessory ? 

A. When the novel iH written for a 
serial, and ia published with the standing 
announcement (frequently repeated), “to 
be continued in our next.” 

Q. Is it difficult to sketch character ? 

A. Not if you do not mind irritating 
your friends and driving your foes into 
Iunaoy. . 

Q. How do you irritate your friends? 

A. By reproducing in an amusing 
manner their peculiarities. 

Q. And how do you madden your foes? 

A. By passing them over m a dead 
silence, aud sternly refusing to recognise 
their existence. 

Q. How should you treat your contem¬ 
poraries ? 

A. If you appreciate your work at its 
proper (that is to say, your own) value, 
you will not admire contemporaries. 

Q. And what will you say i f authors 
of the past? 

A. That it is fortunate that they did 
live in the past., as they certainly do not 
exist in the present, and will certainly 
not revive in the future. 

Q. How should you criticise a contem¬ 
porary’s novel ? . 

A. H you are sure of his influencing 
a criticism of your own work fiivourohly, 
praise his romance sky high. If he is, 
from a reviewer’s point of view, a neglig- 
uble quantity, why, treat him on that 
basis. 

Q, Then what is your moffo ? 

A . “.Nothing for nothing.’’ 

Q. Do you consider a novelist’s life the 
beet pominle form of existence ? 

A. I should say yes if I did not know 
of a form of existence to be even better. 

Q. And what is that ? 

A. Inheriting a fortune, putting your 
hands in your pookets. and for the rest 
of your life doing nothing. 
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AlfARE, 0! 

[By on Usher.) 

With weary brain I heai again 
The drowsy urchins stam¬ 
mer, 0, . , 

From mensa down turouffn 
every neun [mar, 0! 
That’a in the Latin gram- 
And when declensions pall, 
why then, 

The exorcise to vary, 0, 

I bid them show how well they 
know 

My sweet, sweet verb, 
Amare, 0! 

"Amu, amas,—I love a lass/’ 
HeraaintynaineisNawcT,0, 
And none bnt she shall ever be 
The darling of my fsnoy. 01 
Amat'i— well, in love I fell, 
And sure 'twas no vagary, 0, 
For since that day I’ve learnt 
the way 

To conjugate Amare, 01 
I whisper now, “ Ama, Love 
thou! ” 

Amongst the fields of bar¬ 
ley. 0, 

And Narcx replies, with 
brimming eyes, 

“ I love, I love thee, 
Chari.ik, 0!” 

Amo, ama, the livelong day 
1 ’ll teach my winsome 
fairy, 0, 

For has not sheresolved with me 
To oonjagate Amare, 0 P 


am 


AD JOVEM PLUVIDM. 
(“Ju Plu has been in his beet 
form lately.”— Sperling Paper.] 

Enolabd farewell, when 
^ showers of rain 
From dewy eve to dawnpeur, 
I fly across the heaving main 
To Aden or to Cawnpore. 



CAUTION. 

The Major. “Dom’t von uxk Ltquiurs, Mas. Jinks !" 
Mrs. Jinks. " Yks ; but TBSY MAKR On* so L'Xksssrvid ! " 


Ho more as land I rank it, 

I envy on some foreign strand 

The brown man in bis 
blanket. 

Through sandy deserts he may 
roam, 

But bright suns shine for 
him there, [homo 

And if he wants to reach his 

He never has to swim there. 
There would I dwell, away, 
away 

I fly, these floods disdaining, 
Where Jupiter oan rule the day 

Without a thought of rain ¬ 
ing. 

Soxo to bk Suku at thi Hr- 
ckptiox or M. Althowsi Dap- 
dkt (when he comes, and may 
it be soon/),—“We all love 
‘Jack’”! 

Fon Grammar! aks. — The 
latest Oxymoron ;—t he new 
Pianist, Herr Sauer, playing 
a " suite" 


THE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH. 

IV. —Electioneering. 

Wtiatkvek mv wife may think about my publio meeting, and 
whatever 1 may feel ab ,ut it myself, one thing is quite certain—that 
rev i Mudford a very different village from what it found it. 
when I oommtnced my great efforts in the oause of citizenship 
It pro was apathy and ignoranoe amongst the “ idiots as my friend 
Miss Piiil. Boktt insists on calling the villagers. Things travel 
utuokly nowadays, and at the present moment we are all ablaze with 
the exoitement of electioneering. 

I ought to sav at onoe that 1 n«ge taken as yet no steps in my own 
candidature I feel that, afier the part I have played in the great 
uramaof Village Home Hole, the next move ought to come from 
a grateful and appreciative peasantry. In point of faot, I have been 
expecting every day, every hour almost, a deputation to aak me to 
allow myself to be put in nomination—I fancy that’a the oorreot 
pnrase. So far the deputations have been as oonspiouons by their 


... - % “**• auud aias a axes to uoaiu ua CA-IAI-Hy ooivit 

'.“’'‘‘‘dates and no more. This means that whan I am nominated, as 
> «iau be, of oourse, by all sections of the community (for 1 fed in 
joy inward heart that it will be “ all right on the night”), there will 
I* onl J "”, e candidate too many. Who will be the unanooeesful one P 
1 wonder! 

»v« candidates, I should first mantioa Mrs. Lxthax 
Havitt and Mrs. Arbli March. Both at these ladies have started 
a ngorons oampaign, and—im'raW. dicta! (it makes one fed so 
uterary to introduoe every now and again a tag at Latin)—are 
runmng amicably togethe? At a Parliamentary emotion it awe 
th«T*i to Ipafe, but now Hob Bon lice down with the lamb; not 
oat, for one single instant, would I insinuate that either is a lion, 
*hit, » lamb. I should he ashamed to be so 
“J- Mm- Ha rant's placards ire everywhere on the walls. The 
e “eot of contrasts is at times surprising, For instauoe- 
Usr Bax aha Soar 
Lithax Havitt 
rox nut Parish Couxea. 

Auu March is no lass entombing, and has purple appeals 
“M" Maroh at Progreas,” and uZSToi 
\ (Ab. ha vary fanny, bat I have no pstisnoe with making j 

°f anoh a serious matter. Ho one, at any rata, oan ever 
>«<»*# ma at being intentioMUyfunny. ^ ^ I 


It is announced from the Hall that the Squire has very kindly 
consented to stand; the Vicar follow* his neighbour's example, and 
will no douht he returned, if for nothing else, as a oompliraent to his 
two oharming daughters. (1 think 1 must ask them to uanvass for 
me when I oome out. My wife declares she won’t, and that she 
won’t let my girls either.) That makes four candidates. The 
other three are Black Bon and two of his mates, who are claiming 
support as the “ People's Three.” 

And now oomes, perhaps, the most extraordinary thing of all 
their programme! I find that it is full of the most (so-oaliod) 
advanoed ideas, bnt that the plank which seems to be the most 
attractive is *' Free Trout-fishing! ” I oonfess 1 could hardly 
believe my own eyes when X read it. In the first place, it seemed so 
faruioal. In the second place, the only trout-fishing in the neigh¬ 
bourhood happens to belong to hi ! What's more, 1 don t see any 
way out of the difficulty. 1 met Black Bob a day or two ago ana 
asked him how ho ever got suoh an absurd notion into hi- head that , 
the Parish Council had anything to do with trout-fishing. “ It's all 
right, Mr. WlNKlNS,” said he, “just remember what Section 8 says. 

I said nothing at the time, heoause 1 thought as a fact that that section 
referred to Boards of Guardians. When 1 looked at the Act, sure enough 
I read, as being one of the powers possessed by the Parish Council— 

“ [/) Tt> utilise any well, spring, or stream within their parish ” .,. • 

I read no more. 1 had read enough. How any Parliament ean 
ever have dared to insert such a monstrous section I eaunot under¬ 
stand. But there it is. “ Free trout-fishing! ” Well—there ought 
to be tomeone on the Parish Council to defend tho rights of property. 

I dull be the men. 

Next Tuesday the Pariah Meeting in the Voluntary Schoolroom at 
7,30. It cannot fail to be an eventful night. 


* Iloom-attioi. 

[“ Madame Patti eaught cold in a damp artist's room."— Weekly Paper.] 

0 hoot, unpleasant artist, you were surely overbold [oold. | 

When your rheum—(oorrocted spelling)—gave oar nightingale a 
When thermometers are falling you '0 discover to your oost 
That a singer who has started damp is bound to be s ’’frost.” 


Not a Good Naxi. —It oame out in the Hardiko-Coi divorce 
gait that “ HcNar " was the Sooteh equivalent in hotel visitors' 
books for “ Smith ” or "Jons.” It may be equivalent, bnt it 
isn’t good for “ McNab ”: as where Smith and Jon* might get off, 
the Sootehman would he “ MoNabb’d.” 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

(OOKTINL'KD.) 


Yet, don’t yon know Gotpodin Invars wad Goepacha Taar ue 
on tour P 

Oh, to they are.. Will you smoke P Here ’• a papiroaka, with 

• nwmtliniAflA I * ' 


V vv ” "““V • . V . - . , » * —t **1141 

Lirr me colleot my Mattered senses [ Wheream I P In Ktti Palaoe. * “hLkelTll finish my sweetmeats! 

On narrow staircase. Probably on forbiddra ground. I hear footfaU Wd l, here we are.... What, the thief of a vanka want, more 

money? Why, we -V. only gone a verot 1. ” 

Let • tend for an is 


caughtintheaetuf attempting to enter the royal attios! What would 
h« the punishment P Death, or penal servitude P The gallows or the . 
galleys F Have happily several one-lira notes in my pooket If these 8 yl 
, are not sufficient, five lire, or even ton—— - 

i. ■ JMhL •' But I shall see what sort of man he is. Vu 

Su pfew Perhaps a few coppers would be enough. 

At. this moment the obstruction desoendt, 

I iW. and I disoover that he is a fat German 


Let t send for an isprr 
Jlowsor ute ^ ^ ready f 

et If these 8 vL_,Awl 


only gone a verst! 

ravnik, and have him knouted!.. 


Yes—tchort vozmil I mean, confound it! The dvorhik here 
says the Kedaktor’* too busy to see ns! 


nT. r TUl ’ “ says the Kedaktor’s too busy to see us! 

trju SfmmA 1, Kkaya dosada—what a bore I... Never mind; oome and have 
a ,htohi “8 pirogui at the Gaiety Restaurant! They ’ve a very 

good sakuaka there to whet your apprtite with! 5 

?"■*, uii, 4n mv All right, little brother!... 1 say, old man, I can’t keep this up 

tourist. I»r the flrsttime in my life am h Le t >, it and emigrate! p 

pleased to look at a German, though the SPJ?5r« * * v 


g? cut of this one's clothes is even worse than 
W usual. Feel inclined to fall upon his nook 
and murmur “ MaKtuit!" or “Front.'” 


Oh. St. Petersburg, where they 're all talking English now, as a 
mpiiment to our “ Prints Waiesei” and “ Gnertsog Yoaasn." 


orsomeother idiotio exclamation peculiar VerywelL Ta-ta! do tvuhnya till to-morr ow 
to his country. Fortunately, remember 

that these are only said in connection with AW ENGAGEMENT. 


- .-* «* <®lr **jd jn connection with AN ENGAGEMENT. 

eating or drinking. Perhaps, if I were to 

remind him of drink, aftor he has spent hoars in a dry, hot gallery, (A ra/i frovi a Uuiry.) 

it would not tend to oonoiliate him. Therefore muster up the half- -Monday.—Delightful news! My sister Nellie is engaged to be 

dozen words of his awful language whieh years of anxious study have mamed 1 It oame upon us all as a great surprise. 1 never had the 
enabled me to master in all their complexities of gender, number, slightest suspicion that Nellie oared twopenoe about old Goodbodt 
ease, declension, conjugation, agreement, government, Ao.—not for- St. Leona. He is such a stud, solemn old party, - 
pelting the exceptions—and, taking off my hat, aak him if this is the a regular foBsilised bachelor we all thought. Not 
entrance to the galleries. " Ja wohl," says he. And moreover if I at all the sort of man to give way to emotions or jSSflfc 

go up those ature to the ton. “ Ja wohl” says he again. Em- to be in love. However, it’s a capital match for jgKjagSf 

Doldooed by his oonrteous affability, I remark that the staircase is Nei.uk as Sr. Leoek'b firm are about the largest u v "f 

very narrow. “ Ja wohl" says he, for the third time, and passes aoeountant* in the eity. My wife thinks it will Vi 

on. A very interesting conversation with an intelligent foreigner in be a good thing in another way, too, as my other /«t£c . 

a oountry where we are both strangers. There is nothing like travel six sisters may now have aohaneeof going off. It 
toeulurgothe mmd. Besides, une learns ro much of foreign languages seems that when once this kind of epidemic gets WMttM p* J 
when one hears the varli d idioms and phrases of the natives. into a family, all the unmarried sisters go popping JJJJJJ''' 

Thus meditating I arrive at the top of the ladder. What a smell off like blazes one after another. Called with my 

of paint! They are evidently doing up the palace. Turn along a wife this afternoon to congratulate Nellie. Rather w-WW'll \ A 

C sage about two feet wide—how that German got through it a trial for the poor airl, as all sorts of female rela- 5R/ A jtj '\\ft 
puzzled me ever since -and find myself in a magnificent fives had oalled full of enthusiasm and oongratu- ,>■» 

studio, tilled with painters, easels, palettes and oanvases, and lations. Goodbodt was there (Nellie oalU him IMj \ w 
with the smell of paint. That German deceived me. I have “ Goodie”) and seemed rather overwhelmed. HeflMMj. \ v 
oome to t he wrong place after all. Am just about to apologise went away early and didn’t kiss Nellie. I thought 
and retreat when I perceived a fine old master on the wall. Peeping this funny, and chatfed Nellie about it afterwords. L- -** 

amongst the painters, easels, palettes, and c in vases, perceive She said she’d soon make that all right. 

other old masters, almost entirely hidden by the various erections of Tuesday. —Goodbodt is getting on. We had a family dinner » 
the students. At this moment an official rings a small bell. Ask home to-night. He oame rather late and entered the drawing-row 
him if I may he permitted to look at some of the pictures on the with an air of great determination, marched straight up to Nelli 
walls, if it would not be interfering with the painters. •• Certainly, nod kissed her violently. It was splendidly done and we all felt in 
signor#,” savs he. And ask him where the Pitti Gallery is. “ It is dined to cheer. He kissed her again when he went away, and lin 


ul language whioh years of anxious study have married I It came upon us all as a great surprise. I never had the 
1 in all their complexities of gender, number, slightest suspicion that Nellie oared twopenoe about old Goodbodt 

_4£____—__A ft.- _A X_ Ht T UftVO Hot. -vwj, . M l Amn .JA 


here,” wye he. What? I have reached it at laat 1 But how oan gored go long in sayiw (food nkht to my mother that w. - 0 - 
one nee anything when the whole place ia nHr.V<v3 up with these he was going to kiss her too. But tie didn't. My wife said that tb 
execrable modern copies and the apparatus to support themP How- suspense of those moments was dreadful. 

ever, I will see what I oan now that I have got here. Happily the Wednttday. — He has kissed my mother—on both eheeki 
daylight will last tor at least another hour. “ But,” eontmues the I must aay the old lady took it extraordinarily well, though si 
official, as I meditate, "it is now four o’clock. The gallery ia was not in the very least prepared for it. It happened at fiv 
oiosed.” A Fikst Iup&KssfomsT, o'clock tea, in an interval of complete silenoe, and those t* 

sounding smaoks simply reverberated through the room. Mothi 
n , TI _ ; T . waa quite cheerful afterwards, and spoke to Nei.uk about tt 

JtmiN hull A J.A KUHSIS. troussean in her usual oalm and oolleoted frame of mind. Sti 

A The Komtii and other St. Petersburg papers favour I oan see that the incident has made a deep impression upon be 

4 StL the notion of en Anglo-Russian entente coraitle. We My wife told MaOSIK it would be her turn next. 

M shell have to adapt our conversation to our new friends. Thurtdai/.—lt hat been Higoik'b turn. Goodbodt called i 

/S&£u K As thus:— home on his way from the City, and set to work as soon as he g< 

flair \ Scksk—TA e Strand. Enter jl and L. two quondam into the drswing-room. He fort kissed Nkuj*, fihen repeated tl 

Cockneys performance with my noor mother, and, finding that Maosik wi 

WM Why, there’s young Wotatoee!... I hardly knew fc n ^ ide him ' *“ W “> »• * owB “ d ' ^hero wi 

felrA y0 Z'*Jd™^v-I mwmh^fo^' health. Gommdin ***&. *** 5 


we oil though 
!e said that tb 


A 'i ’ .11,1“ ^ u‘pL, _v.il little Beta. He quite forgot he had begun with my mother, an 

SeJS*' ® ut w ** ere *** you after he had kiasad Beta, got confused, and began all over agai 

1 'm nff n «ll ,,„ fh, Pu„ AAnilSki,,., At tM * moment my wife and I oame in with Aunt Cathikike who 

m, 1 ' atlo > BottT * n *“ a r 8U “ t “- we had brought in our carriage. Both my wife and Aunt Cathkbu 

KhoU'r™ . Hi ixwehik Aviv. U. to tried to esoape, but it wm no good. H.Wd them .both, and* 


What y .n ZroveLeS; YhJTb. iVtlT'. know what ought to be done. Aunt CATEKUisihed a violent lil 
. tmprovement those bells ere, tinkling in the doga over hystorios in the spare bedroom after dinner, 

tnc borne s neck. Saturday ,—The engagement it broken off. A great relief. 

\ et, bat Bozhe moi! that waa a near ahavo with that runaway * 

troika, down Wellington Street! How lucky it is the politsiys wear ““ for aUofM. 

swords now to stop the traffie with..... ~ “ “ 

Hullo, the Lyoeumski Theatre is oiosed 1 Deas to Dotmiar.—“ A big, big D in the window. 




Deckkbih 8, 1894.] 


A TRIUiM OF TUI 86N00L 
BOARD. 

Thr collector of statistic* wu 
fairly posed by the attitude as¬ 
sumed oy his visitor. The elderly 
lsd (or, rather, very young man) 
had claimed admittance on the 
score that he was an ‘‘old boy " 
ut the Bohool Board. He wished 
g- ve hi. evidenoe anent the fate 
of the State-eduoated juvenile 

population. ^ 

" And v»u say you are not one 
of the 547 olerks?" queried the 

collector. 

“No Sir, 1 am not. 1 would 
rather beg my bread from door to 
door than occupy a lofty stool from 
dawn to sundown.” 

'' And you are not one of the 
413 milkboys f ” 

“Againj no. It haa boon a 
tradition in our family for oen- 
turies to avoid water, so how oould 
I dabble in the milk trade f 
“ And you are neither an actor, 
a jockey, nor a hairdresser P ” 
“lam not,’' was again the reply, 
couched in a tone of hauteur. 

“ And you are not a soldier— 
one of the ten that left the Sohool 
Board for the more or less tented 
field t ” 

"I am not—nor a sailor.” 

Then the collector of statistics 
paused for a moment, and spoke 
with a measure of hesitation. 

" VouhavenotgonetothebadP” 
“ like my 333 schoolfellows P” 
“ Yes." 

Then the red blood of the visi- 
t r mounted to tho mots of bis 
Imir and suffused his cheeks with 
crimson. He indignantly denied 
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the imputation, He mitfht be jxwr, 
but at any rate he was honest. 
“No, he had never been in prison.” 

“ Then what are you ? ” asked 
the ooUector, in a tone not entirely 
free from traces of annoyance. 
“ Surely you must be something! ” 
“I am more than something 1 ” 
returned the visitor, proudly. “ I 
am um'</ue--l am a curiosity.” 

“ What may you he 1*” 

“ I am a hoy, educated by the 
Sohool Board, who is satisfied to 
follow in the footsteps of his 
father. My father was a briok- 
layer, and 1 am satisfied to lay 
bricks myself.” 

“ My dear 8ir,” said the oollee- 
lor, giiusping him oordiallv by the 
hand, “ ! congratulate you. This 
is the first time I have met a boy 
who bos been satisfied to adopt 
the trade followed by his parent. 
And now you can do me a small 
favour.” And then the ooUector 
engaged his guest to renovate the 


walls of his house, which (on ao- 
eount of the soarcity of trained 
labour) had for many years been 
sadly out of repair. 

Moue Mkmohiks ut Dean 
Hole.—W e are gradually getting 
at the Hole Truth. Not a deep 
Hole, but a good all-round Hole, 
and, as a whole, eminently readablo 
when you have a half Holeyday 
to spare. 


to "pare* 

•JO v Suggestion.—T ho Egyptian 

/ ‘ Hall is advertised aR ** Tho Home 

GOING TO EXTREMES. of Mystery.” Mightn’t the 

He of the Muffled Temper. " As sum ’a HA hamb ’s Tamm ah Lyceum be entitled, for adver- 
Paterson, I’ll hak the law o’ yk, though it should cost me tutementpurposes, as iheilumo 
WArv.A.npnov ’ of Miss Terry r’ 


Haue-a-Croon I" 


TIIE CHRONICLES OF A RURAL PARISH. 

V.—Thr Parish Mrhtiko, 

Mudfard, December 4, 11.30 P.H, 

Thk Parish Meeting—long looked for, eagerly expected, anxiously 
anticipated -has come and gope. It has been indeed an interesting 
and eventful night. 

The meeting was called for half-past seven, and, when I readied 
the schoolroom, at two minutes before that time, the room was 
Packed with parochial electors. A subdued cheer broke out ns 
1 entered, and, bowing my acknowledgments, I found my way to a 
seat m the front row, which a thoughtful overseer bed reserved for 
me, his fellow overseer being stationed at tho door to see that only 
those wpre admitted who had got on the wedding garment; or, to put 
it m a different way, whose names were on the Register. I soon saw 
that, praotioally, everyone wae present. There were the Mahchitkb, 
]he Lent ah Havittiiim, and Black Bob and his following, whilst 
the Vioar and the Squire were there, to lend an air of real intelligence 
JP® respectability to the whole affair. It never etruok me before, 
t hough, how dull a man tile Vioar ia when you see him without his 
caiigllters—who, of course, were not present. 

1 unotually at 7.80 the overseer asked the meeting to prooeed to 
elect a chairman. There was a hash cf expectant silence, and then 
Black Bob jumped np and propooed me. I had taken a great interest 
>“ the subject, and the tremendoue amount I knew about it made me 
the most suitable person to take the ohair that evening. A warm 
glow of satisfaction name over me, which deepened into a sense of 
earning joy when Mrs. March seoonded the motion, whioh wu 
“greed to unanimously. 

I took the ohair, and after a hurried glume at my instructions, in¬ 
vited nominations to be sent in to me. Seven were sent in in the first 
two minutes—nominations of the seven who had previously issued 
electnm addresses. Then came an awful and an awkward pause. I 
»aited, for 1 had to wait for a quarter of an hour-dim instructions 
™'“ .me to. It was un mauraie quart d heart. Of oaarse I wa» 
Waiting for my own nomination. It Is a humiliating fact to have to 
record, but it did not ooam. Then the whole tiring became olear to 
■oe; my election to the chair wae a top to ooneole mo for being 
•hunted from the Parish Council. But I was not to be fobbed off in this 


way. I pnt my hand in my pocket, and a minute before the time was 
up produoed a nomination paper which I had got my gardener and 
coachman to sign. It is always well to be prepared for accidents. 

However, even bad quarters of an hour come to an end, and at the 
end of the remaining minute I announced that as I had been nominated 
myself, I oould not stay in the chair. This was evidently an unex - 
peoted turn, but Mrs. I.ktham Havitt was equal to the occasion. 
She proposed the assistant-overseer. He waeeleoted, declared all the 
eight nomination papers were in order, and then threw the meeting 
open to questions. 

The heckling began at once. I was the first victim ever that con¬ 
founded Free Trout-fishing. Was 1 in favour of it f I said that ns 
all there was belonged to me, it was obvious I could hardly he ex- 

S oted to answer the question, Mrs. Arblr Marcs and Mrs. I.ktham 
aviti said they were prepared to use all the powers the Act. con¬ 
ferred as to free fishing. I noticed that a curious smile lurked 
round the months of both, and I should have said, if 1 had not 
thought it to be too incredible to be true, that Mrs. Mahch almost 
winked her eye. Anyhow, the meeting cheered, and seemed satisfied. 
Black Bob made a long and impassioned speech, in which he called 
the Act the Charter of the Peasants' Liberty. This, too, evoked great 
enthusiasm. Finally the questioning flickered out, no one withdrew 
their candidature, and the voting commenced. I had previously 
notioed that there were 173 electors present. My name— Wink ins— 
came last. Marvellous to relate, 173 hands were held up for unoh of 
the first seven candidates- -for I thought it only a courteous thing to 
vote for my opponents. Whan my name was put, only f>9 hands went 
up. It wul bniotiocd that tho total number of votes was more than 
seven times the number of votes, and no one ought to have voted 
more than seven times! The show of hands was a fraud and a 
faroe, so it was only in summon justice to the parish and myself 
that I should demand a poll. A pell I did demand, and we are to 
hive an election on Monday week. 

When I got home I found a letter from the Local tloverament 
Board, referring me on the tnnt-fiehing point to the words of the 
Act, to which accordingly I at once turned- Then I saw that the 
olause wes “ to utilize any ... stream within their parish ... bat so 
at not lo interfere with the rip Air of any corporation or per ton .. .’ 
1 hid stopped short before at these last words, I understand at last 


why Mrs. fusil March winked—for wink I now know she did. 


vol. cm. 














































"THE JUDGMENT OF ‘PAEI8H. ,H 

[A very long way after the late Laureate'e 
Vernon.) 

[On December 4, overv rural pariah will, 
for the first time, “assemble for the purpoie of 
manuring, in some organised and systematic way, 
‘Is own affairs.”— Jtaity Mettle. 

“ Do invited them to choose nfen, and women 
too, who they believed would manage their parish 
snairs host. ... If the loading landowner de¬ 
sired to have a large influence in parish afTairs, 
nod if ho wero a tit man, by all means givo 
bun the power; but if he was not a lit man, put 
m the agricultural labourer.” (Laughter and 
ebeera.)— Lord Jtipon at Newbury,) 

Spirit of the Ootid Old Timee lamenteth :■ 
PiCTtianaQCK Parish, thankless-hearted 
Parish, 

Holding a pippin big as a pine-apple, 

Lame up upon the fourth to judge and vote, 
fronting the dawn he moved; his Sunday 
nhook 

Draping his shoulders, and his sun-burnt 
hair 

Clustered about his forehead, freshly oiled; 
And his cheek brighten’d as a cheek will 
brighten 

After brisk towel friotian; and my heart 
Misgave me as to what might be Us game. 

He smiled, and opening out his homy palm, 
showed me the fruit of long, fierce party 
_ hght. 

The Power-Pijipin, and what time I look’d. 
And listen d, his full-flowing river of speech 
Lame heavy on my heart. 

, “ Wha’ cheer old ’Ooman! 

Lldfmmp o’ the Old Times as foleaoa'd good, 


And sdded “ This wur oast npon the board 
By FoWlkb when the full-faoed M.P. lot 
lianged in the Halls of Stephen; wheempon 
Hose row, with question unto whom ’twere 
due; 

But artful ’F.nkbt quickly settled that. 
Delivering this to me by t' oommon voice 
Selected oompire. Passon cooms to-day, 
Varmcr, an’ Grooer-chap, demanding each 
This fruit as ’ fittest.’ Ho 1 ho I ho !—to 
Me!!! 

Ne'er thought to see sic spoort till Latter 
Lammas! 

Squoire will look on as red as any fox, 

An’ as fur Passon’s missus,—gruthercm- 
grouts! 

Wunt the fume foinely f 

Ye'd best stand aaoide; 
Hide your old-farrant face behind yon ellum. 
Hear all, and see your Parish judge the nobs!” 

’Twas as he said. To woo his voioe they came. 
Humble they came to that smooth rustic 
sward. 

And at their feet the daisies seemed to droop 
At the un-English, strange, new-fangledness 
Of rnoh a notion as for Church, and Land, 
And Trade to “ tuck their tuppennies in" to 
-whatf . , , • 

This rustic Parish, onoe their humble slave 
Now their authoritative arbiter, 

And chuckling oritio. _ .. , 

Fools to Parish make 
Proffer of plenteous power, amide rule 
Unquaation'd, overflowing revenue 
Wherewith to embellish village state and 
make 

The rustic home a rural paradise. 

What tommy-rot it is 1 

So “Passon "says 

g n sleeker language, be it understood), 
at offer* him fair creeds* and catechisms. 


And nioe long sermons, and benevolent doles; 
Tendanoe in sickness, help at marriage-time, 
A ‘ ‘ gentlemanly presence,” crowning boon 1— 
At otiuroh n happy place—in the free scats, 
Behind the pillar, with undying bliss 
In knowledge of True-Blue Supremacy. 

He ceased, and Parish held the costly fruit 
More closely cuddled. 

’* Varmcr ” next spake nut,. 
“ You know me, Hono*: I woo you nut with 
gifts. 

Long^generations have not altered me. 

And Parish Meetings shall not. Trust j our 
boss, 

They ’re bosh, lad 1 Judge thou mo by what 
I am, 

And you will find me fittest.. But allow 
Those dashed Bad agitators to upset 
Our old relations fill your mind with fudge 
Concerning healthier homes and higher <>'■ go 
And it's all up wit h England, Me— and 1 on ■' 
Tip mo the Pippin 1" 

Parish oceVeda snook, 
And held the apple tighter. 

As for him. 

The sleek mild grooer. Parish shut him up 
Almost 'ere he had spoken. ’’ I promise thee 

A good cheap article and lots of tick- 

But Parish said, “ Talk not to me of tick 1 
I shall not need ’un wi my whacking wage. 
And ’ overflowing revenue'; new oottage, 
Allotment iptch, three aores and a coo. 

And a’ the rest o’'t. As for this here Pippin, 
I’ve gmpped at last, 'tis mine, an' 1 dnnno 
Ae 1 won't hare flret bite at ’un myeef ! ’ 

He spoke and laughed. I shut my eves in fear, 
But when I look’d. Parish had raised his hand. 
And 1 beheld the Parson’s angry eyes, 

The Farmer’s furious glanoa, and, weazel-like, 
The ghttering of Hie Grocer-man's amaze. 
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LYRE AND LANCET. SfSffl ** *v 

(A Story in Senses.) Vnd. (to himself). She admire* me >1], the more for it. BntI 

ScnfB XXXIII.—Hi 1 ew Walk. light lunch, and I was bo hungry! I 

Lady Maine (to herself, as she watches Urd*mh*ll approaching). Lady Maisie (after a pause). That explain* it, of oourae.. I 

Hew badly he walk*, and what does he mean by nailing at me like hope they gave you a good rapper! 

that ? (Ahud, coldly.) T am lorry, Mr. Bi.aih, but I mult leave Und. Excellent, thank you. Indeed, T was astonished at the 

yon to finish your stroll alone; my maid has just told me- variety and even luxury of the table. There was a pyramid of 

Umlershell (vehemently). Lady Maih*. I ask yon, in oommon fair- quails- 

ness, not to judge me until you have heard my veriion. You will Lady Maisie. I am pleaied to hear it. But I thought there was 
not. allow the fact that Ttravelled down here in .'the 'came oompart- something you were going to explain. 

ment with vonr maid, Pinurwo*- , Vnd. 1 have been endeavouring to explain to the beat of my 

T.ady Maisie (wide-eyed). The same : But we came by that train, ability that if I have undengnedly been the cause of—er—a tem- 


I thought you missed it ? 

Vnd. I—I was not so fortu¬ 
nate. It 'is rather a long and 

complicated atory, but- 

Lady Maisie. I'm afraid I 
really oan't listen to you now, 
Mr. Blais, after what I have 

heard from PuLUmov- 

1 r nd. I implore yon not to go 
without hearing both sides. Sit 
downagain—if only'for a minute. 

I feel confident that I can explain 
everything satisfactorily. 

Lady Maisie (sitting down). 

I oan’t; imagine what there is to 
explain—and really I ought, if 

PiriLLirsotr- 

Vnd. You know what'maids 
are, Ladv Maim*, Thev em¬ 
broider. Unintentionally, 1 dare¬ 
say, but still, they do embroider. 

Lady Maisie (puttied). She 
is very olever at mending laoe, 
I ‘know, though what, that hae 

to do with it- 

Vnd. Lieten to me, Lady 
Maibik. 1 oame to this house 
at yonr bidding. Yes, but for 
your written appeal, I should 
have treated the Invitation I re¬ 
ceived from yonr Aunt with 
silent contempt. Had I obeyed 
my first impulse and ignored 
it, I should have been spared 
humiliations and indignities 
whioh ought rather to excite 
your pity than—than any other 
sensation. Think—try to realise 
what my feelings must have been 
when I found myself expected 
by the butler here to sit down 
to supper with him and the 
tipper servants in the House¬ 
keeper’s Boom! 

I.ady Maisie (shocked). Oh, 
Mr. Blair ! Indeed, I had no 

- Yon weren’t really ! How 

could they ? What did yon say P 
Vnd. (haughtily). I believe 1 
let him know my opinion of the 
snobbery of‘ hie employers in 
treating a' guest of theirs so 
cavalierly. 


if! 


fr*H 




“ How very sweet of you, Mr. Blair. Are they really for me P ** 


porarv diversion in the state of 
Mina Phtlliphok’b affections, no 
one oould regret more deeply 
than I that the—er—ordinary 
amenities of the rapper-table 
should have been mistaken 
for- 

Lady Maisie (horrified). Oh, 
stop Mr. BLAtn, please stop! 1 
don’t want to hear any more. I 
see now. It was you who— 

Vnd. Of oonrse it was 1. 
Surely the girl herself has been 
telling yon so Just now! 

Lady Maisie. Yon really 
thought that possible, tooP She 
simply oame with a message 
from my mother. 

Und. (slightly disconcerted). 
Oh! If I had known it was 
merely that. However, I am 
euro I need not ask yon to treat 
my—my communication in the 
strictest confidence. Lady 
Maisir. 

Lady Maisie. Indeed, that is 
perfectly unnecessary, Mr. 
Blair. 

lLnd. m Yes, I felt from the 
first that I could trust you— 
even with my life. And I can¬ 
not regret having told yon, if it 
has enabled you to understand 
me more thoroughly. It is suoh 
a relief that yuu know all, and 
that there are no more secrets 
between ns. You do feel that I 
hnly aoted as wae natural and 
inevitable under the cirourn- 
stanoesP 

Lady Maisie. Oh. yes, yes. 
I—I daresay you oould not help 
it. I mean yon did quite, quite 
right! 

Und. Ah, how* you comfort 
me with your fresh girlish— 
I You are not going. Lady Mamie ? 

Lady Maisis (rising), I must. 
I ought to have gone before. 
My mother wants me. Ho, you 
are not to oome too; you oan go 
on and 'gather thoae snowdrops, 


cavalierly. --— - youkn „^. 

I.ady Maisie (distressed). But surely— surely you oouldn’t suppose [She walks slowly hack to the house. 

that my Uncle and Aunt were.oapable of-r Und. (looking after her). She took it wonderfully well. I’ve made 

Vnd.'Whot else could I suppose under the oii-onmataneea P It ia it all right, or ahe wouldn’t have said that about the snowdrops, 
true I have since learnt that 1 was mistaken in tbia particular Yea, she shall not be disappointed; she shall have her posy! 
instance; hut I am not ignorant of the ingrained ooutempt you 

Aristocrats have for all 'who live by exercising their intellect-the OCXS* XXXIV.— The Morning Room. Half an hour later. 
hitter acorn of Birth for Brains! . Lady Maisie (alone—to herself). Thank Goodness, that's over! 

lady Maine I am afraid the-the contempt is all on the other it was awful. I don't think I eeer saw Mamma a deeper shade of 
•ido; but if that is how you feg) about it, I don’t wonder that you plum oolour t How I have been mistaken in Mr. Blair ! That he 
were indignant. oonld write thoae linea 

Vnd Indignant ! I was furious. In fact, nothing would have „ . . ,_... .v-. t— -a rj—i 

induced me to sit down to supper at all, if it hadn’t been for- w5^ r !S£,L? , T > i t>» 

Lady Maisie (in a small mice). Then, you did ait down P With • ™ >w *™ m “ * *toop to any meaner love P . 

the servants’ Oh, Mr. Blair! and yet philander with my poor foolish Pmllipsos the moment he 

Vnd. I thought you were already aware at it. Yea, Lady Maisir, met her I And then to toll Mamma about my letter like that t Why, 
- endured even that. But (with magnanimity) you must not even Mr. Sruiuu. had more discretion—to be sure, he knew 
distress yourself about it now. If 7 oan forget it, rarely you!oan nothing about it—but that makes no difference! Rhoda urea right; 
d»»o! I ought to have allowed a margin; only I ahoold never nave 
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allowed enough! The worst of it iafthat, if Mamma was unjust in 
mm© things she said, she was right about one. I have disgusted 


Gkrald. He mayn't be brilliant, but at least he ’s straight¬ 
forward and loyal and’a gentleman, and—and he did like me onoe. 
He doesn't any more, or he wouldn’t have gone away. And it may 
be ages before I ever get a ehanoe to let him see how dreadfully 

wrry - (She turns, and sees Captain Tmcnnwsu.) Oh, haven’t 

von gone yet f 

Co plain Thicknesst. Yes, X went, bat I ’ve come beck again. I— 
I onuliin’t hull) it; ’pon my "word I couldn’t. 

lady Marne {with a sudden flush). Ycru—you weren’t sent for— 
by—bv anvone P 

('apt. Thick. Sn likely anyone would send for me, isn’t it P 
Lady Main*. I don’t know why I said that; it was silly, of 
flonrse. Bnt bow-P 

('apt. Thick. Ran it a bit too fine; got to Shuntin’bridire just in 
time to see the tail end of the train disappearin’; wasn’t another 
for hours—pot mueh to do there, don’t yon know. 
lath/ Marne. Yon might hare taken a walk—or gone to Chnroh. 
('apt. Thick. So I might, didn’t ooonr to me; and besides, I—I 
remembered I never said good-bye to you. 

Lady Maieie. Didn’t yon P And whoee fanlt wae that P 
(’apt,. Thick. Not mine, anyhow. Yon were somewhere about the 
grounds with Mr. Bum. 

Lady Maieie. Now you .mention it. I believe I was. We had— 
rather an interesting oonyersation. Still, you might have oome to 
look for me ! 

('apt. Thick. Perhaps yon wouldn’t have been over and above glad 
to see me. 

Lady Maieie. Ob, yes, I should 1—When it wae to say good-bye, 
you know t 

Copt. Thick. Ah! Well, T suppose I shall only be in the way if X 
stop here any longer now. 

Lady Maieie. Do you P What makes you say that P 

('apt. Thick. Nothin’! Saw your friend, the Bard, hurryin' along 

the terrene with a bunch of snowdrops; he'll he here in another- 

Lady Maieie {in unmietakahle horror). Gerald, why didn’t you 
tell me before P There's only just time! 

[ She flies to a door and opens it. 
Copt. Thick. But I say, you know ! Maisie. may I oome too P 
Lady Maieie. Don’t be a goose, Gerald. Of oourse you can, if 
you like. (.She disappears in the Conservatory. 

Copt. Thick {to himself). Can’t quite make this out. bnt I’m no 
rad glad T eamo baok 1 (He follows quickly. 

Under shell {entering). I hoped I should find her here. ( He looks 
round.) Her mother's gone—that’s something! I daresay Lady 
M atste wit] come in presently. {He site down, and re-arranges his 
snowdrops.) It will be sweet to see her face light up when I offer 
her these as a symbol of the new and oloser sympathy between ub! 
U' hears the sound of drapery behind him.) Ah, already! 
{Rising, and presenting his flowers with downcast eyes.) I—I have 


Spki.wane ! # 

Miss Spelwane (taking them graciously). How very sweet of you, 
Mr. Blair. Are they really for me P 

Und. (concealing his disappointment). Oh—er—yes. If yon will 
give me the pleasure of accepting them. 

Miss Spelw. I feel immensely proud. I was so afraid you must 
have thought I was rather oross to you last night. I didn’t mean to 
be. I was feeling a little overdone, that was all. But you have 
ehosen a charming way of letting me see that I am forgiven. (To 
herself.) It's really too touching. He certainly is a great improve¬ 
ment on the other wretch! 

. Vnd. (dolefully ). I—I had no such intention, I assure yon. I To 
himself.) I hope to goodness Lady MAiere won’t oome in before 
I can get rid of this girL I seem fated to be misunderstood here! 

C ( To he concluded.) 


rf the highest peaks of the Rooky Mountains; the disooyery of the 
mpe-stem when digging round the snow-submerged site of a hut iu 
l,Vhf“^ taW ^*“- d i!’“ Ter I whfoh ’ followed up, brought, to 

ttf. h L.AT^ te “ h '.? r ®JL fln,f<,r * i *H de " i ®an closely clutching 
- the ’’’I li th ? acoo ’l n, ',°f ‘he revolt in the streets of the 
city of Mexico; and the story of the coach party robbed by bandits 
four times in a single day on a 
journey from Puebla to Vera Cruz 
—these are among the frequent 
flashes in one of the most stirring 
m narratives that has for a long time 
oome in mv Baron it *’h way. 

Evidently “ Mars,” in return for 
our late curiosity, has been keeping 
his eye on this gay little planet of 
ours. His experiences, published 
hy the Parisian firm of Plan, 
Nourrit et Cie. are pictorially 
related in T.n Vie dr Lon dr ex. 
Needless to remark it was our 
Cotes riants which struok him. 

The Baron cannot finish his 
uotes of admiration without giving 
" one of them, and that a big one, to 

- Phil May'* Annual. That May 

khnillH ftnnnai 1 rn nrwrnfan nn £ — — £1 fA_.11! . 1 


appear to brighten up December fogs is nioe in itself; ami it 
is phill d with the best of May praduoe. “Another thing,” quoth 
the Baron, “about this annual by Puri, May is, that all met fillet 
can read it and Bee it with pleasure.” 

At this time of year the Baron examines the “Hardy Annuals” 
that are heaped upon his table. At the first examination he gives 1 he 
apple to the “Pin,” i.e ., to the The Penny Illustrated Paper, that 
is, as represented by it Christmas number called Christman Cards. 



insatiable story-devourer,” quoth 


Tin? Baron nit Book-Worms. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A Strange Career is the title of a bonk reoently issued by 
Blackwood, and it sets forth the life and adventures of John 
Oladwyn Jkmb. Mr. Hibkr Haggard supplies an introduction, 
m whioh he testifies touching Mr. Jibb that of “all fnends he 
jas the gentlest and truest, of all men the most trustful.” At 
first reading this testimony is almost neoessary, for so wild were Mr. 
Jkbh s adventures in Mexico, so imminent his frequent peril, and so 
miraculous his inevitable escape, that one seems to be reading a 
work by Mr. Loris Btrvkwson, nr the author of She. In merit;of 
graphic power and style the work need not shrink from comparison 
even with these masters of the art It purports to be written by 
Mr. J bar’s widow, bat as the lady did not become hie wife till his 
strange oareer had several times been nearly brought to an abrupt 
J*®BVnst have been as effective witiCbi* pen as he was 
with his gun. The picture of the edipte of the sun seen from one 


IMPROVED AND IMPROVING DIALOGUES. 

(Arranged on the strictest Jams of Truth.) 

At Mrs. 8omehopy’b on "At Home” Day . 

Mrs. Somebody. Well, I am pleased you have oomo at last, as 1 
wanted you to notice that, although you have a slightly bettor mid rests, 
my drawing-room is far larger than your own. 

Mrs. Caller. You are most kind to say bo ; and I may add that 
we should not have dreamed to come to this out-of-the-way part of 
the world had we not wished to purchase some cheap carpets in the 
neighbourhood. 

Mm Caller. I supjtose your extremely plain daughter Auaminta is 
uwav from home ; she seldom oontrives to hit it off wilh her mother. 

Mrs. Somebody. You have guessed rightly; hut 1 may say that 
she is staying at Lady Dashaway’h place in the oountry. T mention 
the fact casually, although I am glad to got in a title somehow in 
the course of my conversation. 

Mrs Caller. If \oii are obliging onough to give me the oppor¬ 
tunity, I will get in a dozen persons with handles to their names. 
You will pardon the vulgarity ? . 

Mrs. Somebody. Must oertainly, as knowing that, your father wan 
a bootmaker in a large way, and your mother the daughter of a 
milliner, nothing else could be reasonably expected. 

Mrs. Caller. Aware that you may know something of my iDimi¬ 
diate ancestry, I will leave no stone unturned to find un opening for 
some reference to my uncle the on rate. , 

Miss Caller . Being glad to add on every conceivable occasion to 
the list of mv partners at any promiscuous charity ball that I may 
patronise with my presence, 1 will ask after your eldest un¬ 
married son P , . . , , . 

Mrs. Sometkody. 1 thank you, my dear child, but aw I intend him 
to look rather higher than yourself for a matrimonial alliance, I will 
meet your jxffitio inquiry with a pailful of polite wild water. 

Mrs. Caller. Haviug now consumix! the regulation cup of cold. 
weak tea and section or luke-warm muffin, I will nay good-bye, sno 
take my departure. But before lining 1 will make sjieoial reference 
to my brougham. . . . . 

Miss CaUer. And I will add my adwuj, after giving n g<*>d long 
look at your hair, whioh seems to require attention at the roots. 

Mr*. Somebody. I will warmly speed your parting, r« fleeting the 
while, aa a sop to my wounded feeliugs, that you are both looking ,, 
dr eadf ully old, and that your convey anoe is merely a hmd brougham j 


had bten what your - ~ r ~ —- , 

goodness, has not called) would term easier. 











ASSOCIATION V. RUGBY. 

She plaintive.)y —to famous Rugby fail.f-bu'k). “ U'on.n it okt yoi 1 very mtm:H oft of i'uaotiuk if we wf.rk to Dance 

‘Socksr’ a iiitlk?” 


"SHAKY!" 

The 3/f Hosehery «>quitur\: 

“Tiik Sprites that owro the Brigs of Ayr 
preside” 

(Whi'h Koiuhk Burns in days lang syne 
deserv'd) 

Attend me rum 

Do the Auld Brig uproars 
Its shaky timber* on its sheep-shank piers! 
Wull I win own- in safety ? I.osh! I feel 
Dike Turn o' Shatter after that witch-reel, 
lavs, spunkioH, kelpies seem to throng: the air ; 
Swift as the pros drives on the wheeling* hare 
They drive on me. like vent deils. Lang rains 
Wi’ de> pftiing- deluges o'er flow the plains ; 
The “ flowing tide” beneath roe brawls like 
Coil. 

But the wrong gait its billows brim an’ Imil. 
Arous'd by blast ring winds an’ spotting 
tlmwes. 

In inotivn torrent down thesnaw-broo mwes. 
If down ye ’ll burl, deil nor ye never rise, 

But dash the gmulie jaups up to the skies. 

A lesson sadly teaching to your cost 
That the Bng{g)-builders* Liberal arts seem 
lost.’ 

Wad 1 were owre! Sin* Forfarshire went 
wrong. 

And our old e tune gat sio nn unco bang, 

| Mv speerits sink and groan in deep vexation, 
! To see sic melaneholy alteration, 
i f’oneeite<l'gowks, puff’d up wi’ windy pride, 
j SHU swell and swagger of the flowing tide, 
j Flowing—but. whither? All their fads and 
havers. 

Their whigraaWries and their dishnmelavers 
Won’t change those stubborn “ duels that 
winna ding.” 

Scotland the g<»od auld songs was wont to 
sing 


In a’ hut universal unison ; 

But non the janglin' seems to hae begun 
Even ayont the Tweed. What fa’ from grace 
Hath late begat a base degenerate race Y 
Nae longer phalnnxcd Rails, their party’s! 

glory ! [Tory. ! 

Your tartun’d Scot comes forth a true-blue I 
Nae longer thrifty citizens, an’ douce, • j 

Vote Wum.ik’s lads to the great. Council- \ 
House, ; 

Owre Liberty an’ Law to stan* stout sentry, j 
Butstumor el, oorkv-hendod, graceless gentry, t 
The hemment and ruin n’ the mini try, j 
Win owre their votes, and Scotia, aid affords ] 
To that sad gilded cell, the House o’ Lords! | 

Weel, wool! wi’ Time we’ll have to warstle ! 

lang. | 

Bo tougblv doure, e'en although a* gne wrang; ! 
Stands Spot hind where she did ? That maun j 
he tried. Ttiile. J 

This mouv a year thou'at st<s»d the fl <od ana ! 
Auld Brig(g); and though wi’ Forfar sair j 
forfairn, I 

Mv hup 1 here must, tent and soon shall burn. | 
1 ken the moo, no much almot. the matter. 

But twa-three footsteps will inform roe better. I 
Shakir .’ Mv fears fra*friend an’ foe 1 *11 cover, j 
But, li^« puir Tam, I wad 1 were wool owre! 


Waif and Sr bat. —A very touching inci¬ 
dent was recently recorded in the Timex. It 
appears that news was received from the astro¬ 
nomical station at Kiel to the effect that ‘‘a 
very faint, comet had been discovered bv Mr. 
Edward Smith. It was moving slowly to¬ 
wards the east.” Wounded it may he by a 
shooting star, and “moving,” perhaps crawl¬ 
ing, to finish its existence in the east. Was 
ever heard a more moving tale than this of the 
crnwling comet! Alas! Erenow it may be 
. . . hilt the subject is too pathetic for words. 


TilK HOUSE-AGENT'S DREAM. 

Thf dreary fog envelopes all the street. 
The dingy chum hers seem more dingy still. 
To advertise them as a “ charming suite ” 
Would tax e’en my imaginative skill!— 
But when 1 fed dejected, sad, or ill. 

In swift imagination I can fly 
To that sweet-residence which Home day will 
A home to Phylt.is and myself supply. 
When fortune, long-delayed, shall join us 
by-and-by. 

“ Delightful scenery” the sjiot surrounds 
Where that “palatial edifice” will stand. 
Secluded pleasantly in “ park -like grounds,” 
(Which means an acre of neglected land,) 
Shooting and hunting will be ‘ ‘ near at hand.” 
(Prodded you interpret rightly “ near.”! 
The bracing climate, too, is simply grand— 
Its title to the epithet is clear, [phere! 
Compared, at. least, with this appalling atmos- 

“ Reception halls” there certainly wilkbe, 
" Elegant, boudoirs,” too, where we shall sit 
And entertain acouaintances with tea, 

A “library”—J doubt my using it, 

But. every mansion has one, you ’ll admit— 
Stabling that’s “excellent,” but not too big, 
(A cuoboard for my bicycle, to wit.,) 

“ Shelter for stock*”—a solitary pig-- 
“And spacious flower-beds”—which I Bhall 
have to dig! 

So, PhyIjT.ir, from all murmuring refrain, 
Nor let the thought, of jswerty annoy, 
Although you view a “villa’’with disdain, 
And sigh for riches as your chiefest ioy, 
While monc-t iry pleasures quickly cloy., 

“ Sweet are the uses of advertisement,” 
The magic of my calling I employ, 

And lo ! a home that, might a prinoe oontent, 
Though fifty pounds a year may pay its modest 
rent! 
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Young Lady (on the road to School—to Friend , who> fearing to be left 
fohimi, has been calling her by Name, to wait for her). “Hoi comb 
loso, Belinda, do—an’ don’ keep hon callin' Hour my Naime; 
Hi don' want hall London ter know hit ! ” 


THE POOL'S VADB MECUM. 

(Excerpts from, a Handbook for the Majority.) 

Ip you have reason to suspeot a gun of being unloaded, make sure 
by tiring at your friend’s head. 

If you find Him and Her tSte-d-tete, join the little party. This 
will show a sympathetic nature, and take all the awkwardness out 
oi the situation. 

If you are a woman, always flop down in a smoking-carriage, 
without noticing the obvious label and the looks of the occupants. 
When .made aware of the situation, say, “Oh, I don’t mind 
smoking,” and consider the question solved. 

If a man, select carefully a compartment in which Two Young 
i eoplo are ostentatiously trying to look as if they don’t find their 
own oompany quite sufficient for a journey of any duration. 

. IJ you are hurrying for a train, and want an easy, always slacken 
just as you catch another person up, and walk close behind him, 
panning and puffing till you are ready for another spurt. 

Always read, or recite, your compositions to your friends. Believe 
them when they protest they would really like you to do so. 

Lngage in serious argument with a woman with whom you wish 
to be on really good teftns—a rich relation for ohoioe. 

Always curse the waiters if the oook has failed in his treatment of 
your chop or steak. 

. Always act contrary to the directions in crowded places of publio' 
interest. This shows an imperial spirit, and will make you, for the 
tune, an object of general interest. 

. Always stay to the very end on any oeoasion when you have been 
invited at the last moment. _ 

yourself* ta *k J0U< *’ M 1** a8 always talk about, 

Fbo¥ a Correspondent.—" Sir,-—Seeing the advertisement of a 
book entitled Poet a on Poets, I should muon like to know what has 
of * puce much-quoted work entitled PsUon on Ossa t who 
waa Peiion P and what did * Osaa write P—Yours, T. Noodeux” 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

Pisa , placid!Pi**, only av ak enr d at half-past eleven hy the rushing 
• ounst who traverses your sleepy streets. By the half-past two 
train he starts afresh, and leaves you to doze as peacefully as before. 
My tram arrives with amazing punctuality, nnd 1 reach the hotel 
earner than was ever known; 11.35 a m., and apparently nobody up 
! et jj , r * tfur . mo hiudly cracks his whip, but to no purpose. 
Suddenly T notion some electric bell-pushes. King out*, (ting 
another. Finally, ring them all. Then at Inst m«hcs out. an 
elegant gentleman, probably the manager, who excitedly endeavours 
to speak, and to apologise, m four languages at once. Reduce him 
to oalmness, and to two languages, with a few words from a third 
thrown in occasionally, and demand dejeuner. Another delay. Tho 
elegant gentleman does not explain ; but evidently the wok is dill 
asleep, and the waiters only just up. But at lad I am served, and 
exoellently too. and go off to see the sights. 

Unfortunately am seized with an insane wish to ascend the 
Leaning Tower, when I might have remained comfortably on I 
the beautiful turf at the foot of it. Rouse the official at the door. ! 
He Rays I cannot go up alone. Remember that sort of trick, 
so tell him he may aooompany me. He suvs he must, stay below, j 
Remember also that sort of trick, and offer him a lira. He is j 
still unconvinced! Do not remember any trick of that sort. An 1 
extraordinary eustode! What will convince him? Am just ask- ! 
ing where I can find a companion, when a small, quiet man 1 
strolls up. For fifty oentesiroi he will accompany me. That’s j 
cheap enough, so follow him at once. Tho steps lean first one way J 
and then the other as one goes round tho tower. It is like climbing j 
the companion way, as I think one should call it- say the* staircase, ! 
in plain English—of a steamer in a storm. Begin to dislike the ! 
sensation, when my guide suddenly stops. He suggests that the j 
tower is very high and fifty oentesimi very low. Tell him I don't, 
mind sixtv or seventy, and on we go, round and round. Begin to feel ] 
almost giddy—imagine a circular staircase in a steamer in a storm ! j 
—when he stops again. Notice in the dim light that, he is broad- ! 
shouldered ana muscular, though short.. .Pleasant sort, of place for a 
fight with a reokless ruffian! Perhaps he has weapons! Tic says 1 
ought to pay him a lira. Agree to this at once. 

Up again, round and round. Think of all the mysterious murders • 
one reads of, and wish T hud never come. Look up at. him. He is j 
certainly bigger than I am. And what, is that long straight thing 
which makes his pocket stick outP Oh, horror! It must, he n j 
knife, or a dagger in a sheath ! J nut then ho stops, and says he would 
like a oup of ooffee when we get down again. How T wish we were 
down again! Agree at once. Up u few more steps, and then he ; 
stops again and says it is very hot, and he would like a bottle of 
wine us well. Agree to this also at once. Up again, round und 
round and round, and at. last reach an outside? gallery. Peep out 
through the doorway. Refuse to tru*t myself beyond. There is 
only a single iron rail, and that not all round. Guide says I might 
as well give him five lire, to include the wine and ooflVo. Agree to 1 
this also, and feebly suggest that I have seen enough. But he is 
inexorable, and on wo go again. 

At last, at the top. Look over at. happy, sleepy Pi«-a, und wish I 
was down there. So I should he, pretty soon, if he threw me over ! 
Just then he says he would like a few oigars. Tell him l will 
make it six lire, and that 1 should now like to go down. No! I 
must see Livorno. Hang Livorno! But obey him meekly. Then he 
says he has some antiquities for sale, among them some swords and 
daggers. Ah! Just what 1 thought. Glance nervously at the 
straight thing in his picket, and say l will look at them. Then he 
wants me to look over the iron railing at. the sloping base below. 
Hang over in the air ? Never! But he will hold my legs. What, P 
Balance myself on a slender bar, while a brigand, us he probably is, 
tilts me over by the boots? Would sooner buy all the antiquities in 
Pisa. Good idea. Tell him. 1 will buv his swords if I cun go at. once 
to see them. WhereujKm he hurries down w> fast that I cannot keep 
pace with him. But I feel happier as I get. ^ ** K 

nearer the outer world, and at. last step out 


and a little man with him. Uan that be ray -g 
guide? Why, I could knock him down 
easily ! What a fool 1 was to be afraid of fcjt 
him! Still, that dagger-1 roust pay him - U 1 
the six lire as I have promised them. He 
reminds me that I also promised to buy his 
swords. Feel inclined to dispute this, but 
oannot. So settle it by giving him six lire 



k Fiwrr Imprkwjonibt. 
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Temperances Enthusiast, “ Lome at the beautiful Lives ouh First Parents led. 
l)o YOU SUITlUiR THtr EVER GAVE WAY TO STRONO DkINK !" 

The Reprobate. “ 1 'xprct Eve must ’a’ done. Sue haw Snakes 1 ” 


THE SEASONS. 

When Winter flies, and sunny skies 
Invite the lark to sing, my dear, 

Mv heart in exultation ories, 

‘‘Ah! give me balmy Spring, my dear! ” 
When soentrd Summer fills the air 
With zephyrs from the West, my dear, 

I stretch me on the grass and swear 
I love the Summer best, my dear. 

When gorgeous Autumn paints the wood 
In red and gold, and green, my dear, 

I cry delighted, " By the Rood, 

But Autumn is the Queen, my dear I ” 

And yet, when through the leafless trees 
Skirls loud the ioy blast, my dear. 

We, basking by the fire at esse, 

Do hear it sweeping past, my dear; 

And when you mix, as well yen know. 

My tumbler reeking hot, my «' 


dear, 

1 snow 

inter beats the lot, my dear! 


Why then, what matter iee and snowf- 
Bfeek Wii 


DIARY OF A DUCK. 

f“ It is peon hinted that the London County 
Counoil msy dll she lakos and ponds of the Metro¬ 
politan Parks with sea water."—-Deity Paper.] 
Honda ;/.—Curious what a lot of human 
beings have oome to the water's edge to-day. 
What ’a going to happen P St. J smes's Park 
orammed with them. We don’t mind, of 
eonray The more loafers, the more bite of 
loaf and bieeuit for u>, Immense amount at 
quacking going on. too, up at Spring Gardena. 
What can it all mean r 
Tuesday. —Headache. My liver must have 
gone wrung, I fancy, as a result of yesterday's 
unusual supply of eatables. What stale Ms- 
euits came people do ohuek into the water! 
Those hard aruste, too, don't agree with me. 
Same otowd ea yesterday. They seem to be 
waiting for something. Ask a goose what’* 
going on. Goose says, “Dinnar, and gobbles 
np a Biscuit. Stupid creature! 

Wednesday .—Appetite all right again— 
bat mast be onrefuL Fortunately ean pick 


and ohooee note. Won’t look at a crust. In- 
olined to insist on faaoy bread. Friendly 
wild-fowl aaya jurt the same crowd waiting 
round Serpentine, which hat boon emptied 
Will they empty us f 
TAursctop.—They will 1 No doubt'about 
it. Level steadily sinking. Crowd as usual 
None of us will touch anything under a bath 
ban. What a slimy plaoe we do seem-to live 
in, now it *s hong unoovered 1 Where’s the 
inspector of nnieanoes, I wonder f 
Friday .—Water off I What ’ll be the next 
move f Offered a Huntley and Palmer with 
no sugar on it I Sc andalous I 
Saturday. — More quacking at Spring 
Gardens. Then a sort of prooession down to 
the hanke by members of the L. C. C. Ask 
goose what a member of the L.'C. C. means. 
Goose says “ Quack 1 ” Idiotic Mol. Water 
really coming in now. Hurrah I Sure to be 
fresh, anyhow. Have my first dive. How 
my eyee smart! What funny water it is! 
Taste some. Why,— it ’e salt! Just won¬ 
dering what this means, when a man oomes 
along, daps me into a hamper with all my 
relatione, and takes me off to Leadenhall 
Market—eo he oalls it. Told that the L. C. C. 
has filled all the park ponds with sea-water! 
No more use for us— going to have a lot of 
sea-gulls instead. What treachery ! (Later.) 


SOUNDING THE ANTITOXIN! 

(See Dr. Dobson Boose's excellent article on “ The 
Spread of Diphtheria " in the Fortnightly 
Review for December. 1894.) 

Tax Antitoxin sounds! “And what the 
doose 

Is Antitoxin t ’’ ories the reader, lightly. 
But he’ll not ohaff if he reads Robson Uoosk 
Upon Diphtheria in the new Fortnightly. 
There he’ll learn how the “ Antitoxic 
serum ” 

Attacks bacilli with a view to queer ’em. 

The Antitoxin sounds to a new war 
On diphtheritio miorobes, which are 
rum ’nns; 

And Dootor Roos*, perohed rn Hygeia’s oar, 
Rides forth in battle-rig to spread the 
summorfs. 

An! the old conquerors were mere death- 
dealers, 

But greatest of Earth’s heroes are the 
healers I 

Their war is on man’s foes, not on mankind. 

Hvgeia ia Humanity's “ Little Sister." 
Fnnds for her service, though, ‘tie hard-to find; 

Henoe this appeal of good Sir Joseph Lister' 
For money-aid, sneoessfully to urge 
The war at the new cure on the new soonrge. 

It spreads, it strikes, it slays our little ones 
In legions; deaths in twenty yean it 
doubles; * 

Now Lbrn.BR, Kerbs, Roux, Y khhin, all 
great guns, 

Attack the toxio Qouroe of dread throat- 
troubles. 

Ac Robson Rooax explains. Read—and 
remember— 

A11 in the new Fortnightly for Deoember! 

• Chairman of the Council of the British In¬ 
stitute of Preventive Medicine, who has ss yet 
reoeived only £800 out of the £2000 required to 
prepare the Antitoxin on an adequate scale. 


Christmas Disnxts.— Mr. Punch suggests 
that tha publisher of these should prefix as 
an advertisement to these little diaries, 
dainty diaries, pocket companions, and so 
forth, all delightful little gifts, Ophelias 
words, “ Here ’a (D« la) Box for you.’’ 
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WORDS TO THE WI8E WOMEN. 

WoviN, in unmeet subjects crudely taught, 
Stung by the splendonrof a Tell-worn thought. 
First shrieks, as she had sat upon a pm, 

Then, like a hen amid her oaokling kin. 

Fills & bewildered world with loud, officious 
din. 

In time inconstant even to abuse 
Our rebel sisters hoist a flag of truoe, 

Through deafen'd ears steals Nature’s saner 
voice, 

Bending the will to Mrs. Honsoir’s ohoioe. 
And, half-ashamed, with truer glanoe they 
scan 

The fancy-monster they hare made of Man. 

Left to herself, with ample length of rope, 
The Pioneer, relenting, bids him nope, 

And Man, (hough of his manhood nowise 
curjd. 

Learns that by women he may be endured. 
But still, ungrateful or accustom'd grown. 

He leavea the thorny sisterhood alone, 

And, bold because nis oonscienoe knows no 
fear, 

Whispers soft oounsel to thd"Pioneer. 

First, your loi-dieant woman-slaves to 
raise, 

Fou oopy silly men’s most silly ways. 

As the noh upstart who to ton aspires 
Reveals the sordid souroe of his desires 
By shunning oulture, dignity, and graoe, 

To follow Folly's lead, and go the pace. 

So boys, first freed from tutelage and rules, 


le city total gules 
With this excuse for draining Folly’s cup, 

‘' Boys will be boys, ’’—but you are quite grown 
up. 

Too cinscious still, and still the slaves of fuss, 
Von take example by the dregs of us, 

The lantern-jaw'd Effeminates, who tell 
How Truth lies wallowing in the foulest well; 
The critic Zanies, who admire a poet, 

Ouly, it seems, for other fools to know it. 

And found Societies of glorious name 
That a prig President may liloh Borne fame. 
Man, still more human as he learns the 
more, floor. 

Seeks, like a sportsman true, new tasks to 
Wge wisdom gathers as he cracks a bottle 
Wlth Sages who 've ne’er heard of Aribtotlx, 
Kates at their proper low stage in creation 
The prim apostles of Examination, 

And whether learning brings Him fame, or no, 
Is happier, humbler, gentler, wiser so. 

Ah, learn whate'er you will, yet spare our 
hearts 

A homo-grown, feminine Baboo of Arts. 
Believe it, envious maids, the men you spurn, 
Ihink little of the honours that they earn, 
loo well they ’re taught in common sense’s 
rules 

To dwell upon their triumphs in the 8ohools, 
And chiefly prise the Baocalauxeate fur 
Because, in love’s young days, it pleases Her. 
But you, in pnrpose tyrannonsly strong, 

J»et, in each effort, your perspective wro 
Lemw all you wish to learn, exult in lean- 
for Hymen’s torch keep midnight oil 
burning, 

Bulge yourf sir foreheads with those threaten- 

Ungraoeftil as an'intellectnal mumps, 

Be blatant, rude, self-oonsoious as you oan, 

Be all you feign—and imitate—in Han. 
spurn all the fine traditions of the past. 

Be New or nothing—what’s the gain at last f 

Yon know as muoh, with hard-eyed, harsh- 
. , vetoed joy, [boy: 

r! the shock-headed, shambling fifth-form 
Adding, what his sound mind would never 
please, 

An Aoatio hunger for degrees, 
l rne learning ’• that alone whereon are based 
ttlear insight, reason, sympathy, and taste. 


, spare our 



And walking haughtily a fair world through 
Beeanae some girls can't do the sums pgu do. 
Still less, the Stile, little world of oliquoe, 
Where Mutual Admiration dons the breaks, 

And then prooeeds kind tolerant man to flout— 
A petulant, unressnted Barring-out _ 

Meanwhile our faith looks on, devoid of fear, 

Facing the hatchet of the Pioneer. 

Still will the storm, in Natnre’a potent plan. 
Be temper’d to the shorn, or bearded, men. 
Tour aex will still be perfect in its plaoe, 
With voice of melody and coul of graoe. 

Pose, leotnrc, worry, oopy as you will, 

Man wiB be man, and woman woman still I 


Tun Oamk or Ciikihtwab Oamw.— That 
Father Christmas is cowing to town with bis 
usual entertainment is evident from the cards 
and advertiaemonts sent everywhere in ad¬ 
vance. What is the impossible future of the 
Christmas card f This is a question suggested 
by the modern way of looking at things, and 
especially at the marvellous ingenuity with 
whioh Katbail Tuck and Son have saved 
their cards from dwindling into the obscurity 


on simple summer flowers so entirely meta¬ 
phorical of the season. Their dainty, artistie, 
and useful calendars inspire one with a cheer¬ 
ful fascination to begin the New Year. 
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MORE SHE-NOTES. 

(By Ioi’NA, Author of “ A Yellow Plaster.”) 

Chapter III. 

Colouk-hlind from hi" tenth year, Chamois Hvde (late of Christ's, 
Oxford, not to be confused with Christchurch, Cambridge), bad 
hitherto ignored details of roenery; but now the vermuiony petal 
of the pimpernel, the rubicund radix of the carrot, the blue of the 
i 0 sen sat* bottle-fly—these reminded him respectively of the cheeks 
of Makobhiki,, her hair, the spots in her grey eyes where, as we 
said, the sonl looked through. The harvest- 
sheaves again were, broadly speaking, her 
figure. 

Till now he had been impervious to the 
new femalehood, rising like Proteus from 
the azure faun ; dumbly he had waited fora 
woman with possible potentialities, or, fail¬ 
ing this, with potential possibilities. 

Makoerise, whom we left a fortnight ago 
inarticulately gurgling by the trout-stream, 
caught the note of a step in the briar-palcli. 
With her budding instinct she oould tell her 
lover's footfall half a mile away, waking the 
age-echo in her chest. This one was lighter 
and less gregarious. In her sphinxy way 
she divined that it belonged to a woman 
with Puritan impossibilities and a yellow 
plaster next her heart. 

Under a mask of habitual and hereditary 
reticence, the step came on, revealing a 
finished creature, gowned beyond all mend¬ 
ing. Marokrin e, whoso face was her ewe- 
lamb, beoame snb-aoutely aware of her own 
half-made frock, and yearned a little in the 
other's direction. 

" Oh! ” she said; “liow dirt you get it built that way t 1 mean 
the gown.” The woman's voice oarac through the envelope of 
Maroekikk'h sub-consciousness, steely clear as a oheese-outter. 
“ My name is Mrs. Chamois Hydk. In other words, I am the wife 
of Mr. Chamois Hviik! ” 

“The wife of Chamois Hviik f ” said the innooeat girl; “I do 
not follow you.” 

“ i,ct me explain,” said the other, unsparingly. “ Chamois Hyiik, 
who is now duo at v«ur truul-stroam” (Makoahine smiled 
stuopingly), “is mv husband. Isay, bo married me. Onoe 1 had 
a maiden name. That is ul) past, I changed it when I married. 
All honourable women do. 1 am honourable. I ohanged mine. 
Now 1 am Mrs. Chamois Hyde, See!'” 

“ Cau’t help that,” said M a no Rhin e cheerfully; “he loves me.” 
This was the folded-lamb's point of view, 

“ Girl, have you no shame f ” This was the other woman’s, 

“ Rather 1 blush for you,” said the unttnished creature. “You 
couldn't make him love you, yon couldn't; you’re the hankering 
feminine counterpart of the man in the other book, the Yellow 
Plaster book. Now it is too late. Wo love each other. The matter 
is taken out of our hands. We are merely impassive, irresponsible, 
agents. Do try and look at the case as 1 do, from an unbiassed, im¬ 
personal, point of view; and sec thut tlm fault is utterly your own." 

The girl's regard for her lover bad suffered no transitional throw¬ 
ing-back at the news of his deception. She was overwhelming with 
her palpahililos. Ah I it is the-e that men love - palpabilities. 
“ And have 1 none?” moaned the unhappy wife. “If I could 
blush, oould only blush! He would have loved me then. But stay, 

I..._ 1.1:.1 . i ._, i, 

“ I said just now I would blueh 
'or you,” replied the other, who 
had been under the eaves over¬ 
hearing her thoughts. “ And to 
think of the ohanoee you have 
missed, and with a gown like 
that! Why, if you are his 
wife, you must often have met 
him about, and sot had to make 
arrangements at a trout-stream 
like me. Conceivably he has 
even kissed you. I read onoe of 
a married man who kissed hie 
wife.” She suddenly stopped; 
not that one of her intoxicating 
gutturals had come loose; hut an odd flood of pathos was playing on the 
other's brow ns she caught sight of Chamois whistling aloofly behind 
a sycamore, and went, in thought ail over that first kiss, oomplioated, 
perhaps, perhaps rather biitiardy, but still a thing to remember. 

Like a cloud the stigma lifted, and MsuacaiNi guessed her horrid 
secret. “ You love him too t 1 never thought of that. How forget- 



Worth re-tailing. 



ful of me! But if you love him and I love him, why, we both love 
him! This is too much!” For a moment both of them pulsated 
even as one tuning-fork. Though sundered by the estranging ocean 
of the past that had otosed its lid betweln them, leaving them like 
shuttlecocks, sick with strong doses of womanhood and experience 
now that Chamois, steadied by his breeding, was rapidly joining 
the party, the two women leaned against one another (how seldom 
women do this!), and waited, containedly restless. But the man, as 
1 said before, comes into the next chsp'er, if we ever get as far. 


TRUE GLORY. 

[“ For assisting in destroying a legend, the Bov. Dr. Nicholbox, who 
pulverised Ioxatiun DomxsilVs celebrated cryptogram, is to be preimited 
with on illuminated addrees .”—Lully Telegraph , Nov, 28.] 

I ’vk always been courageous, in a 
modest sort of way, 

And sought an opportunity my 
valour to display, 

There’s nothing rd like better 

If Sr kv Kg son or Cohan Boyle 
would offer me a poet. 

But, in real life, such chanoes are 
extremely hard to find, 

They disregard the model, too, 
you’ve oarefuliy designed, 

For if a foe- a burglar, say—you 
venture to attack, 

Thcdhagreeablescoundrel’srather 
apt to hit you back. 

But here’s a way—it’s safer far, 
as you will soon confess,— 

To have your oourage recognised 
and praised in an Address; 

It’s a sort of learned skittles, and the method of it ’h plain- 
You gravely set a dummy up, and knock it down again. 



Just get a friend to postulate that Tenntson 's a sham, 

That Mamin Topper wrote the whole of In Mrmoriam, 

Or else, that Robert BhownincTb greatest work was Nancy Lee, 
And then -you prove your friend is wrong —and there you are, you see. 
They ’ll give you testimonials, many speakers will allude 
In tones of deep emotion to “ a nation’s gratitude ” ; 

8o if you sigh for glory, I can reo >mmenit the game, 

For literary ninepins is a speedy path to fame 


NEW HONOURS. 

I Last week 8olioitor-Geueral Frank Lockwood, U.C., M.P.. wa» 
knighted. So was the High Sheriff of Surrey, Mr. Fred Wihan. 
Unite appropriate that Queen’s Coutasel Lockwood should smiear 
with Wig-nn’—the gown too, of ourse. After this J. Weeks 
SztDMPEH was made a knight, and has now another “ s ” added to his 
name. All hail, Sir 8z lumper, or “Zir Zlumpek!” As the ex- 
mayor of Richmond quitted ibaokwards) the Royal l’reiienoe, did s 
ooncealed choir sing a verse of the ancient ballad commencing 
“ Slumber my darling,” and for this occasion altered to 
“ Szlumi'rb my ilsriing! ” 


LATEST WAR INTELLIGENCE. 

In the House of Commons, and elsewhere, the Skcketarv of State 
for War is accustomed to have appeals made to him 
to assist In providing facilities far <he engagement 
and remunerative occupation of soldiers and non¬ 
commissioned officers no longer on active aerviue. 

We are glad to notice, from the subjoined advertise¬ 
ment, which appeared in the Daily Nawe of Thurs¬ 
day, that the public are themselves taking the matter 
in hand:— . 

T WO GENERALS WANTED, as Cock rad Housemaid, 
for one lady. Light, comfortable sltuatiou. Good 
wages.—Apply, Ac. 

The advertiser, it will he observed, flies at higher 
rank than that usually oonridered iu this connection. $ 

But the situation is “ light ”nnd “ comfortable,” with 
“ good wages ' 1 pertaining, and she ha* some right to 
look for applicants of superior station. We presume 
that on native occasions the gallant offioen would "be expected to 
don their uniforms. Few things would be more striking than to see 
a general, probably wearing his war medals, sweeping >the front door¬ 
step. whilst through the kitchen window a glimpse,was caught of a 
brother officer, in full tog, larding a pheasant. 








toi* cm. 
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'•A LOVE’S LABOUR NOT LOST. 

Will, Sir, and what fotop you in Muscovy?” JYince of Wales {quoting Shakspeare ). “'Nothing but Psack, and okntlk Visitation’ 
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LOVE'S LABOUR NOT LOST! 

(A Dramatic, Scene, with Suggestions from Shaktpeare.) 

.Scene.— A Brilith Quay. Enter The Visible Prinoe {like the King 
and hit companume in ” Love’s Labour’t Lott") “in Russian 
habits,” but beariny a true British face, not mashed. To him 
enters the most loyal and loving of his subjects and sage coun¬ 
sellors, Mr. Funoh. 

Mr. Punch {joyously). “AH hail the pleasanteet Prinoe upon the 
earth! 11 

Prince (gaily). “ Behaviour, what wert thou, till this man show’d 
thee ? ” 

Mr. Punch. Well oanped, my Prinoe! 

i rince. Be yon the same, good friend I 

Your bonnet to its right use; 'tie for the head, 

, (As Hamlet said), and “ ’tie indifferent oold,” 

Mr. Punch. " It is a nipping and an eager air 
As not nnusual in our Isle’s Deoember 1 
" r, nce. ‘ Th e sir bites shrewdly: it is very oold.” 

If eel it. Punch, through all my Russian sables, 

, Though I’m from Mnsoovy. 

Mr-Ptmeh. What met you there, Sir ? 

rjwce (promptly). “NoTHIUG BUT PEACE, AND BUSTLE vnmilOH I” 
Mr. Punch (applauding). Most aptly quoted, Sir I The happiest 

From him the ever applioable bard, 

I ve met this naany a moon. 

■Pt-mcs. Glad to be bank 

To English shores—and you—for all the love 
,, I leave behind, and all the oold I oome to. 

Mr. Punch. Not in our hearts, my Prinoe, not in our hearts 
1 Nay, that I ’ll swear. Witness your presenoe here; 

This chilling day. “ How many weary steps 
,, Of many weary miles you have o’ergone 1 ’’ 

: lr - Punch. “ We number nothing that we spend for you: 

Our duty is so rioh, so infinite, 

That we may do it still without aoeount.” 

When you “vouohsafe the sunshine of your face.” 

■jv »nee (laughing). Punch, know you all the Swan f 
Mr.p,mch. - . ' E’en as the Swan 

Knows all hir Putsch, whion is his favourite reading 


In the Elyrian Fields; and one good turn 
Deserves another I But, my Albket Edward, 

“ What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? ” 

Prince} Punchiue, ” He swore that he did hold me dear 
As precious eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world; adding thereto, moreover, 

That he would ever live our England’s lover.” 

Mr. Punch. “ God give thee joy of him I The noble Tsar 
M ost honourably will uphold his word ” 

As I doubt not. I’m happy o’ your visit. 

“ But what, Sir, purpose they to visit us P ” 

Prince. “ They do, they do, and all apparel’d thus 
Like Musoovites, or Russians, as I dress. 

Their purpose is to parle, to oourt, to danoe. 

And every one his love-feat will advanoe.” 

Mr. Punch. As you have done, my Prinoe, at sorrow’s flood 
Taking the tide of frank affection, like 
A skilled and trusty pilot. Such a Prinoe, 

Good faith, is worth a dozen diplomats 
And many full-armed legions. 

Prince. May it prove so 1 

Mr. Punch. Well, let them oome! “ Disguis’d like Muscovites ’ 
(As Rosaline said) we ’ll know them still as friends; 

And they ’ll find here, as you there found, my Prinoe. 

“ Noraiso but peach, abb visitation III”* 

(Exeunt together. 

• Love’s Labour’s Lett, Act V., Scene 2. 

• MUCH ’ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

A TElii'KST in a teapot stands, one knows, 

For noisy nothing in the realms of prose. 

But whet. is. that to the prodigious pother 
When Minor Poets pulverise eaoh other r 
“ Birds in their little nests agree,”—all right! 

Bards in their little books fall out and fight. 

The birds of which the pious rhymstor sings 

Sure were not “ singing birds”—thoee angry things 

Who prune themselves and peck each other frightfully. 

Alas that warblers should contend so spitefully. 

All—save the cynio—mourn the Muee’e loss; 

When Gosax snubs Gale, or Gale be-bluzard* Gome ! 
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LYRE AND LANCET, 

(A Story 4* Seenes.) 

PART XX17.-THE HAPPY DISPATCH. 

" Perhaps it wm right to diMomblo your love, but-" 

Scent. XXXV.— The Morning JRoom. Time— About 1 t.m. 


n/ mny f, xi mey tl 

nwerf, or suppress my honest oonviotiona 

“ 0M -, [LadyM aibib enters from th 

Maisie, I have been trying to find|yi 
snowdrop., which I promised mvselfftl 


!NoW, t0be ^'>- 

2J£Sl?,«Vf>«jWk 


«*** AJAV.-JM morning itoom. XIU7.—About 1 r.K. r—to ' ajyar to nnajyou. I bad ulimkeT., t y 

Under,hell to him,elf, alone). I’m rather sorry that that Him tou Unfortunatelv^hev^r “SSfjtfP' B pl ? u J lr ? Presenting'^ 
SntWAJiloouldn t stay. She’s a trifle angular—but olever It ’ Ladu Mnimi. 1*1« r *^?h their destination g *° 

>43^.SS3^J£jK?iie 4V 


ai r.i.wAKE oouumi stay, one s a trine angular—but clever It Tad., if_ ,1 \ -i, ™ mar destination 

was distinctly sharped her to see through that feliowSeraMU, from you&d have gi™ yorni #nl J r *>rry 

the first, and lav suoh an ingenious little trap for him. And she uTd^nainiZ/ZJ^A.. un ?*T s * r 3’ trouble. ' ! 

has a great feeling for Literature-knows my verses by heart, I another Dieoe rfTnfalWr.Z/ ?f med about to paee on). I.have 

;=S e sasf'-.ifi'sursiieifi:US'S 

Mr*. Brooke- Chatter t a {entering to all matters oonoerninv vou a*a 

wtfh Lady Rhoda, Sir Rupert, I jjweetly tolerant as you we, ’i JJl 


and Bkabpakk). Such a nioe, plain,’ 
simple servioe I ’ra positively 
ravenous ! 

Lady Rhoda. Struck me some of 
those ohubby choir-boys wanted 
smackin'. What a business it 
seems to get, the servants properly 
inb> their new; as bad as boxin’ a 
string of hunters! Ah for you. 
Archie, the way you fidgeted 
durin’ the sermon was down right 
disgraceful! . . . Bo there you are, 
Mr. Hi, a lit; not been to Church; 
but I forgot—p’raps you ’re a Dis¬ 
senter, or somethin’ r m 

Und. (annoyed). Only, Lady _ 
Kuoi) a, in the sense that I have ~ 
hitherto failed to disoover any form 
of oreed that commands my in- - 
tellectual assent. 

Lady Rhoda ( unimpressed ). 1 ex¬ 
pect you haVen’t tried. Are you a— 
what d’ye call itP—aLaoedemoniac? 

Und. {with lofty tolerance). 1 pre¬ 
sume you mean a “ Laodioean.” 
No, 1 should rather describe myself 
as a Deist. 

, v ^ rcflii ‘ (»» « surly undertone). 
What’s a Deust when he's at 
homo ? If he'd said a Beast now! 
[Aloud, as Pill in ek enters with 
Captain Thk knehsk.) Hullo, why 
hero’s Til icknnmk! So you harm't 
gone after all, then )? 

Captain Thickness*. What an 
observant young beggar you are, 
JIkakimuk ! Nothin’ esoapes you. 

No, 1 haven’t. (To Sir Rupert, . 
rather sheepishly.) Fact is, Sir. 1 
I somehow just uiissed the tram, 
and-and -thought I might, as weli 
come hack, instead of waitin' about, 
don’t, you know. 

Sir Rupert (heartily). Why, of 
course my dear boy, of course! 
rtevor have forgiven you if you 

hele/trf / J...... ♦ p • 


t indhJmuZZ- instinct 

in all matters oonoerning you anH 
jweetly tolerant as yo m£?l£: 
ctently divined whet en inmiffer- 
»Ue nuisuioe you found our mili- 
tu 7 Ceptun Wto*W 
Lady Maine. There m limit, 

A ™,r J 0 ? 16 JK 60 ^ taeuBer- 
noUne of them* 1 ” * B ‘ c,LnmeK <» 

oe^re toleed PP **^“ m 
Maisib, •urel|- you can trast Mef r 

Lady Cantire (In hermost^/fnl 
*>»«•). M.isie, mv dear, I appear 
to have interrupted an interview „f 
a somewhat confidential character 

wilTgoelse rh me kn ° Wif ' an<1 1 
Lady Maine (calmly). Not in the 
. very least, Mamma. Mr. Bum 

. Z ‘7 in * *> prepare mv 
for the fact that Captain Thick- 
ne»r has ooroe bank; which was 
quite needless, a. I happen to have 
heard it already from his own lips 
Lady Cant. Captain Thicenksse 
wish *to°k ° ^ NnER8nELI -) f 
M »v I ask you to hm” unF*' 1 * 1 ’ 1 '*' 
Und. With pleasure, Lady Can- 
WE*. (7V, himself as he retires.) 
What a consummate aotress that 
^nd^wha; a ooquette! 

Maistb, what does all this mean ? 

Okbam TmcKZ ! sE m “ brought 

Lady Maine, j suppose the dog- 
oart. Mamma He miswd his train, 
you know. I don't think he minds 
—muoh. 

~ Zm/p Cant. I,et me tell vou 

ihte, mv dear, It is a great deal 

more than you deserve after- 

How long has he oome baek for ? 
.lerlrnp,-when you come to tliii,k over it sll ouietlv-iou teitf ” x Laay Maisie. Only a few hours; 

". .Z J , but-but from things he said, i 

rl,b ?°“ Ion *er—if Aunt Aikjiia ssked him. 

? Th *? consider that settl d; he stays. (Lady 

rnvdear PP ! Hwe ’* * our Annt - You *>ad better leave us. 


UHd 7 Zk,Zll 7 ?a * seat and tJiat, SdT— “ „2 S “ Ppt “ r ‘ 5 Hwe ” 5' 0ur Annt - You had better ieave t 

Pbreak'Srt'rAh^weU, 11 ! 8ol, * w ®« La™; *m Pabtt hav* Asseubibi. w* Lotto*. 


I suppose! ’ . must oome to her rescue onoe more, Sir Rup. (to his wife). Well, my dear, I’ve seen that young 

w V ur to lunch 1 Anybody like to'oome round to and i<! too, thoroughly up in his business), 

rZ to h - h * -•* S anything seriously wrong 

-SU&XL™ 606X0 m ^the Ground,tohimeen No more oould I, for that 


iv. ^ 

knrKKT "f h “’I’.’rdy.) ^ou must ^really eiousf me hi at ’^an/hZw'* ’ 4 "n’t navioular, whioh Adams was afrsid 

A ra L °Sf* Wlth 1 ® r ; R-^rar—I detest hone*. ’ 't rest * y<m know ’ ^ hoT *> will be as 

WhBre ' B “ tW * wJSSW ,n *‘ r “^“y »hat I Md them; but the fools * 

Cnd. If or my own poor part. I ornfan I l m v t,,.... 1 . j woukta t believe me.’ 

^ *&*** ^' 0hi ' 

difficulty/ Allow^me to ho^ that^V«aS?tl£• »h»‘ he wasn’t. And this 


1 h^Wt^v^nsSeVttoyiht 
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dir nap. rmLwrwn * wu«*, my uw, Qum i uuut euuunr my personal satetv I What unselfish angals 

think of asking. „ , __ . , A , , _. some women areEven that sneering fellow I) r ran ale will be im- 

, lady Jthoda. But I ma, Maimb. And they met this morrnn’ preMed when I tell him this. ... Yes, it’s best that I should so¬ 
und it*s all settled, and they *re aa happy as they oan be. Exoept 1 ■*» “at now. I don’t so muoh mind leaving. Without any false 
that he ’s on the look put for a myetenoua stranger, who disappeared humility, I oan hardly avoid seeing that, even in the short time 
last night, after tryin’ to make desperate love to her. He is deter- I have been among these people, I have produced a decided impres- 
mined, if he oan find him, to give him a jneoeof his mind. non. And there is at least one—perhaps ttto- who will miss me 

, [Undershjjll duguiaei ku extreme uneasiness, when I am gone. 

PUliner. And the whole of a horsewhip. He invited my opinion L Hs goes into the Dining Hall , with restored equanimity. 

r— a. _ nf naafi(*a^iAH KmH At tkinn iL.i _ 1 ‘ 


would impart ; pronciency in tne trots temps , as aanoea in the most 

rtJTrototf this house While I ’m ROBERT ON HUNIFIXASHUN! 

h. re, th^’eaU! _ . I have bin a having quite a long tork with a moat respeofnl look- 

fhr Bun. Ha-ha I Athletio young ohap that. Glad to see him mg Gent who tells me he is a red Comity Counsellor, and that they 
field next. Tuesday. By the way, Albinia, you ve heard has a Gildhall of their own at Charing Cron*, where they meet« ewerv 
hicxkusss here eratriTed to mm his twin this morning ? week, the same as the Common Counsellors docs at their reel Gildhall 


Our gnin, of course; hut still we must manage to get you baok to 
Aldershutf to-night, my hoy,.or you’ll get called over theooalsby 
vmir Colonel when you do rat in an appearanoe, hey ? Now, let’s 
»ec; what train ought you to catohf 

[He takes up “ Bradshaw" from a writing-table, 
lady Can/,, (possessing herself of the volume). Allow me, Ilui'KRT, 
my eyes are better than yonks, 1 will look out his trains for him. 

(After consulting various pages.) Just as I thought! Quite im- 
iKisaible for him to reaoh North Camp to-night now. There isn’t a j 
train till six, and that gets to town lust too late for him to drive A 

across to Waterloo and catch tile last Aldershot train. So there’s no m 

more to be said. [She puts “ Bradthate ” away. Jgj 

Copt. Thick, (with undisguised relief). Oh, well, dessay they 
won’t kick up muoh of a row if I don’t get back till to-morrow,—or \r 
the day after, if it oomes to that. , . , " 1 

Vnd. (to himself). It shan’t dome to that—if I oan prevent it! i 
Lady Maihif. is quite in despair, I oan sea. (Aloud.) Indeed? A 
1 was- a—not aware that disotpline was quite so lax as that in the 9 

British Army. And surely officers should set an example of- " 

[He finds that his intervention has produced a distinct sensation, 
and, taking up the discarded “ Bradshawbecomes 
engrossed in its study, away, jest as if thi 

('apt. Thick, (ignoring him completely). It’s like this, Lady Cci- wunderful things as 
vKitix. Somehow I—I muddled up the dates, don't you know. Mean lon( 


in the Citty, and that they has quite made up 
their minds to make the two Gildhalls into one 
and have them both for theirselvea, and that 
that will be What they calls tlimittkashun, 
whioh means everything for them and not 
nothink for nobody else. 

Not content with what they have got allreddy 
_ tliey means to have all the Citty Perlioe, and 
/ the Manshun House, and all the Cilty’s Money, 
and the rite to all the Terns Water, and to the 
Loan Manx and Sherryfs Carridpos, and to the 
Old Bayley, and to more other things t han I can 
manage to remember! And he really speaks of 
all these warious matters jest as if ho was quite 
in emest, and aoshally expected as it. wuud all 
be done by the next Parlement when they mot 
next year! And when he found as I reelly 
didn’t beleeve a word of his wundcrful stories, 
he aoshally arsked me to go with him to tlx. ir 
Gildhall at Charing Cross, and there he put mo 
in a nice seat, and then I heard cm all forking 
they were quite in emest, all about ihe many 
s as they was about to do soon ! Oh, I wonders how 


its-! « there, and that was the ncssessity ol having some more lunatio 

aisie (interposing hastily). But, Mamma, yon must have asylums, which did not much surprise me, as I shoud think they 
md Mr. Burn! As if he would dream of—. He was will soon want a pretty good nunilwr for iheirselves, d they con- 
itioning the train he wishes to go by himself. Weren't tinues to go on as they are going. 


lady Cnlr. Delightful, my dear Gerald. Then we shall keep To aoshally defraud the grand old Citty of I.undon, that is only jest 
you here till Tuesday, of course ! about seven hunderd year old, of all their priwileges and all their 

Vnd. (looking up from “Bradshaw,’' impulsively). Lady Cur,- rites and all their money 1 and then I shoud like to know what is to 
'Erin, I see there’s a very good train whioh leaves SnuntingDridge become of me, and the duzsens like me? Nice lots of I/ird Mares 

at 3.1 S this afternoon, and gets- and Alldermen these County Counsellors woud make I Why I 

[ The rest regard him with unaffected surprise and disapproval, aoshally douts whether they ooud even manage to make up a di cent 
lady Cant, t raising her glasses). Upon my word, Mr. Blair! If lot of Common Ceunselmen under at least a year, 
you will kindly leave Captain Tbickkeske to make his own There was one thing sb I heard them squubHng about while 1 was 

arrangements-! • there, and that was the nesBeesity of having some more lunatio 

lady Maisic (interposing hastily). But, Mamma, yon must have asylums, which did not much surprise me, as I shoud think they 
misunderstood Mr. Burn! As if he would dream of—. He was will soon want a pretty good number for Iheirselves, d they con- 
nii-rely mentioning the train he wishes to go by himself. Weren't tinues to go on as they are going. 

you. Mr. Blair P Brown told me a rayther funny story about the drodful solemnity 

Vnd. (blinking and gasping). I - eh P Just so, that- that was my of these wunderful County Counsellors, no says they have by sum 
intention, certainly. (Tohimself.) Does Bhe at all realist! what this means or other got the right of insistm that there Bhal) bo no fun in 
will cost ner ? the theaters, and no warking about between the hacts; and that the 

lady Culr. My dear Mr. Bum, I—I’d no notion we were to lose publiok got so disgusted with the silly regerktions, that in many 

youHosotm; hut if yon ’re really quite sure you must go- cases they left on going to them for ewer so long; hut they are 

Lady Cant, (sharply). Ileally, At.mhia, we must give him credit better now, and will most bkely soon go back to their cud aimless 

for knowing his own mind. He tells you he is obliged to go ! jokes. . _... Botieht. 

Lady Culr. Da of course we must let yon do exactly as you “ 

please. {All, except Miss Spei.wase, breathe more freely ; Trkii- AN EXTRACT. 

fell them to send the dogcart round after lunob in time to oatoh , [" Phetogrs,, hs oflsdie. feet »,.■ now taken In New 1 ork as nawmin fur 
the .’Ur, from Shnntingbridge. their admirers.”-f.fefc, ltec. <!.] 

Pin. (sotto rare, to, Archie). And let u. pray that, the cart is ...It is real kind of yon..dearest, to^naii vourown lmldic those 
pnqierly balanced before starting, this time! halt- dozen lovely photographs or should I call them tomographs. 1 

If.’... O.. » e .a w A . 1 . t T !..L 1 L-J .»« nllliili I lllfM hl-di 111 MV I’d- MII 1 llht I It 1.(1 111 T1 IP. It BY - 


Mihh Spv/wane {to herself, piqued). Going already! I wish 1 had oan 1 

I.L. _1___._J___ I I wav 


AN EXTRACT. 

(From some hitherto Unpublished Oorrcspomtence.) 

[“ Fhntogrn)>liH of Indies' feel w now takon in New York an utiemin for 
Ihnir edmiror *.**■—(• lobe, Ihe. »>.] 

. . . It in real kind of you. dearest, to mail vour own laddie thono 
half-dozen lovely photographs, or should I call them foofographrf f 1 


never touched his ridiculous anowdropa! 

Lady Culr. Well, shall we go in to lunoh, everybody ? 


if-dozen lovely photographs, or should I call them footographd ^ 1 
n’t say righ%here which 1 like best—ihuy ’re all just fetching, any- 
iv. You bet. I'll treasure them some,! Ill wear the midgH 


profile as a ohcst-protector right along, and put the full-foot 

1 • . , l .. __TS11_ _: ..1.,.. si,,, fhv.,,. iniuriur ). niiim 


, t They move in irregular order Uncards the Dining Hall, vignette under my pillow nights. And the three-uu m r pUt o 

• f ad. (m an undertone to Lady Maihe, os they follow hist). Lady shall go on my chimney raok-therc saeonsiderahlesuuey to^ a's ’t 
Majsie, I—er—this is just a little unexpected^ I oonfess I don't the big toe which I m mashed on horrid. I guess wu wun see sui h 
quite understand your precise motive in Suggesting so-so hasty a a number-one instep as yours pnv time on these, effete .Jd loud™ 
departure p ® side-walks. To look at the Britishers’ foot-oases u Piccadilly makes 

- Tnxlv Maieie (without looking at him). Don’t yon, Mr. Beam? me tired, whenlthmlsof you any. 1T1 send1 view, i.J “ 

Perhaps—when yon oome to think over it all qnietly-you will. exchange, but I ™>kon the naked touth mxght give y n 

risk, m ... Uanna Atm « ervlexcd. at with mv rubbers on, and get the oamara-man to map you on a 
Vnd, (to himseff). Bhalll? I oertainlyim^taay 1^ jnst-^—’'why, walking likeness of my right daisy-crusher. !My left is a trifle out 
yes, 1 do! That bnUy Snruxix with hia beastly horsewhip! me of focus.) Kind regards to yon v ppa- 
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^BLOODTHIRSTY BARITONE. 

MietUaud. "Woh*t rov anto aouraiKO, Ms. flunl” 

The Curate. "I havuk’t moroiiT «t Music. But, ir tot stow ths AcooNTAKiinorr, «n> W0T7LP fiat it, I think I ootid 
•ins ‘ Tat Ban Atm't Bart ft ’ /" 


"AN OLD OFFENDER." 

[ <r It*is'impossible, we far, to osoabo from the 
conclusion that there ii • substAntial Mail of feet 
for the rumoum... of etroeltiee perpetrated by 
Turkiih troupe oe the Christian inhebitente of 
Armenia. ... By one of the Artlolea of the 
Treaty of Beriin the Porta undertook * to carry out 
without delay the improvement! and reforme de¬ 
manded by local requirement! ia the provinces 
inhabited by the Armenians, and to guarantee 
their eeourity againat the Olroaeaiana and the 
Kurd*.’ “ Timet " Leader, Oeeemher A.] 

Araik I la there nothing oan hmntniae ever 


Will bonds of convention and treaty bridge 
never 

Between Turk and'Cbrietlanthe broadening 
gulf f 

Will' no leeeon teaoh, 'and will no promise 
tether. 

The Ottoman hordes when let loose on the I 
foe ? 

Most slaughter, and rapine, and outrage 
together, 

The old vile triumvirate, fetterless go f. 

Time’s fool seems the Turk, item, untouch¬ 
able, savage. 

The fioroest fool-fighter on history’s roll. 

All indolent rest or undisoiplined ravage. 

The varnish of manner soaks not to his 
soul. 

Red Man of the Orient, ruthlees, untamable, 

VolfftlhnilP Lr Llrflino avt (intltlmle wieaw Van 


From its srimsoninC fangs. The old oynieal 
eaokle 

Of ’* ooffee-house babble ” is silent to-day; 

And a weapon’s at hand, too long left there 
nnlifted, 

That lew and that Juetioe tlike now oom- 
mtnd 

To the grip of Europe. Ba mnrder short- 
shrifted 

And bestial outrage meet summery end 1 

Ret again must hot Islamite hate be permitted 

In ohass of oreed-vengeanoe the East to 
embroil; 

Not’agaln must its prey fall unaided, uapitied, 

The Qallio’s mook, and the miscreant's 
spoil. 

There hangs the goad Berlin-blade, oonseerated 

By common agreement to Justice's work 1 

Be its blow not this time, as aforetime, be¬ 
lated! 

Let Europe not Used far the sin of the Turk 1 


In sheer celf-defenoe we must’ mnzzle 'and 
shackle 

his wolf of the world; snatch Its poor 
prostrate prey 


THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

Naw Pauish-Ooukoil Viaaiou. 

(Ay a Land lord and Lover of the Good Old Tines.) 

[At Merton, Surrey, where Mr. William 
Mo*ai#hes his factory, a blacksmith was highest 
of the fifteen suooeesfiil candidates for the Parish 
Council, the vicar bang eighth.] 

Ovr8 the vioar, top o’ the tree, 

The Village Blacksmith stands; 

Thei raith - mighty man ia he, 

W tn power in hie strong hands; 

And his victory well may stir alarms 
In Bqnire-Parsonio hands. 

The Squire looks hlaok, his face ia long,— 
“Vioar not in the van? 

Oh! things are going to the dooee 
As fast as e’er they can! 


The blacksmith with his grimy fuse 
r Miss proved to be best men 

“ Week in, week out, he’’ll spout end flghl! 

We shall hear him bluff and blow. 

He’ll vote the good old times all wrong, 

The good old fashions slow; 

And won’t he run the rates right np, 

And Keep tithe-charges low t 

A 

“ He ’ll have his Anger in the Sohool, 

He ’ll open wide its door; 

He’ll keep the Voluntaries starved, 

And let the School-Board soon. 

And he’ll want bathe and washhonaea 
And villas for the poor 1 

“ Than he may ‘ go for ’ the Old Church, 
And rouse the village hoys 
To listen, not to Parson’s drone, 

Bnt Agitation's voice. 

And ’stead o' ringing in the choir 
He ’ll swell Rad ranters’ noise. 

“ ’Twill sound to him like Wisdom’s voige, 
Preaching of Paradise, 

As though the tiling won at his door; 

Plumbed with Progressive Uee. 

He ’ll think hit hard, rough hand will wipe 
The Squire’s and Parson’s eyes, 

“ Broiling—orating—borrowing, 

Swelling the rates, he goes. 

Reform's raw task he will begin, 

But who shall tee it close P 
Church will he robbed, and Land he sold. 
Farewell old-time repose! 

“ ’Tit thanks to yon, my loud Rad friends, 
These leseona you have taught! 

By folly from the flaming forge 
Our fortunes must be wrought. 

And eoon’t then he a bleated mem 
Before the tight is fought! ” 
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MARY JONES. 

(By her Husband.) 

As I'm daily jolted down • 

On the early bus to town, 
Through the yellow fog and 
brown, 

O’er the stonea, 

] inhale the tawny air, 

And I deem it ether rare. 

For inv soul is full of fair 
* Many Jonsk. 

Fellow-passengers are fain 
To abuse the wind and ram, 

And the weather, they com¬ 
plain, 

(’hills their bones: 

Hut 1 laugh at snow and sleet j 
As 1 hump upon my seat, 

For 1 'm tlituking of my sweei 
Mary Jonbs. 

With a lightsome heart am 

»Nl v 

To the Hank I wend my way, - 
Where I calculate all day 
Debts and loans; 
Though anon my fancies ilee 
From the rows of £ *. d.. 

And they wander off to thee, 
Mary Jones. 

And 1 cannot blame their taste, j 
Though a littletimethey waste j 
For mv Mary would havt 1 
graced 

Mon arch s’ thrones. | 

What; are pounds and pence to 

her ?— 

No. 1 cannot, but concur 
With their choice when"they 
prefer 

Mary Jones. 

Then I hurry home to tea, 

And I pass an A. B. C., 



Where I purchase two or three 
Cakes and scones: 

For I love the Rmiles that rise 
In your laughing hazel eyes 
When I oiler you my prize, 
Mary Jones, 

And when tea is cleared away, 
And you kindle me my olay, 
As I listen to your gay 
Dulcet (ones, 

Then I sometimes wonder who 
In the world’s the best tmlo'r— 
’Gad, it ’« either I or you, 
Mary Jones'! 




A VERY VULGAR BOY. 

Askin’ yer pardon, Mins, but might that 'ere little Dog’s Tail 
ua’ been cut off or druv* in?” 


THK MODERN SOCIETY 
l'LAY. 

It surely fthonld not lie al¬ 
lowed, 

The Modern Society Play, 

That, dreadfully shocking Kate 
Cloud, 

That bad Mrs. P. Tanque- 
rdu. 

That *8 what said 
i X. Y. /. 

1 It elevates everyone, 

The Modern Society- Tlay, 

You stupid old son of a gun. 

Replied, bursting into the 
fray, 

Pearl ess, free, 

IT. B. Tree. 

Why make such a clamour ? 
Oh, blow 

TheJModem Society I’lay! 

As nothing compels you to 

*o. 

X. ^ . /., you caul just stop 
away ; 

Don’t you see? 

So May we. 


LOST IN LONDON. 

1 ■ Hymn-book stolen. Original price, in 
suiwrior binding, 1 lid. 

-• Hymn-book jiawned for 24 d. by thief. 

. Pawnbroker, finding my name inside, 
tells Police. • 

4. Police inform me I can have the book 
restored tome "on application.” 

I. Go to Scotland \ imi. Told, hymn-book is 
“* l"w street. Coat of my journey so far, 4 Id. 

'At now Street hsve to take out summons 
■gainst Chief Commissioner! This is “the 
invariable rule,” I am informed. Cost of 
summons and “nervine”—not the Church 
Nr vice—3a. Could have got three new hymn- 
with the sum. 

I . Have to attend week later at hearing of 
summons. Joumev again 44 d. Bow Street 

“ ume oourt. Hymn-hook restored to me, 
■ ifiief Commissioner appeals 1 Believes 
urn. I, another person of my name to whom 
. „ Ju a y belong. “ If I give it up quietly, 
mm hear no more about it.” Give up my 
“wn hymn-book! Neve.! 

it Appeal dismissed. Attendance and oosts 
amount to £45. And I am the winning party! 
Tj” * Chief Commissioner “carries me” to 
Mouse of Lords, but, does not pay carriage. 
1 Miminary oosts, £80. 

*• }^>ag Vaoation. 

I,.-— , M 1 * Lords sits. "Has no doubt 
>)mn-book belongB to other person of my 
j! n “- .1 to nay all oosts in sllCourts! 

II. Rumed! 


1NTEIUJNIVERSITY FOOTBALL. 


[Yule v. Princeton UniversiU. ** Before the 
game commenced an Inspector of police, who wua 
on the ground, ad dr eased the two teams, and 
cautioned them against violent play. This warn¬ 
ing is without precedent in the history of the 
University contests.”— Meuttr.] 




SCKNK—Queen’s CM. Oxford and Cam¬ 
bridge Football Match, 'learns under- 
going modem torture of ordeal by photo¬ 
graph. Enter Police-Inspector, rampant, 
supported by two Peelers proper. Be 
" addressee the two teams" 

I'u an Inspector bold, yet wary, 

So. gents, you must all take oare, 

For I r m here to boa this battle. 

And see that yon all fight fair. 

Now fisting, and scragging, and hacking, 
An all nir enough, we say, 


But'if'grata esoeed the limits 
Of^legitimate violent play, 

We'll run them in, we 'll run them in, 
i As sure as we 're standing here. 

We’ll run them in, we’ll run them in, 

For the Peeler knows no fear' 

Of course y»u may tight each other. 

But you mustn't attack the crowd, 

For we can't have unlimited bloodshed, 
And weupons are not allowed. 

Ski, gents, I must kindly ask you 
To enter the field without 
Tour bludgeons and knives and pistols, 

Or else, beyond all doubt, 

We’ll run you in, &o., ito. 

[ Teams join in c/wrus. Exit lusiioclor to 
lank after the ambulance arrangements. 

THE SUNDAY LECTURE CASE. 
Thk Lord’s Day Observance Society 
Would make us all pinks of propriety— 

All models of mental sobriety, 

That is Stiggins and CAur/tamf combined. 
They gain, doubtless, some notoriety 
By such overwhelming ansiely 
To force on u* their sort of piety 
Of a most puritanical kind. 

This Sunday at. Borne mental diet,, l 
Dislike, l would rather not try it I 
Suggest that, by way of variety. 

Their own business now they should mind. 

Prise Conundrum before Christmas. 
How to Make Life Happy.- hn Infallible 
Reeipe:—Add fifty-nine to the latter half 
of it. *,* Solution will be gicen next week. 
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THE PLUNGER. 

First Boy [much, interested in Bit game, of ButUmt). "’At ’* LOOT 1 ” 

Second IHtto. "Yis; '* loot all thim Buttons what '1 won oft Touky Cbowthik 
YXSTERDAY, AN’ THEN '* Cl'T ALL THE BUTTONS OFF '18 CLOTHIH, AND 'es LOST THIN TOO t " 


H0TICE8 TO COBRESPOBDEKTS. I 2?$ti. MS 

Kelt and Salted.— It may be true, as yon have , the money. Don't hesitate to sue. We make a 
heard, that Mr. Htandibh O'Ohadt intends to j practice oi never accepting tees. The 6s. 8 d. 
supplement his series of Ossianio stories, Finn [ yon enelosed (in stamps, postal order preferable) 
and hit Companions, by a work entitled Fin an' i we shall, at the first opportunity, place in the 


little fishy. Perplexed.—What do you mean by asking us 

A Brummagem Spoon.— You areouite wrong, to tell you “ If a herring and a-half oosts three 
The oreation of the onaraoter of Rip Van Winkle hapenee. how much will a dozen run you in 
was, in jmint of time, far anterior to tho inven- foi*f ” This is just one of those simple problems 
tion of the Self-working Noiseless Screw. Mr. j you oan solve for yourself on reference to an 
CiiAMiiKatAiB’s playful application of the term ordinary book of arithmetic. Do you suppose 
to Lord Haktinoton did not imply any pro- | we sit here to save the time of idle persons ! 
prietorship in the artiole. The right hon. gen- Our mission is to supply information drawn 
tlcman was under the impression that he had from authorities not accessible to the average 
oome aoross the character in the coarse of his subscriber. 

reading of Dickens' Christmas stories, and, I Algernon and Sibyl.— Consult Sir Gnobo* 
wanting to say something nice of his noble j Lewis, Ely Place, Holborn, E.C. We never 
friend, he just mentioned it. It led to some; advise on delicate subjects suoh as yours. It is 
misunderstanding at the time, but has now been impossible for us to reply to correspondents 
forgotten. See our answer to “ Three Cows and through the past Our motto is Audi ato m 
sn Acre” in the Christmas Number. I parteram. As the lady may not be familiar 


(atom parfprtm) may hear and profit 
by our advioe.” 

One-who-hae-Aad-no-rut-to-ipuJi 


pami-and-a-next-door-neigbiour- toko'. 
plays-the-ptano-night-and-dig.—Ho 

Beyond the Dreamt of Avarice — 
Tour reoord at an ineident in the earlv 
Ufe of Mr. W. Aston is very interesting 7 
“Musing by the waters of the mighty 
Hudson Tie,” you say, “conceived the 
ambition of becoming one of the riohest 
men in the world.” It is pleasing to 
know that his reoent entranoe upon jour- 
nalistio enterprise is likely to realise bis 
boyhood’s dream. 

Advertisement Agent.— Ipere is, we 
?f* r ' n P. PP® 1 ! 11 ?. tar you in toil direc¬ 
tion, Bilomo ’ is not toe name of s 
P*w sfiNYi 11 *-** y° n surmise. It 
is toe title of honour given by the dele¬ 
gatee of a remote but respectable Afrioan 
race to a great and good British states¬ 
man. Its literal translation into tho 
English tongae is, we are informed, 
“ Open-mouthed.” 

A Subscriber for Seventy Years.— 
Tour poem, commencing, 

Diosli Diooli den, 

How is Brother Bxnn ? 

Beally, Mr. Kilky, 

Ain’t you rather wily ? 
is perhaps a little monotonous in its in¬ 
terrogative form. Bnt it is not with¬ 
out merit, especially from one of your 
advanoed age. A fatal objection is that 
it shonld bo out of date. TheSohool- 
Board Elections, we are glad to say, were 
oampleted a fortnight ago. Try again— 
for some other paper. 

THE NEW NECTAR. 

[Professor Huxley, at the anniversary 
meeting of the Boyal Society, suggested that 
in the future imaginative speaking at their 
dinners might be stimulated by the drinking 
of liquid oxygen, bimfrappt.] 

Ain —“ Take hence the Bowl / ’’ 
Take henoe the bowl: though beam- 
Brightly aa howl e’er shone, [ing 
With Fizz sublimely creaming. 

Or Port or Zoedone. 

There is a new notation 
To warm the hearts of men. 

And wake imagination— 
i In liquid Oxygen 1 

Each oup I drain, bien frappf , 

My tongue pat talk oan teaoh; 

[ It helps to make me happy 
1 In after-dinner speech, 

t At banquet, or at gala, 

I matoh such mighty men 
) As Gladstone, Caen. or SalC, 
s On Liquid Oxygen: 

A fig for Mumm or Massio, 

J Falemion and such fudge; 

’ (Thin stuff those tipples olassio 

If I am any judge.) 

But burning thoughts oome o er me 
: And fire my tongue, or pen, 

i When I’ve a bowl before mo 

1 Of Liquid Oxygen! 

e When fun needs stimulation, 

Or fonoy fails in fire; 
b When lags the long oration, 

r Or tongues postprandial tire 
s Then take the tip Huxleyan, 

■ And one long swig,—and then 

a You’ll promptly ruse a pecan 

r To liquid Oxygen 1 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

“ Tran* is nothing in Italy more beautiful 
to me than the coast-road between Genoa and 
gpezia.” Remember theae worda of Dicxaxs, 
iiiil Pictures from Italy, as I atart from 
Fisa to see that lovely ooaat, and the Maditer- 
tanean, for the first time. 

Fisa ip sleepy .but the railway offimals are 
wide awake. The man who sells me my 
ticket “ forgets ” one lira. This answers 
capitally with innocent old ladies from Eng¬ 
land or Germany. The (fid lady counts her 


the fare by reading the pnoe marked ta her 
ticket, she finds at onoe mat there is a half¬ 
penny wanting. She never learns that this 
is the Government tax. “ If you please,” she 
begins; or, “ Bitto and then she goes off 
into—not hysterios, bat French, and mur¬ 
murs, " Ssevooplay , ft pongee tout decays 
acoir donnay mot «n sou—er—er—more, nous 
amprennyf” or, “ II y a encore —er—er— 
fiinfiig, vous savoy, a mot a payer." Then 
the official answers, also in' French, “J.h 
nang, Madame , ceci est la taxe doo gourerne- 
minig sul biglietto, capisce f ” 

Whereupon the old lady is so agitated by 
the thought that she has wrongfully aooused 
him of stealing a soldo, that she never notioes 
that he has withheld a lira. If she oounts 
her money later in the day, she will blame 
those nasty lira notes, whioh stiok together 
so, that she most have given two somewhere 
instead of one. But the railway dark is also 
prenared for any more exacting stranger, and 
holds the extra note ready lor him. The 
clerk at Pisa does so, handing it to me, with¬ 
out a word of ohrjeotion or explanation, as 
soon as I ask for it. The system is as perfeot 
as it is simple. Having obtained my change, 
I start for the Mediterranean. 

A Fust Imfbebsionist. 



A PRECISIAN. 

Professor Erasmus Scales ( 0 / Epipsychidion Villa. St. John's Wood). “Can you tell me, 
Constable, whkthkh thebe a be any hour— an — iTLANns to comb ur to-niuut>” 

D. 134. “ Any more ’or much I " 


nobly.” And it is well to have 11 the 

oonraga of’’other people’s “opinions.” 

But reading is not all. Yon must use 
your head." ■ And you must, and oan, 
keep it too. For a good man’s head m oot 
like a seed-oake that passes in the uging. 
And, again, remember the proverb that “man¬ 
ners makyth man ”; though this is not the 
true cause of the over-population of our 
In social life much will depend on 
the way in whioh you behave to others. 
“ Sever lose your temper, and if you do, at 


it "“—except, ana may add, to a doctor. 

Many people cannot say “No!” Other* 
aarlyleara tosay“No!” when asked to do 
disagreeable things. “Msns tana tn corpore 
mao." If tit* last word is pronounced Say 
Mo, this constitutes a word-play. There are 


some bad word-plays in Bua ksi'Eahk. I dis¬ 
approve of humour, new or old. 

“ No man who knows what his inoome is, 
and what he is spending, will run into ex¬ 
travagance.” * Flutabch tells us of a man 
whose inoome was £500, and he spent £5000 a 
year knowingly. This must have been an 
exceptional ease. There is an obscure dictum 
that “ money is the root of all evil.” “ Gold! 
gold! ” n said an ill-known poet, and, on the 
other hand, .“Hail, independenceI said 
another. “If thou art rioh, thon’rt poor’’* 1 
is mi Hie faoe of it an untruth. 

>“ Principta Latina." * Goldtmith. * Burni. * " Ba¬ 
ity on Man." • Lubboek. • Lubbock, * " Punch." 
• Macaulay. • Lubbock. » Shakipware. >> Oahrcrlqr. 
i» Ogfiar Wild*. u Longfellow. ■* Lawrence Oil oh ant. 
i» Baoon. M Browning. 11 Emaraou. u Lubbock. 
»• Lubbock. “ Lnbbook. * Park Benjamin, * Ohurol- 
ill * BhaJupaara. 


way* of 
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[Drawn* IS, 1694. 


OF VAIN 

Wot* the century, growing a 
little bit mellow, 

Produces carnations outmge- 
' oualy green; [like yellow 
When you notice a delicate, dairy- 
, Adorn the pale faoe of the beat 
margarine; 

When canaries, all warranted ex¬ 
cellent singers, [ling apiece, 
Are sold in the street lor a ahil- 
But it home all the yellow oomes 


COLOURS. 

: Appears shortly after, the follow¬ 
ing Sunday, [tresaee of gold; 
With rosy complexion, and 
When a nursemaid has one at the 
worst scarlet-fevers, [blues; 
Or merely, it may be, a fit of the 
When you’re offered “ Old Mas¬ 
ters" as black as ooal-hearera, 
Or shirts of quite “fast” un- 
washoutable hues; 

When a blue ribbon’s equally 
I known as denoting [Tory— 

1 Teetotal fanatios, a Bad, or a 
I In these and like eases too 
num’rons for quoting 
: Remember old Virgil, “ tie 
I erede mlori 


off on your lingers, I known as denoting [Tory— 

Substrataof brownmaking daily 1 Teetotal fanatios, a Bad, or a | 
increase; [on a Mondayi In these and like cases too 
When a lady you happen to meet num’rons for quoting 
With hair that is grey, and with; Remember old Virgil, “We 
cheeks that are old, i erede cofo ra'.” 

TI1B CHRONICLES OP A RURAL PARISH. 

VI.— PaaraxiNO ron the Poll. 

Whkk I do a thing, I like to do it properly, for even mv 
worst enemies, who call me a fool, admit that I'm a thorough fool. 

1 hare accordingly lost no time in getting to work at my eleotoral 
campaign. 1 oommenoed at a peat disadvantage. The other Beven 
candidates were electioneering for a week before the Parish Meeting. 

and the result was that they all 
raBp/ polled three times as many votes 

ffTSi/ as 1 did. That has happened 

| ay once. I don't intend that it shall 

happen more than onoe. 

KraHuiK The first move 1 made was to 

oover my house with placards. 1 
noticed .that in a reoent eleotion 
Mr, Athklcton Riley had pur- 
'l sued these tactics with great 
suooees, so 1 plastered the whule 
of the walls with “ Winiins 
' yon Mudpord “ Vote for 
, Wirkinh,”— but thereby hangs 
I a tale. 1 gave my instructions to 
the local printer, and told him 
where they were to be posted, 

. _ ■ _ .. directing him to do it in the 

“Vote for Wmkuu-t good All- . twilight, so that the whole effect 
round Man. might dswn once and for ever 

upon an astonished village in the morning. He did it, but un¬ 
fortunately he didn’t keen a proof-reader. I noticed next day, 
before I went out, that all the sohool-ehildren looked up at the 
house and giggled. 1 thought it was merely the inappreoiativeness 
of the youthful raiud. There I was wrong. It was the faot that the 
children knew how to spell that caused the mischief. My house was 
oovered with appeals to “Won roa Vinkinb!" It aid not take 
long to get new bills priuted, but I am not disposed to deny 1 was a 
trifle disooneerted by this false start. 




“Vote for Winkins—s food All¬ 
round Man.” 


help, and I'm afraid to suggest the girls should take the field in sup¬ 
port of their father, I tried to secure the services of the vioar’s two 
daughters, but he only wrote rather a stiff note to say that he thought 
they would have quite enough to do in advocating his olaiins. I am 
not always at one with the clergy, but for onoe I agree with him. I 
hare sneoeeded, however, in getting Miss Phill Bchtt to help me. 
Her full name is, of course, Phillis ; but it's always called and 
spelt “Pbill”— 1 oonld never understand why. She's a most delight¬ 
ful girl, and is worth, at least, a hundred votes to me. As I ex¬ 


nut to the villagers themselves, 1 asked her one day why, if she 
thought them idiots, she was kind enough to take the trouble to 
canvas* them. “Well, you see,” she said with a charming smile that 
was all her own; “I'm asking them to vote for you.” At the time 
1 thought this was a pretty saying, prettily said, (even told it with 
some amount of pride to my wife just to show her that there were 
people who did not sympathise with her haughty indifference, 
Cunouslv enough my wife only laughed eonsumediy. When she had 
reoovered, 1 asked her why she laughed. “ Do you really mean to 


produoed no impression. A day or two after I met Mias Pain 
Brrarr, and asked her to go and oanvaaa the old woman; I felt «,,! 
she could secure her vote. Will it be Relieved that she wouldn’t' 
She said it would be really undue influence if she did. How stranai 
that even the nicest of women are so strangely unpractical at times' 
Another woman she refused to tee because she never called upon her 
at ordinary time*. Still, with all her fault*, Miss Bran is atower 
of strength, and as I see her daily going about, canvass book in 
hand, my hopes nae higher and higher. , 

OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Sis Philip Sinner was, as all the world knows, “ a veray psrfit 
gentil knight.” Possibility at this presupposition of knowledge it 
fortunate, sinoe Mies Ainu M. Stoddart's account of this heroic 
figure is not, my Bsronite sorrowfully says, likely to convey any 
adequate idea of its personality. Mr. Fox Bourrb ana Mr 
Addington Sthondb have written 
biographies ot the Elizabethan 
soldier, in which he bdldly stands 
forth. Miss Stoddsrt modestly 
says her object is "in no way to 
compete with” these standard 
works. But why write at all! 
The marvel is, as Dr. Johnson 
did not exactly say in illustration 
of an argument respecting another 
feminine achievement, not that 
the work should not hare been 
well done, but that it possibly 
could he done with suoh wooden 
effect. If Miss Btoddaht had 
taken a sheet of paper and with 
her pair of scissors out out the 
figure of a man, writing across it 
“This is Philip Sidney,” she 
would hare conveyed quite as clear and moving a picture of the man 
as is found in the 111 pages of her book. But then Mr. Blackwood 
would not have published the eerap of paper, and we should not have 
bad the charming portrait of Sidney, or the sketches of Penshurst by 
Margaret L. Huguins which adorn the daintily got-up volume. 

My Baronitesa writes:—8. Baking Gould turns into dolightfnl 
English prose some of the ancient Icelandic Sagas, or songs, and shows 
us how Orettir the Outlaw was a Grettir man than was generally sup¬ 
posed by anyone who had never heard very much about him. When 
lie departed, was he very much lte-grettir’d by all who knew him f 
Messrs. Macmillan offer My New Hume , provided by Mrs. 
Modicswobth, which many of the little “ new ” women would like to 
see. Illustrated by L. Leslie Brooke; “Bbooke” suggests “water 
oulours,”—a now idea for next Christmas. 

Sou'-weeter and Sword, by Hugh St, Legek. A nautical and 
military combination. The Sou'wester of a tar is not at all at sin 
when, after a pleasant little shipfrreok, he joins the forces at, 
Suakim. The winner of this Sr. Leges was a rank outrider, with 
the odds against him, but ho wins the day by “ throstling ” (anew 
word) a few Soudanese; who must have seemed quite forty to one ! 

A oousin, especially a Colonial, is suoh a very pleasant indistinct 
sort of relative, that he is bound to be a hero of romance, though 
perhaps a cousin at hand is worth two in the bush; at least, so 
thinks the heroine in Afp Cumin from Auetratia, by Evelyn 
Everett Greer (Hutchinson & Co.): whilst the one whom she 
should have wed was of oourse a wioked Baronet (does one of ten meet a 
good Baronet in fiotion f), who tries to upset his suoeesrfnl rival by 
giving him a tip over an agreeably high cliff. It is a Christmas story, 

and so the “tip” is just at the right time. Howitends- You ’ll see- 

Slack and White has gone in fur a shilling's worth of the truly 
wonderful in The Dream Club, by Barrie Pain and* Eden 
Philpotts, It ia quite an after-turkey, plum-pudding, mmco r pte 
dinner story. How authors and artists must have suffered, j udging, 
at least, by the delightful nightman illustrations. And the pioturc- 
lady of the oover—ahem!-she has evidently forgotten that she is 
supposed to be “ out ” at Christmas. 


of oourse, 1 mean) might have meant. Yet I hope she didn’t, Mias 
Burtt hat only one drawback as a eanvasser. She is so ridiculously 
Scrupulous, I oomc across an old woman the other day who was quite 
deaf to my appeals. Whilst I reasoned with her, I found out how 


Between the boards of Loras s Meggendorfkr's moveable toy- 
books (H. G BEVEL & Co.) lies genuine fun. The Scene* of the Life,"] 
a Maimer are simply irresistible. Little ones will be delighted with 
The Tramformatum Scenes, besides, there is Charming Varietyvno 
a Party of Six. These books are a good tip for a Christmas gift tot 
the representatives of Tommy and Harry. 

Had G. W. Appleton’s The Co-Respondent—an attractive title- 
been in the form of a short magazine story, it would probably h“' , “ 
been amusing from first to last. How it is only amu-ingot firs* 
Good idea til the same. The old quotation about “Sir Hubert 
Starlit” is brought in, sad, of oourse, incorrectly. It u not 
"Pram from 8a Hubert Starlet,” but “approbation.” However, 
aaitisaaidhyaBnt-heartedciriof a very modem type, it may #• 
assumed that the misquotation la intentions!. Tot B. m B.-W. 
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THE SNUBBED PROFES¬ 
SIONAL’S VADE MICip. 

Question. You consider 
yourself neglected because, L 
presume, the publi® do not 
appreciate you at your proper 
value P 

Artnoer. That is, indeed, 
the oase, and for further par¬ 
ticulars I refer you to a recent 
oorreepondenoe in the PaU 
Mall Gazette. 

q. Is it not neeeasary that 
you should acquire an immense 
amouqt. of knowledge to under¬ 
take the duties of your pro- 
fen-ion worthily P 

A. Certainly; and we wel¬ 
come eiiv kind of safeguard 
that will protect the publio 
ageina fraud and imposture. 

Q. Then you oonsider vour- 
profer (ion vert seriously o 

A. Undoubtedly. It is the 
meet important profession in 
the world; not a man, woman, 
or child exists who has not 
derived some benefit from its 
exeroise. 

Q. If I am not mistaken 
vou ought to be eduoated at 
Oxford or Cambridge to do 
full justioe to your opportu¬ 
nities ? 

A. Certainly; upon the 
foundation of a school train¬ 
ing at either Eton, West¬ 
minster, Rugby, or Harrow. 

Q- Ought you not to take 
up human and comparative 
anatoinv ? 

A. As a matter of course, 
combined with physiology and 
chemistry. 

Q. But does every professor 
of your art follow this routine 
of work ? 



L ' A , Those who are of the 
greater worth. There are out¬ 
siders who assume our noble 
name and yet know nothing of 
our special subject. 

Q. Besides the studies you 
have mentioned, arc there any 
others necessary to the forma¬ 
tion of a man of your special 
attainments f 

A. Well, it would be well 
for an operator to understand 
metallurgy and meohaaios. 

Q. And have you to culti¬ 
vate the graoes of the person t 
A. Certainly; you must be 
of a pleasing and courteous 
preseuoe. You must be fitted 
by nature and art to obtain 
the confidence of tl-ose who 
pay you a professional visit. 
You must he tender and true. 
You must be able to oonverse 
on every subject- under the 
sun, and distract the attention 
of a sufferer from his pains hy 
causing him to Baton to your 
anecdotes. 

Q. It seems, then, you must 
be an admirable Crichton f 
A. Well.yes.inasmallway. 
0. Then what are you 
called h May I put down an 
archbishop, or a Lord Chief 
Justioe, or a Prime Minister? ' 
A. No, neither. I do not 
aspire to bo a person of so 
muoh importance. , j - 
it Q. Thou what are you ? i 5 
A. Why, merely a dentist;' 


At the Fancy Ball. 

HONOURS DIVIDED. wo ' m "° n tLg X vX , 

Mr. Goodchild. "Tin, I no ran iw good smbits this evinino. Mt Bon. What is she? A llua- 
Boy has raasin ms Examination I” keressf ” 

The Earl. “Will, I don’t bif anything in that. So has hini.” “ H’m ! rather an ICarth- 


k»v has passed bis Examination I” keressf” 

The Earl. “Will, I don’t bif anything in that. So has hini.” “ H’m ! rather an Uarth- 
Mr. Good child. “ Ea— Indian Civil V Ihe Ear/. " No —IJankht t ptcy t ” quakeress, 1 should fnney! ” 


FIRST IMPRESSIONS. 

En lluute to the Mediterranean ,—I am alone, until a Frenchman 
and his young wife come in and glare at me, presumably beoause I 
sm already there. The ordinary honeymoon oouple anywhere are 
supercilious enough, and a French honeymoon oouple perhaps more 
SO. If you gaze absently at the back of Madame’ 5 hat-, when you are 
looking at the mountains beyond Madame’s head, Monsieur glares 
at you with the concentrated fury of an angry menagerie. But a 
french o uple, travelling in Italy, whioh loves the Triple Allianoe, 
dovelope an air of sup'-roiliousne-s quite unapproach> d; and wben 
thur solitude is invaded by an Englishman, a native of the oountry 
which occupies Egypt, thousand thunder*, it ia too atrong! 

!»tbeae two whisper together, and look out of one window, while 1 
look out of the other at Viarergio, and the distant Carrara quarries 
and other sights. All interesting and beautiful, no doubt, but not to 
oefcmparea to what I shall aae beyond Spezia. Think of the blue 
sea, the glorious hills, the olive woods, the Italian fishing villages, 
|“ e groves, the garden* and the flowers. Rather better than 
’“ft English ooast whioh Londoners know so well, the seashore at 
Brighton, probably tBe ugliest in the world, with the most unpiotur- 
esque town stretching along it. Of course, I shall not Bte everything 
trom tho traiu, but I ahsll at least have the reoolUo'ion of an 
earthly^ paradise, to torment me ever after when travelling in the 
internal regions of the Underground Railwa-. November in Qenoa; 
November in Gower Street 1 Halloo, this ia Sptzia 1 

Now then, look out. Oh, here’»a tunnel first. Waitpationtly till 


ihere e the Meditar- Halloo l Another tunnel. Up with the 

window. At last Ihis one is doming to »n end. Down with the win¬ 
dow agirn. Lookout. There’s the Medi Halloo, another one! 

up with the window again. French people still glare, but, it Menu 
To ’o*. wore mildly. A fellow-feriirg of raffooatinn, no doubt. 


Well, this m long. At last we ’re out. Down with the window once 

more. There’s the Mtd- What P Another one. Up with the 

window once more, This it a long one. Begin to cough. french¬ 
man also coughs. A bond of sympathy. We cough together. Well, 
at last we are out of these awful tunnels. Down with the window. 

Thtre’s the Mcdit-Up with tho window. Another one! Those 

gymnastics with tho windows are most fatiguing. Choke uguin. 
Frenchman also chokes. “ Css tunnel*!" he gasps at last, "on 

Hoiifle -” Just then the train hursts into daylight, and his 

head, as before, goes out of his window, like mine out of my 

window. There’s the Mo- Another! “ Suftrish ! ” By Jove. 

More ohoking. “ Ces c hem in* tie firs itulien —’’ begins the 
Frenchman. Then another hurst of daylight, und liin hood ami mine 

go out. There'a the Medit- "Matin!" Great Scott! Agree with 

Frenchman. “ C’est as*ommant" says he, "quel pay* —lhcn 
another gap and heads out an before. There ’« the Mcditerra 
"Mills tonnerre*!" I’m hanged! Frenohumi anu I abuse tho 
line, the tunnels, the bad light and the worse uir. Another 
interval. ,, , 

There’s the M-“ SacrS nnm de nom ! C< ntoun<l; rrenon- 

man becomes quite friendly. Kven Madame says a w«.rd <»r two. 
Begin now to disregard half seconds of daj light, arid treat it as all 
tunnel over two hours’ long. 

At last arrive at Oenoa, our facre streaked with soot, our lungs 
full of smoke, our collars nearly black, and all (lie superciliousness 
shaken out of us. Frenchman almost, affectionate when we part. 
As for the Mediterranean, I should have seen nearly us muoh of 
it at Moorgate Street. A Fiiist Imphsssionist. 

0» Soar* ChBISTMAS DlahiIS.-No backsliding ill engagement* if 
you possess one of Wai.xkk’8 oapitsl]s«ket-<iiai ies they 
are strongly bound to assist you. His ffcoiety Christmas Cards are, 
as they should he, tint claw. In fact, ‘’Walkkh’ is not 
" Hnoxiv.” hot K ” 


vou oia 
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THE INFANT PHENOMENON. 

Whsh the song said Jap Ah Sid wae just nothing hut a kid 
_i°f what Alcuck dubbed “ a raoe grotesque and savage,” 
i lie Wise West had not a notion of the Idok-up and commotion, 
The naval noise and military ravage, 

“me “ little kid ” would raise; of the pteans of loud praise 
The Wise Boyof the East would hear around him. 

A pupil of the West he was held, but, upon test, 

A teaoher, in his way, the West has found him. 
fhenomenal young Jappy, Occidental Powers seem happy 
t K*™er round and watoh the objeot lesson 
In the wicked Art of War, seeing proof you ’ve oarried far 
..“matters which before we might but guess on. 

“ * bid, he’s not a fool 1 With his ferula and stool. 

His blackboard and his lump of chalk, he 'a showing 
Howto work an ironclad 1 It ’a amaring that a lad 
n * lemon-faoe should be so wondrous knowing 1 
He 11 teach you to work as As does in the matter ofunpedoes, 


Innaval matters praotioal, strategical and tactical, 

The nipper shows a nous that almost dues, 
though his names and terms sound funny, it is more than even 
money. 

That he hides a lot of wisdom in his lingo. 

And what matter tfaggy breeches, and a speech all "hia” and 

“ inn!a w 


Lnd John Bull, who’ll have to strain to Keep monarch of the main, 
Thinks the infant Jap a chap to keep his eye on I 


Bat though plain or currant-bunny, and the colour of fresh honey. 
Hei’a u fi5l u HadSod of duhind “ divfl.” 

““i “>«* eyes are all a-twinkle! Like Hie sudu-nmahi's tinkle 
rail his aooents very suave, but full of gumption: 

And you ’ll hardly now find any to retort. "Oh, teaah your grenny 1” 
Or to twit the " little kid ” with youth's presumption. 

™ the stalwart Teuton listens, sad the Gnat Bear’s optic glistens, 
And the “ Kalman ” “ lays low and don't say nnffin’, 
to whisper to Joan Buhl, “ He’s no mug, by a \ng-full, 

Who out of the Chinee has knocked the atonin’1 


GENEROSITY UNDER DIFFICULTIES. 

( Til* Question of the Day.) 

Daisy. I want to buy a Christmas present for Jack. Do you see 
anything yon think he would like f 

Violet. Here’s a morooco ease with seven razors, one fur each day 

of {Jig week. 

Daisy. Lovely I But Jack’s got whiskers and a heard. 

Violet. So he Has I Then why not this exquisite silver cigar-aah 

n &ai*y. Yes, that would be just tho thing; only, unfortunately, 
Jack never smokes, and always walks out of the room if anybody 
else does. 

Violet. Oh I That’s awkward. This drinking-hom-what do 
you think of it f 

Daisy {gloomily). I’m afraid Jack 's a Blue Ribbomte. 

Violet (after a pause). He needn’t use It for drinking from. It 
would do for s flower-vase, if it had a stand. Anyhow, let s make 
haste and choose something. ...... , , 

Daisy. I would jrive him this lovely ink-bottle, only be uses a 
type-writer. Ah, I have it—a puree I 

Violet. TBh question is whether Jack has it, not you. 

Daiey (entkusiaetieaUy). Yes, a purseit shall be Jack never has. 
any money—but that is only a detail. Showy, lin t it r 

Violet. Awfully pretty I Made in Germany, too, it says; that 
makes it so muoh more romantic. ...... w .. 

Daily (groaning). Come awaV I Jack ’i s morbid patnot. Won t 
look at a thing not made in England. I must ohoose wane other 
day. And wa shall ha horribly late for lunch. lteally, present- 
ohoosing isn’t as en*f as one thinks 1 

Violet. Hot for Jam, at any ratal . . 

[.Exeunt hurriedly, and empty-handed. 


“Chabb* or tub Light Buioabb.”— My Gaa Company’* bill 
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A "B. AND S." AT THE SAVOY. 

A oaKAT deal is expeoted from the collaboration of Sir Arthur 
Sullivan and Mr. F. C. Biirsand, more especially when the work is 



I particularise merit. But Min Flomnc* to. w. . r~- 
Ooubtice Pottos in theFrenoh duet, Mr. PontonhJ?* 
laat(espemellymbis.Bolerodan<* onethefElst 
a long time seen on the opentio sJageJ.Hiss Bum* Owm J, & 

*rfwia,Umerry made 


graceful movements, and the 
laughing daaee, an things to 


Sir Arthur. “Then Hot -" Sir Author. “ And Cox -" 

Hath. “ Are satisfied! ” [Curtain. 

stated at 'tho Savoy, and is brought out under the direotion of Mr. 
DOvi.i Carte. The brilliant audience that gathered on Wednesday 
night for the first jperformsnoe of The Chieftain evidently oame full 
of expectation, and as evidently went away filled with satisfaction. 
Twenty-seven years ago. when they were boys together, B. and 8. (that 
sounds friendly and refreshing) brought out an early version of the 

opera which they oalled The 
Contrabandieta. After the re¬ 
hearsal of the new pieoe had 

S ons forward for some weeks, 
lrriiim 8 i.-i.uvan stumbled 
over this rather dilHoult word 
and sprainedhisankle. Where¬ 
upon F. C. B., with charac¬ 
teristic promptitude and origi¬ 
nality, changed the name to 
The Chieftam. That is the 
e til-boy's narrative of events. 
However it be, since the opera 
has been entirely re-written, 
enlarged and beautified, it 
was natural tu bestow upon it 
a new title. On the first night 
Tho Chieftain stormed the 
passes to pnblio favour, and 
appears likely to oooupv them 
for some time. Nothing 
brighter in colour, fuller of 
life, more musical, more mirth¬ 
ful, has been seen at the 8avov 
since its palmiest days. Sir 
Akthub and Sir Author are 
perfectly mated, F. C. B. 
brimming over with genuine 
humour, and A. 8. pre-emi¬ 
nently displaying his rare gift 
of expressing humour in musi- 



1 

“Up in the morninf early.” 


ENGLISH AS SHE IS CRAMMED. 

1 IThb Oxford Board cf Stadias will oanduot an axamhnti*. - 
1896 for the new final School of English Language and Litent!» 
The following preliminary peperisto be sell- 

Ensure: Lanscasi and Literature. 

Time allowed—18 mont/u. 

[Questions are to be answered either in Gothic or Ioelacdio 
•“cording to the taste and fancy trf the candidate. The dates of 
the viva voce “Chatter about Shellkt,” and “Soandai aiwst 
Queen Elizabeth,” will be annonnoed ahortly. Evening dress 
‘-’ Smoking and Bohemian Oonoert to follow. See Hand- 


oal notea. The oast ia a very strong one, whiohis fortunate, seeing the 
appetite of the audience is insatiable, and only exceptional strength 
ooold meet the detoitnd for enooree. Where ell exoel it ii difficult to 


optional, 
bills.] 

1. Write out the English Alphabet as inaoonratelv as possible - 
ind distinguish between great A mid the track of a duok. 

2. Translate the following unheard-of passage from Beowulf:- 

Tuinohael .,,. ljrtl... 

Haui onedr hwatoar 
Uppabuvye wereld sohi 
Lika... ynneye.,. 

Supply the lacuna in the text. Candidates may send in as 
many solutions as they please, provided each it accompanied 
with a ahilling Postal Order. The total amonnt subscribed will 
•>e ponied among the winners, less ten per oent, for our commission. 

3. Discuss the following 

J When is a door not a negress P 

What is the difference between hearing recitation and 
r bored P 

(7) Why is Hali, Caine like a tenpenny nail P 
Any replies to the above will be most thankfully received, and 
oaid for at our usual rates. 

4. “ Thera was a very foolish, fond old man, 

Fonrsoore and upward, dwelling at Liskeard, 

Who said, 1 am not in my perfeot mind; 

It is just as I feared, in very Booth, 

For, to deal plainly, four larks and a ben, 

Two hoofing owls, and one small wren to boot, 

Did eaoh one lodge last night within my beard.” 

King Lear, Act IV., He. f>. 
Henoe show, by internal evidenoe, that Edward Leak wrote 
Bakerfeare. 

5. State the various questions to the following answer:— 
“ Because there’s a ‘ b ’ in both. ’ * 

6. Give the meaning, if any, to the subjoined flowers of 
speech:— cheeee your patter, perform the negative, a runcible 
cat, coto-chilo, do a drag, a pale paradox, going tommg-dodd, 
dead-lurk a crib, the hueh of the com, ferjunt rarm, the mtme- 
raths outgrube, and filling up the cup. 

7. Trade the origin of the following legends(a) The old lady 
who travelled twice round the Inner Circle Kailway against her 
wish; (4) The conversation between Toole and St. Peter about 
Henev Irtish ; (c) The leading journalist whose nose cost him 
£8,000 to colour; and mention any other chestnuts you may 
know of. 

8, Compose a leader in the Timet style on Ballet-girls and their 
Uttle Ways; in D. T. phraseology an Quaternions ; a la Pink ’ Un 
on the Delights of Sunday Sehool; and in the best Quardgpn 
manner in Defenoe of Prize-fighting. 

9. Write down all you don't know about any mortal subject 
you are most ignorant of, provided it has nothing to do with the 
English language and literature. > 


“lx spite of all temptation,” Mabcot Ward & Co. remain 
true Englishmen, end nave had their dainty Christmas cards, 
and other delightful noveltiee, “not printed in Germany." The 
support of the loyal British shopper should be their re- Ward. 
Ere | But C. W. Faulkner A Co. evidently think that a foreign 
name is more attractive, and have christened their new table- 
game “Malletjno.” It hardly requires a deep knowledge of 
Italian to discover that it ia played with mallets, and is amusing. 
Their aside end calendars are quite “up to date”—at least the 
latter will be next year. 


Exception.— Pleasant Christmae Bills: Bills of Fare. 












Dkwmh 22 ,1894.] PUNCH , OB THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE NEW HEROINE. 

(A Somoflom the Drama ^ftnunw.) 

Edwin. And do you really love me? 

Anaelina. With all my heart and soul ; and yet—- 
vZin Yet what? AKsamra, why do you look > 


THE TRUISMS OP LIFE. 

(By the Right Dim, Iht Author of " The PleUitiutm „f Life," 

M.P., R.R.S., D.O.L., LL.D.) 

CnAPTKK II.— lh Qttibuedam A Hie. 

‘Clxasijskss is next to Godliness ”; so runs the witty aphorism: 

1(1 IDMAffl nhf>tnwinl/\lTlstu 14 avnlain alao.l n si... .. i .1 


. AngtK*a.'$v*n, X crm hide. nothing effectual element m cleanliness. Men have been known f 

from yon. iBven though it should wreck 11 t«®Jh with it.^ Of soaps there are many ; hut water is 

both our lives, you have the right to know ■ i one « • ni ?“ “'4 Thaj,ks. And, again, ‘‘There is 
thetruth. atidem the affairs, of men,”’as Lord Byiio.v put it, m oonfirmn- 

Edwin. My own darling, what’is in your p T eT10 V" ,, , .. , „ .. 

Wrty f resh air contributes largely to the health. In aife taint,” said 

nearL<1 . . _ *ls/x d-1_V_i _A r 1_l J. 1 ’ a 1 


f w Buyewuai/ tuuoti w diuu.. lawnus, a uavo_:_ a ~ _i_ . »» * ’ - 

B £w1 hit hand,) tr°w£ful is the air! Not only oonttned, as in 

G,IrtH««nV Md r bh£™d in TOado afirated bread ” *»<«■, but in the open. Hy it we breathe and 
TnL TSa a dem££ Buell and sail on ships. Also the fieldsVre full of buttercups. And 

oUOiw/o tJntrnl hit emotion 1 Good he* * then the weather 1 How muoh of true happiness depends on oonver- 
effo rf b> t CC« M h>,em otu,n.l Oood-bye.__ __ ^ „ d how BUoh o{ ^ on ^ w «Xr, Yet" there is really 

.c’Jt!, l‘£\ a? „„ „„„ .v.n ‘,°"5 no such thing as bad weather, only different kinds of good 
ru;?v it TtnwTw ’ 5 Vila weather.” * This true thought hae often helped me in a London fog. 

Again, the open air suggests games and Sways. “ Games are 
admirable.” 4 Did not LoS Neiooh rightly say that the battle of 
a Tf Trafalgar was “ won in the playing-fields of Eton ? ” Ho referred of 

' ttiMU Km!! SE' course to the floods. Railways take us about through the air. 

ftowcm speakB of the advantage of increasing the “range of what 
What else could I do ? _ Brought up from we gee »» forgetting for the moment his views about looomotives. 

1 ^' N earliest infancy by a mother of unblemished ^ mon g other forms of reoreation men reokon Art and meals and 

reputaaonr ^ a w , 1wtt „ 4 their wives’relations. I say nothing of the Drama, though the other 

lulmn [with a gesture of horror). Your mother, too r Angelina, day l MTQM the statement that “ All the world ’h u stage.” & 
our marriage is impossible. Another reoreation is letter-writing. I^ord Chkstkbmeld wrote 

Angelina. How hard you men are. Is your sex alone to have the letters. But be careful. If you have written a cruel letter, put a 
monopoly of innocence ? Must there always be one law for women 8 t a mp on it, lest it oome baok upon your own head, 
and another for dramatio authors P 0h ; it is oniel! cruel I But vou j b ave gpoken of a man’s wife's relations. This implies marriage, 
will not leave me. Remember, I am still young: it is never too late *» The wise ohoioe of female friends is .. . important .” 6 *’ Grapple 
to err. And is it because I am a woman that I am to be denied the them to thy soul with hoops of steel ,” 7 as a writer lately put it, 
chance of retrieving the innooenoe of a mis-spent youth by the indis- thinking, perhaps, of the Elizabethan skirt. There are risks m mar- 
cretions of a riper womanhood P Besides, are there not oases, cases r iag e> It is “for better for worse .” 9 This distinction is well brought 
known to us both where a wife has lived down the terrible reproach ou t in the two following passages—' ‘ And oh! if there be an Elysium 
of a hlameleBs girlhood 1* Why, even Mr. Jones’s latest heroine, and on earth, it is this, it is this!”* and Wedlock s a saucy, sau, | 
there is nothing later than that, oould not absolutely prove Bhe had familiar state.” 10 . ,. , 

gone wrong, and yet her husband took her baok! But you are so One might throw out some thoughts on the question ot selwiion, 
proud, so relentless. You have no pity in your heart. but, as a friend aptly and originally expressed hjmseli w me- 

/-Mwin. Believe me, it is not pride. For myself, I would gladly “ Silence is golden ’; and I remember to We rajdj na \^ £ 

brave the censure of the world, and if in after years men should say should bean exercise of the brain and not of thetxngut.^ i • - 

in scorn he married her though there was nothing against her, I “ writing ” for “ talking and pen for tongue, Main- > 
should still he happy, knowing I had your love. But my father, wonder why l have written all this. Can it be that. I regard 
that, dear old man in his quitf;, country vicarage. Think of it r It is reading public as “ mostly fools r * 
too horrible I * Lnbbock. ■ lion Juan. • BulUij. ‘«r 

. Angelina (with bowed head). Yon »re right. I had forgotten your J,tabu»k Tom «o„™. 

father. ■ _ ==== = = =====—rzzrzzz 

Edwin. How oould I ever look into that aweet, wrinkled face, and 
meet those reverend eyea, knowing that 1 waa asking him to receive THE MAKING Oh A MAIN, 

as a daughter one who had never even onoe strayed from the paths of ,,, ^ ri kosskkkv i« not » m«o at »U: ho i« a |»liiicul Jomt-htook Lorn- 
virtue ? pauy, UmiUdr-Utlee from Mr. Ommbertmn m the ftmti. ] 

Angelina. I see it all now, good-bye. 0 Chambkhi.ain, with joy I note the labour of Ute tile 

Edwin. Good-bye. In this delightful sample o{ your literary style. 

Angelina (as he is gmng). Edww, oome baok. i . * tr . in(? ; t i„ half a hundred ways, 

Edwin. Ah! don't torture me, 1 oan baar no more ! , llefore vour taste could settle on the perfect hnal phrase. 

Angelina. But what if X were to tell von that this oonfemon m with iust a tittle polish here, a slight erasure there, 

humiliating to us both, was hut a rose to test the strength of your l and made y , mr m \,y fair. 

devotion. , U how its graeefuTsuavity aU meaner foUr rebukes, 

Edwin. Ah. don’t raise a false hope within me, only to plunge me in every little word I trace the influence> of dukes; 
again in the at>yas of despair. Tfae gSant style, the courtly thrust with oontroversial sword 

Angelina. But this is no false hope. 0 f one—what need to tall his name f—who dearly loves a 

Edwin (eagerly). What do you mean f , , Who learnt amid our feudal halls the ancient ooumsy 

Angelina (burying her head on hi, ,houhler). I mean that I have ^ ,£(£ 3 . to jtoop to Billingsgate, or ape the K'ldbark. 

been So bettor than lohonid be. SOTeneimd proud be Mows still theigiwi dd maxim rplan, 

Edwin (embracing her). My own true love, nothing, oan part us hy hia manners proves himsel f to ail th e world a Man. 

° Ur tam ’ Solution of Prise Oonundrum^givan in our Last Week's 

Cracker*. “How to make life happy by ^ding fifty-nine to the latter 

Tex youthful but indisariminating would-be smoker will find hfiJJjOf.jh. , ,, j:f e » j, "/» ” isn’t it ? 
unending bliss in the joys of Our Smoking-Boom Omesrt, hia i» “ LIX,” isn't it/ Add this to FK, and the result is 

pleasure though commending with a bang won t end m haimv—" FELIX.” 

Feminine hearts who longfor the sunuy aouth will 2T, .I??J_U n«nnndn,mist left the eiolanatlon and the oountry at the same 


THE MAKING OF A MAN. 

[» Lord Rosmnntv is not a man at all: he is “ ^ 

inv. Limited .”— Letter from Mr. Chamberlain in thi limes. ] 


Betore yoJtSte S^theTpirfeet final phrase. 
With just a Uttie polish hn * 


HWnr ,t 

Of one— what need to tell his, name ?—who dearly lovee a mrd; 


Cracker*. 


Tex youthful but induariminatixg would-be smoker will^ find Ahalf of " Life” is isn’t it P 

unending bliss in the joys of Our Smoking-Boom Concert, his i# >. LIX,” isn't it / Add this to FK, snd the result is 

pleasure though commending with a bang wont end in ““**■ hitmv—" FELIX.” 

W ^S OT ^VSrto tt “^O^tiS^h 5* Tbe Conundnunist Kit the „ P hu..tioe -d the country at the same 
the inventive genius cl our “ crook ” G. Bpaeagnapane.__ * _ - —. 






I<llii g | ^j!kS'lbiiillilli ili^II^I tit 1 ' L<[ ' ^" ' rf ' ^i^l'llllli 


THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

The Vicar'» Daughter. " Ob, Papa dxar, did you bias old Mr. Rooxrs snoring ih his Pxw this attrrnoon I" 
The Vicar. “No, mr lotr. During thi Sermon, I sopposit” 

The Vicar*t Daughter. “ No I that '* thi runny part or it I ” 
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THE GENIAL SEASON. 

Hnngry-lmkvng Acquaintance {wWCeye to invitation). “So OL4.D TO saa 
Aid Chap ,ev2ntly doing mil). “ Wrong again, ou Max. I’m rnjoyino>t Dinner I 


VOUKSKI.K I” 


“THRU CHEERS FOR THE 
EMPEROR." 

Uteammmdad far translation and 
use lit the Osman Reichstag.) 
Fox he ’a a jolly good fellow, 

And ao nay all of ua. 

Bat " hooha” at all seasona to 
bellow 

la sycophant folly and fuaa. 
With a hip, hip, hip hooray, 

For that capital fellow, our 
Kaiaer! 

If he ’ll let our ehoera como in 
spontaneous way 
Aa loyal u>« 'll be, and hr wiaer. 


“COPY.” 

SoMKoall the world a vale of tears, 
And some a haunt of bliaa — 

“ Copy ” the world to me apjieara, 
And all that then in ia. 

I loved, 1 hated, and deaired, 
Despaired, like other men- 
A nd “ oopy ” thua 1 have noquired, 
Wliioh still informa my pen. 

Now, all the scenes whereon 1 look, 
AU human joy and woe, 
Spontaneously as a book 
Into fresh “ oopy ” How. 

There ia no pang too terrible. 

No rapture too sublime. 

To furnish forth an art ie.le 
Or to suggest a rhyme. 

I'd like a little while to break 
My fetters lucrative, 

To love again for love’sown sake, 
j For Life's own sake, to live. 

1 To look upon the stars again 
With no ulterior view, 
oil. aspiration wild and vain I 
Hut—it ia " isipy,” too I 


“ONE MAN ONE JOB." 

A Christmassy Story far the Members of the. L. C. C. 

Mb. Blank Threbhtahs was an eminent member of the London 
County Couuoil, and had distinguished himself ae a supporter of the 
cry, "One Man One Job.” In his opinion a workman should stick to 
his work, and try no other. If he were a brioklayer, he should lay 
brioks; if he were a painter, he should daub doors with oolour. ^ 
"We don't want one man interfering with another man s business,^ 
said Mr. Blank TirRKESTAKs. “ Let the shoemaker stick to ms last. 

And.this declaration of pulioy made him extremely popular in ms 
own set. He was considered a sound reformer. ' Bound in more 
senses than one, as he happened to be particularly partial to the tones 

of his own voice. . , „ , .... _„ 

One day about Christmas time, when the holly and mistletoe were 
much in evidenoe, Mr. Blank Thbkkstahs happened to be reading 
the reports of his own speeches at Spring Gardens, and unoonsciousiy 
closjfi his eyes. When he reopened them, he found a gentleman in a 
black costume, who invited nun to give his opinion on thirigs in 
general and ike London County C .Uuctl in particular. Battier 
pleased to be asked to air his eloquenoe, Mr. BbANK Turkkutakn 
readily complied with fhe obliging request. He talked long ana well, 
and the gentleman in blaok teemed never weary of listening to nun. 
When he paused for a moment hie attentive visitor put a “ 

him whioh" set him off ” again. And this was repeated quite a .oore 

°‘"^y black 

BeSSlum’wry tired,” was the reply! “ and now, with yonr 
permission, I will go for a tom on my raeyete. 

“ Not at all. Your job is to speak, and I eannot let you do my- 
thing else. So please continue your interesting remarks. What do 

you think of the report upon the City of London r . 

Poor Blank Tbseesiab* attempted to give his views on the 
subject, but broke down. He was extremriy 
gentleman in black kept him going. He minted upon bemg answerea 


this, and answered that, until the eminent, Member of the I/mdon 
County Council became almost senseless with fatigue. lie closed lu» 
eyes onoe more, and when he reopened thorn, found Unit Ins own 
servant was standing by his side. , , „ 

"Going to Spring Gardens, SirP asked the faithful adherent. 
“If you arc it is timo to be off.” „ . ..„ 

" No,” returned Mr. Blank Threkstaks ; never ngum. I shuil 

risign. I have had enough talking to last me a litei line. 

From that moment Blank TuRKK«TARsl»came aohangvd cboru<.(lor. 
He goes in for all sorts of hard wi.rk-w.aid-outting, et'ek'i.bKitbull 
and golfing-but he never approaches the L. t . L. In fact. < 
only mentioned Spring Gardens once biuoc his conversion and thtii 
only to link with its name an expression usually represented by be 
fourth oapital letter of the alphabet. And with this declaration las 
story must oome to an end, as he declines to utter another syllable in 
explanation. _ 


explanation. ____ 

ttUEEK UOEKIES. 

Future o? Akrica.- Having read in the papers that Mr. Jnita- 
8TON, our Commissioner in Central Afrtoa, ^vimates the wloiusiiig 
of that oountry by "the yellow races," J write to ask if it would be 
..f anv useforum to apply f As 1 have now suffered from chrome 
iaun/ice for sUteen years, oomplioated with intermittent attacks (d 
bilious fever and, as mv skin is usually of a bright orange, I think 
that I should fulfil Mr. Johnston’s requirements down to the 
ground. Borne of my friends urge me not to go bw ‘ us ? ' h 7fHm, ‘an 
Sie swamniness of the country would carry me off; hut Africa can 
i is v _L. .wnwania* than Tjivur TflttRDh&ID IJHM h©Cll duH.UK 


"mirry me off ” frarn the latter pTaii» 1 should weliwme as a,IW 
oharure Perhaps some reader, with more knowledge of Africa than 
I noMess ®$dftfom me whether there would be much danger of 

aSL-aSSa *ss 

rSwSS fm-a* 





THE KIILS OF A JE8TIHC 
HEWER. 

Whin Premiers try to joke 
(As they will like other folk) 
They should really hare a oare 
That their meaning he quite plain 


E'en to Brnmmagmi's alow min, 
Or it really isn’t fair. 

For yon see a Goodman Doll 
The jest’s Bower may not rail, 

And he 11 send a queer epistle 
To the Times which shows him 
crunching 

Gentle irony, and munching 
Like a donkey at a thistle. 

The ironical's a trap 
For yonr solid sort m chap. 

A grand aerieui r he’ll take it, 
Vonr elusive little joke. 

And, like terrier or moke, 

Dig his teeth in it and shake it. 

Ken will then look on and mook. 

And the spectacle's a shook 
To our Commonwealth’s stability, 
For it shows how little wit 
Goes to governing ns and it. 

E’en in “ statesmen of ability.” 

It 'a so dangerous to be funny 1 
Men may make hardware, and 
money, 

Aye, and even a oareer, 

Who yet cannot make—or take— 

A good joke. They 're wide awake, 
Save to wit, though in a peer. 

Therefore, Prixbobk, do not jest 1 
It oomes badly, at the best. 

From a man at the State's tiller. 
The ironical reject 
Above all, and reoollect 
Every Jon is not a Miller I 


Season Annie Reflection.—T o look 
at Hull)/ Learn—at it* glowing red 
appearanoe—is "<|uite a little holly* 
day! ” The inside quite up to the 
out. 
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\ “ Mountain • molehill ” between 
wiokets, after an hour's patting 
down by a fidgety batsman. (Phcto- 
! graph of this, life-size, may be had 
on a slide for miorosoopio study). 

Instantaneous Photograph picked 
up at the Oval. (It is not known 
whether this represents an epileptic 
octopus, or the crack fast-bowler, 
| Spindlbwhtz, 11 delivering” a ball.) 

Fragments and Splinters. jSap- 
; posed to he the gathered remains of 
wicket, after being " scattered” by 
one of Bngran’s lightning-expresses.) 

Diagrams. (Supposed at one time 
j to be " kodak ” of a lightning-flash, 
I bat discovered to represent the oourse 
of a “ misfielded ” ball between 
leaving bowler’s hand and returning 
thereto.) 

“The Ball whioh Bowled Bozo.” 


—‘ ''.'f. ‘ ' fortunate, and resentful, viotim on 

' 1 - thirteen several occasions when be 

1 was “just explaining how he was 

CARTE BLANCHE! urfncky enough to he given out first 

, ball m the Big Matoh.") 

"Yon won't MIND MY futtino top into my new Novel, Portrait of Umpire. (After read- 
0 fAi 8 ** 17 ’ ing the above thirteen authentic and 

M* naan Fellow, te re welcome to put anything ummpeaohable, but irreoonoilablc, 
about M* te louts— provoidin' it mr'T THBUt!" explanations.) 


BALLADE TO OBDER. 

If tou 're ever iu want of a subject for verse— 

(Whioh I venture to say you may venr well be)— 

When you 're strongly disposed to indulge in a curse, 

Like a golfer enraged at an afternoon tee, 

Then take my advice. When you 're badly at sea, 

Just ask some fair lady to help you 
to settle 

Tour subject Here's one whioh 
was given to me— 

How long would a bat keep alive mi a 
Aattlat 

How long would it be, ere it felt 
getting worn, 

And^eriras^ thougty it must give 

(When% is the ghost), end how toon 
weald a beam 

Be rejjuirsdforthe poor little oorpee. 

Would the sprightly small animal 
, ,,. , , . . . . gaily make bn, 

And kick up its heels in the finest of fettle, 

Considering it’all as a wonderful spreb— 

How long would a bat keep alive in a kettle t 

Mow it wouldn't bo truthful to say that my purse 
Hu a iuperabundanoe of 4, a., at <t, 


Yet 1 don’t mind confessing I'd gladly disburn 
All I Antis got to know who it was—-he or she— 

Who fooled the poor bat to so great a degree. 

But it's really high time to take hold of the nettle 
And end this ballade (yon must spell with an a )— 

How long would a bat keep aliva in a kettle t 

L'Envoi, 

Fair Lady, I own that I felt up a tree, 

At the thought of the subject. But, put on one'i mettle, 
It con be done eomehow—your thanks are my fee— 

How long would a bad kaap alive in a kettle t , 


FIZZ AMD FUSS. 

Once more America “ takes the oake” for grote 
Mr. James Patn tails ns the teetotal folks there ere 


torus's nek or (u Sidney Smith put it) the dome of St. Paul a 
The total abstainer, it seems, “at the oooesion of baptising a Dew 
liner,” sent the President (who wu to perform the oeremony) . » 
bottle of water u a substitute.” The Irishmen supplied with 
whisker to oleen windows with drank the liauor and breathed on the 


id Paddy's how. Let him drink the fin (if it ie good enough) end 
“ blow the water-drinkers! ” Foolish fsnatios! They surely forget 
that far every bottle af “the hoy” bestowed on an insensible, unap- 
pnriativo ship, thaw is one leu left to “ gladden the heart of man.’ 
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TRE CHR 0 NICLE 8 OF A RURAL PARISH.' 

VII,—Tot Real Thing. 

Txk poll is over, and tht Parish Counoil for 
Mndford is at last a fait accompli—or almost 
an Yet, before I oome to relate the story of 
the wiling, there are one or two matters which, 
»s» conscientious historian, I think I should 
not be justified in omitting. 

Asl ought to have mentioned before, I did 
not think it necessary or expedient in my 
oimiidature to hold any puhlio meetings. 
Sneaking broadly, I dedared to win with 
Miss Phill Bttrtt on Canvauina. It was 
far otherwise with some of my fellow-candi¬ 
dates. Black Bob and his mates (Habxt 
Jorkinb and William Brown) got down 
from town n young glib-spoken fellow, who 
made a magnificent speech, with a Gladstone 
peroration, that was supposed to be worth 
any number of votes. Black Bob (I am 
told), in proposing a vote of thanks to him, 
somewhat cruelly called him “ a oool, honest 
and straightforward leoturer.” One of these 
briefless barristers, no doubt: Mrs. Letham 
Havitt and MrB. Annin Masch held a joint 
meeting (not to be oonfonnded with a meat 
tea) in support of women candidates, addressed 
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erroellenoe of my arrangements. Eve 
von were bidden (that is you won. 

been if you had been at Hudford) to _ 

for Winkins, the Local Candidate.” I am 
free to admit that there was noth 
tije in this description of myself, we were 
ell local candidates, einoe we all lived in the 
village itself. But thia appeal to "looal” 
feeling is alwaya an exoellent card to play. 
1 know in my own oaae that I secured five 
votes at least from men who at the last 
General Election had voted for our sitting 
Member because he was the "looal oandi- 
date.” Then I got some boys to carry round 
a Hfir Loaf and a Little Loaf, adorned with 
suitable placards, inciting persons, men and 
women, married and single, to vote for me. 
1 did tbit because I never knew of an eleotion 
yet in which the loavtft did not play a promi¬ 
nent part. I was determined to leave no 
electoral device—legitimate electoral devioe, 
of course, I mean—untried. 

Except for the masterly precision and per¬ 
fection of my arrangements, the polling pre¬ 
sented few incidents. There were the usual 
number of people who did net find their 
““nee on the register, and who were conse¬ 
quently turned away sorrowing. (By the 
J»y, is "and who” right? I am never sure.) 
Equally, of oourse, there were some idiots 
who would put off voting till it was too 
fete, and found themselves shut out by one 


CAUTIOUS. 

Visitor (at ovt-nfthtmy Inc, in the North,). "Do you mow anything a boot Salmon 

POACHING IK THIS KKIOHROUEHOOll t " 

Landlady (whose son is not above suspicion). "Ell -no, Sir. Mays* it’s a nkw style ok 
Cooking as wr haven't heard or in these parts, as too see, Sie, « only no onn 
Bogs that way; and (brightening up )—"ip you like, 'em, I can get you a pish 
at ono*I ” 


At nine the poll olosed: and the counting 
immediately oommenoed. I did not feel equal 
to the strain of being present, and was repre¬ 
sented by Miss Phill Bcbtt. I waited at 
the bouse in grim suspense. Suddenly I 
heard Yrild oheering. Then a minute later 
Mist Phill dashed up waving a paper ex¬ 
citedly and shouting, " Hurrah! Top of the 

K U.” And to it proved to be. I, who had 
en last, was aotually now first. Here are 
the figures:— 

Timothi Wnntws, J.P. . . .21* 

G. Teavu-Meeton (the Squire) 203 
Robert Hedges (Blaoi Bob) . 2(0 ( 

Harrt Jobxies . • 

William Brown . . • lw 

Hebbt Sandpobd (the Vioar) .172 
Mrs. Lntham Havitt . • \ Tie 

Mrs. Ahblb March . . . 163/ AW I 


I had hardly grasped the signifioanoe of 
these figures when the orowd surged up over 
the lawn. In a few brief, heartfelt words I 
thanked them. The greatest moment of my 
life—should never forget this kind apprecia¬ 
tion on the part of those amongst whom I hud 
lived, and amidst whom 1 hoped to die— 
wished them all a merry Christmas and good 
night. And so—they went—home. 

The moat curious poiut remains to be notioed. 
Mrs. Lktilam Havitt and Mrs. Arbus March 
tied for the last place. The Returning Officer 
declined to give a casting vote. Our Parish 
Council is to oonsist of seven Members. The 
first six are easy enough to find out. The 
latest Mudford mizzle i»—Find the seventh. 

1 had nearly forgotten to add that my wife 
(who oomes home to-morrow) has written to say 
she hopes 1 'm satisfied now. Well, I am. 
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A TDXE GRETYHGE. 

For tow and for noon other, ladye dere, 

At this ful jolyf wwoun of the yeer 

r Now wol I truste, ne thynkynge naught 

Thi» litel y’ofte to yon rede pilere poet; 
Kyghte wel yitampen sikerly, I trowc, 
Anon myn yefte eobal oome to noon but 

He guide' him I to yere, no pretione gere, 
But floures that ben ful rare (thie tyme 

He yelwe artere, late yoonie to tonn, 

He yet (God wot) a grene oarnadonn, 

But tak a] freeeohe from Convent Gardyn 

Myn flour, and eek prayere, “ Foryete- 

With fonts and merie chere and moehe 

Sono wol this jolyf eeeoun yeve ue grace; 
Sol mote ye epende, whanne that bele 
“««ewete chyme 

At'yule, in eothe a veray parfait tyme. 

" At Crietemaese merie may ye dance,” 

And in tho Nowe Yeer hen grot pleeanoe: 

So fare now wel, myn hertot queene; I praie 
R.S. Y.P.—Ther nye no more to eaye! 


lovely fairies abound in the mamlloue oountry vieited by Lil„ 
Mr*. Hailton writes with delightful fanov and quiet humour mi 
her illuetratione add a great ohann to a book whioh ia bound to 
please the little ones for whom it ia intended.” 

In Furthest Ind (Blackwood) purports 
to be the narrative of Mr. Edward Car¬ 
lton, of the Honourable East India Com¬ 
pany’s service, comprising his escape 
from the hands of the Inquisition at Goa, 
his journey to the Court of the Great 
Mogul, and muoh else. It all took plaoe 
some two hundred years ago, and was 
“ wrote by his .own hand in the Year of 
Groce 1697.” As for Mr. Stdnrt C. 

Okies, he simply “ edits the narrative 
with a few ezplanatorynotes,” which is 
very modest of him. The narrative is a 
moving one, full of local oolour, plastered ' 
on piotures of the outskirts of India in - 
John Company’s day. Mr. Edward Car- 

lt •• is a properly pragmatioal person, with true British obstinacy 
knocking his head against any wall that comes in his way. He 
makes my Bsronite almost think kindly of the Inquisition. And 
this is genial at Christmas time, when wo like to think well »t 
everybody, “ and so bless us all, Fen-and-Inkysitian included," 
quoth Tiny Tim, alias 

The Gat Baron de Book-Worms. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

A IUiionitk warns me thusly: Iu opening The New Standard 


A SEQUEL TO THE STORY OF UNO. 

(A Fadlu roa those who Rissnt Criticism.) 

jn continuation f with apologies) of Mr. Rudyard Kipling's clever 
” Story of ling," in the December Number of ” The Idler." 


makes me wonder if all reciters oome to that. But after reading a praised), .... . 

little of Lennox Brown's chapter, we And it is an object leason And he prated of “ Art for Art’s sake," till the tribesmen imagined 
teaching the usually inflated reciter how to work his diaphragm as it him erazed. 

•hould be worked. Perhaps ite advantages may bo felt when the . ,,. , . , „ .... . ,_„ 

elnoutionist wishes to ronio an admiring but slumbering audience And Unu grew exceeding abusive, and proudly uplifted his horn, 
with a little thundering ont of “Rise! sleep no more” If the With an Oscar Wtldmsh swagger, with a more than Whistlerian 

average reoitation has a soporifle effeot, Phii. Mat's drawings in „ ,. _ „ , . .. ... 

Fun ; Frolic and Fancy, hr Btron Wkiibkk will soon wake you up. He kicked with the wrath of a Kiplins at the dull-brain 
The annual of three F's quite fulfils the “promise of May." ,,,,, bourgeois lot. n il --.,..- tv™ 

Though Kitty Alone, by 8 . Barinu Goiivd, rnns through Good (Though he put it in different lingo, for this Billingsgate then 
Words this year, edited by Donald Macleod, D.l)., she does it our- wa * not “ 

rounded by excellent company. Just imagine how a child’s preoon- But the prehistorio for “Philistine!” fell from hi* scorn-eurled lip*, 
°elv«i notions of euphonious spel >ng np«t by tOMhmg And be ‘[ashed the non-artistio with.words whioh would out like 

Artiul Antteks spelt with a k, by Olive Hrrpoxd (Gat and Bird). whips 

8uol. u frivolous liberty to take with any word in these days of solid And tlla D( , n '_arti*tin tribesmen thev cried “ he ia right, this Uno,. 
moral eduoatiunal principles. _ . Though we doubt if the sabre-tooth ritjer has got suoh a rasping 


oral eduoatiunal principles. . . Though we doubt if the sabre-tooth tiger has got suoh a rasping 

There always exists a oertuin aneakmg friendly feeling for ghosts, tongue • 

especially at Christmas time, but it’s nothing to the Paddies who ex- K 


“But there’s truth in his 1 Art for Art’s Bake,’ and Art for him 
shall suffice.” 

So they shut him up, with his bones and hi* tools, in a eave of ice. 

%t. _ _ _a a_: l: __...u_ a *L.._iku. 


„ . - „ , .... . , . Ini VUCJ euue uirn vap, "lull said ■ — — —— - -- ■ 

A propon of Christinas numbers, my Baronitess writes: The Queen n 0 new-out, tongues if the bison, no pelts of the reindner there, 
and The Gentlewoman present themselves beautifully “got up.” But only oold snow for oover, and only b»re bones for fare. 
They are both decidedly smart, and, like their titles, their stories are 

a ... 1 _.a __ Tv . il. i_■ mi . /i__aI_ aL. _ .. ... . .. < w * 


AUCID is a UD»| s,. in suiiuu .u m, wg a, .u*. ..mv « naeso J • WDiy KD Srilll OUl JUaKtl UI KTUBl H WWA, RUU 

According to the researching remarks of Jorwph Jacobs, who has j a our on \y maker of pictures, our only man who can see. 
arranged a new and selected edition of .Flop's Fables (Mac¬ 
millan & Co.), one gathers that, the “modest violet” is not in it “ Be he must be artist and critio and purchaser all in nne! ” 
with the retiring manner in whioh every other writer of fable have A nd (j,,, ,dimtt.d their logic, but he did not see the fun. 
hidden their worth under the sheltering leaves of the ever green }j e “J am ooli and hungry 1 ” Then they said, " 0 picture- 
laurels of Old aKhop. Their number mieht be 'nrmednbulous. Bat ntn 

Sheri,oce Holmes has not lived in vain. With unerring instinct Art for Art's sake ia your motto; then liveon your Art- if you can! ’> 
tho true mythioal authors have been tracked, and their deeds 

brought to light. The immortal genius may at last enjoy his own And U*o essayed to do so—by gnawing his graven bones, 
wealth, which he flnds tits better now that it has not to be stretched. But he did not And them nourish, and he begged in humbled tones 
Quaint little piotures, done by "Richard Hriiihway, adorn the For a lump of stranded whale-meat, sucoulent, fat and hot ; 

pages. . In return lor which, if they oared for hia bones, they might take the 

“A pretty volume of fairy tales,” wntot one of the Assistant Lt! 

“ __ U._T* i. 


Reader*, “ comes from Messrs. 8 eel XT & Col It is nailed lily and 
the L(fl, and is not only written, hut also illustrated, by Mrs. 8o they let D»o out of the ice-cave upon tneiehbe 
Herbert Rau.ton. Lily herself, the little heroine, who is wafted And cured the fool of n guiding his fellow-mortals 


theie liberal terms, 
r-mortals as worms. 


in the msgie hotel-lift through the rerinne of Fairyland, is a And whenever ye hear Art crackpots a-wagging an insolent tongue, 
darling. Beautiful butterflies, wonderful birds, quaint dwarfs, and Why then—in the words of Rvptarp —heed ye the ‘ Story of uug ■ 
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PUNCH’S “WALPURGIS NIGHT.” 

( Pvkobws-Fa vat abb MouvM iltrmsTOPHtLia.) 

“THE HILL IS MAGIC-MAD TO-NIGHT I" I “CAN I INDEED BEUEVE MY EYES P 

• » * • • I IS'T NOT MEEE MASQUERADING 1 ”—Fun*. 

























PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 
























































TO THE RIVER—VEST MUCH AT SEA-SaDALLS. 

. ' ™ m Kinnun iuk been pomo ti» t.evkl b est you Two moh tai, H ours, and this is what it has com* to I 





OLD PODLER ON 
PROGNOSTICATION. 

Ah ApprecMim—By Uinuelf. 

•Foil*- WORDS. 

Fab is it indeed from Old Pod- 
lor’s wishes or intentions to go 
about pronouncing his own pare¬ 
goric, seeing “ A Good Bird in 
the Hand needoth no Bush,” as 
the wiso old saw hath it (though 
why old saws, however toothless, 
should have any monopoly of 
wisdom over other manual imple¬ 
ments, Old Pod lor will leave it to 
others to elucidate). Suffice it to 
say that for more years than he 
cares to recall, Old Podlor's Pre¬ 
dictions have boon a by-word 
amongst the eloct, and tho Pro¬ 
phet is now too old a bird to re¬ 
quire to blow his own trumpet. 

He has got on, to a really surpris¬ 
ing extent, in his arduous and 
responsible profession, though 
contemporaneously getting on, ho 
regrets to say, in anothor respect 
—namely, years, thoreby necessi¬ 
tating his handing over what re¬ 
mains of his mantle to younger 
and straightor shoulders. In other 
words, he has just concluded nego¬ 
tiations for the disposal of his 
stock-in-trade and goodwill, con¬ 
sisting of a vast seleotion of 
astrological instruments, mostly 
brazen, and his old-established 
oonneotion with all the leading PATTTB BE 1DCSUX 

I oelestial luminaries, to a young Conetnnce, "Cauoht any Fish, Archie 1 ’ Archie. "No— kohr. 
relative of hisown bymamage, C&iutma. “Had anv Buss!" Archie. «Yic— hundreds." 
who will take over tho buei- Constance. “Trout!" Archie. “No— Hipoks!" 


ness at a valuation as a going 
concern. 

In future Old Podler will re¬ 


dictions, solely to oblige such old 
customers of hiswho prefer mellow 
experience to callow enterprise. 

In taking a last and lingering 
farewell of the community at largo, 
however, Old Podler feels that ho j 
would not be acting true to Punch, 
nor yet to tho general public, any 
more than he would to his own j 
self, were he, from any motives of 
false humility (which he despises) 
to refrain from inviting attention 
to the singular blaze of triumphant, 
not to say staggoring, success that 
has signalised his Prediction's in i 
last year’s Christmas Number, j 
forming his valedictory achieve¬ 
ment in the science of correct 
prophecy. 

Accordingly, he proposes to sm 
through his Predictions monthly 
month, noting the marvellous 
accuracy with which, taking them 
as a whole, they havo been ful¬ 
filled to the foot of tho very lotter, 
and pointing out in those rare in¬ 
stances where they might he con¬ 
sidered not altogether to have 
come off, so to speak, the Why 
and the Wherefore, incidentally 
affording a full and complete 
vindication of a pursuit which— 
between Old Podler and his readers 
—he has known it when it was 
palmier. 

Having said thus far, he will 
proceed to what is certain to prove 
a highly congenial task. 
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j I.QRD CHESTERFIELD’S POST-CARDS TO HIS SON. 
NO. I.—PRELIMINARY. 

i London , January 1, O.S., 1895. 

i Dear Friend, -Many years have elapsed sinoe I laid down my 
, non aftor writing a last Letter to you. A great deal has happened 
, hi thf* interval, including post-cards. If you remember—and 
j T trust what I have said to you as to the necessity of training your 

{ memory has borne fruit-—--* “ 

j —wo had not at the 
time of our earlier cor¬ 
n's] Miudenoe even en¬ 
velopes. You will find 
post-cards a matter of 
some convenience. But 
let me bog of you to use \ 
them with discretion. \ 

( For example, if you ure 
in communication with 
Crowned Hoads, avoid 
the post - card. Even 
with Ministers, whother 
of tfteto or accredited to 
| Foreign Courts, the post- 
card should bo sparingly 
used. Thore is about It 
I a lack of distinction. 

You will, ])erhaps, 
with the audacity of 
youth, cite two casos 
against this dictum. 

One is Mr. Gladstone, 
tho other the humble in¬ 
dividual who addressos 
you. But Mr. Glad¬ 
stone, though not lack¬ 
ing in parts, never had 
the advantage of the 
training in Paris and 
olsowhoro which your 
father lavished upon 
you. As for mo, I trifle 
with the post-card tie- 
cause it is a novelty, and 
because its superficial 
area is so limited that I 
have covered it boforo I 
have opened the topic on 
which 1 desire to con¬ 
verse with you, and have 
so secured the pleasure 
of writing to you again 
at no distant date. 

Adieu ! May tho graces 
attend you, for, without 
them, oyni futica e vana. 

The N. W. Note- 
Book for January.— 

As a “New Woman,” 
commence tho first 
month of the year with 
novel ideas about the 
place of man in Nature. 

Remember that you are 
his superior, and that, 
having filled a subordi¬ 
nate position for some . ... , 

four thousand years, you Mm IlidnopkiUi. “I oou u> vou wi 

have to USStaGt WH t?, «« ««I! 


OLD POOLER ON PROGNOSTICATION 

January.—O n referring to his prediction for , I 

Old Podler finds he anticipated “ grave internal H 

in the mechaniem of the Automatic Bwteifceat Machine! /' tah “"' 
more of the principal Underground Bailway station .." t„“ ! mu w 
the essential correctness of this forecast, he oonfidentlv pt0< ? o{ 
any unprejudiced observer who ohanestitoheteXer.^?^^ 



sjyw tke w; "i 
two and iiTOou the after. 

90 ^ .t r Holiday, the 


whether it i„ 
the fact that the butter¬ 
scotch department of the j 

tnaehme there was offi- ! 
otaRy annouhoed to bo i 

put of 

He notes, too, that ho j 
predicted thatthe Roadie ; 
of a well-known Arcade 
would be afflicted with 
ohicken-pox ; and here, 
again, ho is proud tosay 
that the evont fully 
bore out liis prognostic. 
Old Podler is ijuito 
aware that tho amiable 
and _ highly respected 
official who conlrula the 
destinies of the Bur- 
lingtou Arcade wrote to 
tho papers, indignantly 
denying that he had hail 
the diseaso in question. 
But obsorve that Old 
Podler named no names; 
it is possible (as auy 
medical man will con¬ 
firm tho fact) for a 
patient to havotko com- 
plaint unbeknown, even 
itoAim*«//,nottomenlion 
that in this vast and 
opulent metropolis of 
ours there are more 
arcades than one. Again, 
the Archbishop of Can- j 
terbury and too Clown 
at Drury Lane Panto¬ 
mime were solemnly 
adjured by Old Podler j 
to abstain from acid 
drops; and it cannot be 
doubted that, had they 
not taken the warning ; 
to heart in time, they 
would not be now en- \ 
joying their present ! 
oxoellent health and 
spirits. So much Jbr j 
January. ! 


. ... , The N. W. Note- 

L. • iSasr „jharsy£sjjAfr ,!--* *~ » “ 1 iS=! tsST : 

meut, revolutionise that — - : --*--,—- -.—- -.-. . newspaper. Edit it your- 

particular masculine institution, "tho Club." Sturt a ctrcfc of your self. Have all sorts ofnews. Remember the public love variety, 
own. Have the usual ooffoe-rooms, etaokmg-rooms, and oatd- Be a Unionist one day, snd a Radical the next. Why should not 
rooms. Elect a committee. Then proceed to pill every candidate all sides have their say ? Have half-a-dosen contributors for each 
put up tor election. This will be done as a matter pf course by all subject. If they disagree with one another’s opinions, so much 
who lmvc tho power of tho ballot-box. The numbers naturally fall- the better. If your readers complain, toll them they are un- 
mg °fl, supplement the list of members by admitting visitors, reasonable. You don’t bring out a paper to please them, but 
hollow masculine preoedeut, and offer hospitality to the opposite yourself. If you find that your cosmopolitan sympathy with 
^ ll °® ’rill have had enoughtd tho Club, and the everything beoomOs wearisome, give up journalism, ana try somo- 
Club of you, so try something else. thing else? a ■ rs > 
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DABBY AND JOAN FALL OUT. 

.. 11/UUAf 1)0 VO* MEAN TO TELL ME THAT „ I «. ™ ™ > « ™ <“ " " “ *" "" 

MV 0L1) FIUENDB, Mil. AND MttS. BkOOKB? „ 

••I SHOULD CERTAINLY HOI' INVITE Mil. Bl “’ 0k8 ' AmortBt " 

“Then all I can sat is, I should be mhuumli AXmniK! - - 








As 




1Ml' 1 'UK/ 


A OONSULTATION. 

K.:» S SKKSSWS®*"^'--^ 
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TOORALOO! 

! OB, CHEVALEEBIA COSTEBANA. ' 

Cockney “ Albert-Chevaliery" Vernon yf He 
ectehrated “ CavaHeriit Jtustiama" adopted to 
private representation.* 

Dramatis 1‘eeson*. 

Ai.r Wayo (a dueler). 

Thor A Loo {a Militiaman). 

8m, Tootsie (in love with Tooualoo), ft Doha. 
LOI.I.A (a Doha, wife of Ai.f Wayo). 

I .00 (Mother of Toolunoo). 

A Waiter (at the “ Cambrian Lyre ”). 

Of course, In strictly Elisabethan style, the play 
inay be represented without any aet aoene, and with 
properties ” only, llut the Scene represents— 





Overture continues, finishes, and curtain 
Hoot. Enter Sal Tootsie from down 
the street, L. c. At the tame time Loo 
enters from cottage B. H. 

Sal (sadly). Ah! Mother Loo! 

Loo (turning away from her). Sal Tootsie 
here 1 Adoo I 

Sal (detaining her, agitated). Your sou I 
want to see 1 My Tooraloo 1 
Loo (shortly). He’s out with his militia. 

Sul. No! (Loo starts.) Last night 

He was down ’Endou way. 
l.oo (disturbed ). 11 you are right, 

He’s left the army! 

Sal (distractedly). Ah! where can he be 11 
Loo (puzzled). Has he deserted F 
Sal. (wildly). Yes! deserted me ! 

But I will wait 1 X ’ll seuroh! (with sup¬ 
pressed emotion) and, if I find him, 
He’ll know what sort of girl he’s left 
behind him! 

[Exit distractedly B. 2 E. 
Loo (puzzled). Well 1 [Music; noise without 
ae of approaching donkey-cart. Loo 
looks off towards L, 2 E. 

’Tis Alf Wayo 1 l)onkey-cart, too! 

Sweet! [ Regards herself. 

I’m so untidy. (Smacks her lips.) I’ll 
get something “ neat.” 

Alf Wayo, cheering, drives in on donkey- 
cart laden with veyetables.* 


Scene—“ Down 'Endcm way." 

Sign.post ( 0 .) of hack, where two roads con¬ 
verge. between this point atid the Inn, 
called ■ “ The Welsh Harp ” (l. If.), 
and Sal Tooteie’s cottage (b. h.), runs 
from K. to L. the London Road. 

Ooerfurc. The Overture offers an opportunity 
to any aspirant for burlesque musical 
honours. Then, the Curtain being still 
down, the voice of Tooraloo it heard 
ringing without. 


You ain’t forgotten yet that night in May! 
Down at tho ■ * Welsh ’Arp," winch is ’Enaon 
way F 

’Twos just the time I come good bye to 
wish yer, 

Before a coin’ out with tho Milishyer. 

“ Oh, LoUa dear! d’ye hear F Bye, bye 1 ” 

says I. 

1 kiss’d you tub asleep! Bye, Lolla, bye! 

An’ now you’re Mrs. Alfred Wayo! 
There! 

I loves yores you are, an’ as you were! 

As I loved you "that lovely night in 
June," 

When-me an’ you was jinin’ in a tune! 

Away Ol I wont away 0! ’WayQ!! 

* This parody it written for acting, This nfstt 
be borne in and bv the “ gentle reader." The 
Author reietvee all public acting right). The min 
will fit, by a little private arrangement with th- | 
tunes, the original music of the Opera; but bui- 
leeque airs for some of the principal numbers have 
been already written by a popular Composer, with I 
whom the Author will confer on receiving any 
application as to the music.— Ed. 



Loo (ipens door suddenly, and gete “ one" on 
her head). Oh! Oh! 

[Collu/mes against door. 
Alf. (sympathetically). I beg your pardon. 

Loo (recovering). ’Tie very lucky that my 
head ’e a hard ’on. 

Alf (jocosely). That tap woe mine, now 
I ’ll try yours. 

[Indicating drinking as lie goes towards 
door B. If. 

Loo. You ’ll fry ; 

But that there tap, as you alludo to, ’» 
dry. 

Were my son hero, I’d sond. 

Alf (surlily). He’s not far off! 

Loo. WhoF 

Alf. Him! Yonr son ! I saw him ! 
(sarcastically) quite the toff! 

Loafing about my house. 

[(•'reeling to I„ 11 . 
Loo (a. H. bridling). lie ’a bettor bred 

Than "loafer” comes to! 

Alf (viciously). Oh! I ’ll punch his head! 
[Sal Tootsie comes down it. «f buck of 
Loo unperceived by Alf, who is L. 11 . 
If I oan catch him ! 

Loo (indignantly). You!—you- 

Sal (behind her B. whispers agitatedly). 
Mother! sileuco! 
Unless you want your words to lead to 
vi’lence. 

[Crosses behind and exit into Inn t. II. as 
Alf crosses to B. if. 

Alf (moodily). I feel a jealous lit ull given 
and yellow. 

Loo (pointing to bill on Inn door). Are you a 
Forester F 

Alf (roughly). No, [Exit B. 2 E. 

Loo (astonished ). An Odd Fellow! 

In the “ Welsh Harp ” (looking off 1 ,. 11 .) 

Sal Tootsie’s feeding. Good! 

My appetite’s well sharpe ned too, for food. 
S o- 


Alf Wayo comas down, cracking 
his whip. 


Giving the moko 
Titillating toko, 

I make him stint! Wy-01 
Gee-hot 

[ Donkey joins tn chorus, and gets rid of 
his harness. 

Waiting is my Delia 0, 

I’m of her the owner 01 
She ’alhe girl to please Wy-01 
Bless her! I’m the chap, 0! 

For the kissing trap, 01 
Coming with a squeeze, Wy-0! 

Goe-ho! 

[ Dance of Alf Wayo and Donkey. 

Exit Donkey with cart, Ac.] 

(rapping at coftope door, B. H.) 
ey f my Old “ Dutch ” ! 



song sang by Alf Wayo on his entrance. 


[Loo is just about to exit into Inn L. n. when 
Ssd Tootsio comes oaf from it and 
erases her arm with tragic intensity. 

Sul. Stay! Mamma! 

Loo (frowning). Mamma! 

Sail (decidedly). Your son swore ho- 

Loo. Don’t pinch 1 

Sal. I must! (With tragic earneetness). 

Ho said he’d marry me! 
Loo. (startled). My Tooraloo! 

Sal (showing ring). 

Gave me this pledge! See there ! 
He said his wife I wasI the ring I wear I 
But he with Leila’s gone upon a spree!! 
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Enjoyed by Young and Old. 

BIRD’S 

CUSTARD 

POWDER 

Provides not only delicious Custard, but an endless 
variety of delightful, dainty dishes. 

NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! 


Cn Brandauer & Co’s 

Circular-Pointed Pens. 


SEVEN PRIZE 

MEDAI.& 


> 


US&r I.owirei»cil. Nfitlinr 
FrtrtioJt nor Spurt, thn 
^ 1 (lints Wing rounded by a 

,pcnal A snorted 

fnntj.le Box for 7 stumiw frumtho 

Worhf, BIRMINGHAM. 


Kay a/ Litters 
Vatent. 


“SELYYT 

The New Polishing Cloth and Duster, 

Should he supplied to every gentleman's 

Butler, 

Footman, 

Valet, 

Coachman, 

Groom, 

Yacht Steward, 

For use when polishing 

Silver, Glstii China, Boots (patent and brown), 
Carriages, Harness, and all fine and highly 
polished surfaces. 

*' SKl.l YT" is better than wash-leather, never gets 
greasy, ami will wash when dirty. 

To lie obtained fi- ::.Wo Di.p'i*. “il and 
Col..urim:H, Ha .. - a-! ‘ 

WHOLESALE AGENTS: 

(CkOCKKK, HONS X t O,, London. 

KN(1LANI>: j\V. IMOKDHAM X MINS, Ltd.. 

SCOTLAND&J JOHN T. CONN ILL & CO., 
IKKLAND: \ (Jlaagow. 


Established 1834. 

leedliam’s 

Polishing 

Paste 

The most reliable Preparation for cleaning*ml 
brilliantly Polishing Bta s, Cupper, Tin, Briuninu 
Metal. Platinoid, Ac. Sold everywhete. 

SOLE MANUFACTURERS- 

JOSEPH PICKERINO & SONS, SHEFflElD. 

Lomlnn Office : St. (ieotge's House, liustcheup. E C. 


pleach” 

H/hjen. 

A genuine revival of the excellent old-fashioned 
Orass Bleached Linens of the past generation, 
which lasted a life-time. Renowned all over 
the world for superiority of manufacture, 
exquisite finish, and durability. 

“Old Blotch « Huckaback, Ditpor and 
Damask towels, Fringed end Hem- 
Ttiiohed Towels, Huckaback and Fancy 
towalings. Bird's Eye and Nursery 
Diaper, Pillow Linen, Embroidery Linen, 
Glass Cloths, Tea Cloths, Ac., Ac. 

"Knit in Stock by nil fir,t-cla»« Draper*. A«k 
to see them, and judge for yourselt. 

trr Im that th. iugutm.1 Tvwto *«* 



HIGHEST AWAliD AT THE 
CHICAGO EXHIBITION. 

COLEMANS 

WINCARNIS, 

OH 

LIEBIG’S EXTRACT of 
i meat 


r " MALT 
WINE. 




Sold everywhere in bottles, 2/A and M. 

j Testimonial* received from 
' ’ Meaka! A ten. 

SOLE MAN" Al-IL'KKHS - 

COtEM! N & CO., Ltd, Norwich* London. 

XMAS GIFTS 

OF WARM WWTlfl UNOERCIOTHINQ. 

Male-up Bundles of Kem- 

REMNANTS 

", barge of i !- extra is made on each F"l 
to , over cost of < arrinRc. 

Write lor Prlc* List 
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MARTELL’S THREE STAR 

brand -‘‘J. & F. MARTELL” QD AMHV BOTTLED 

ON CORKS, CAP8ULES. I \| I I If 

AND LABELS. UnniXU I IN COGNAC. 


BOTTLED 
IN COGNAC. 


p p 1 i ^ ' j iip 

Wm Ami 

mb 





MAKES THE PDHEST, CHEAPEST, AMD BEST BEEF TEA. 


Hi 


KEEPS FOR 
ANY 

LENQTH 

OF 

TIME. 


Hr ware of 
Imltatlona. 


acrott the label 


of /hr Oetntm 


PERFECT PURITY ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEED. 

Highest Awards at all the Principal Exhibitions since 1867, and declared 

ABOVE COMPETITION 8INCE 1885. 

The Company'a new Cuokery tluok amt free on application to 

LIEBIG’S EXTRACT OF MEAT COMPANY, LIMITED, 

8, FENOHURCH AVENUE, LONDON, E.O. 


DR. RIDGE’S 

PATENT COOKED 

BxmIs all othsr ■“ ft ft ft 
Foods for Infants K I SI 111 
and Invalids. | ||Ulll 


Sea Wits Carte GORDON HOTELS. 

KetropoU, London. Metroyot'. Brighton. 

Victoria, „ CUftoaviUs, Miriit*. 

BtmmI. Burlington, ultam 

lit Avsnua, Holbora. Boyai Htr Hotil, Rvd 


“WILLS’S” NAVY CUT 



LAURENT-PERRIER 

"SANS-8UCRE.” 


without any added Sugar or Alcohol, and of deuck'W 
flavour. 

Sold by Wins Merchants, all leading Clubs, HottF 
and Restaurants. And of 
Sola Consignees. HERTZ ft COLLINGWOOP. 
4. Sussex Place, London. E.C. 


Hoi born RsiUarant. Lw..tha Riviera Hotel 
Frascati's. Oatti'a. and PravltaU'i Hotel 

And of All Brst-clnsa « ntorors In the Unite 
Kingdom. 

u Superior Vintage Win ft of Italy." 

LONDON, E G. 


Clarks should ask their Kb ploy an tor 

MSCNWEN A CAMERON'S PEN8 

Beware of the Party offering imitations. 

SMALL HINDOO PENNoi.1 2A3 


THE 

" They create bull, wonder and dcM t. No wonder .KING OF LIQUEURS. 

3000 Editors praise them.*~<V wn Tim i. LONDON AGENT : 

By Post, fld. and la. par Box, at all Stationers. FGIDIO VTTAT.T 

Wavflrley Work., EDINBOkOH. 5 ft g, gREAT WIHCHE 8 T ER 8 T.,’ E.O 


•CAPSTAN” BRAND. 

Can now he obtained in 
2-oz. Patent Air-Tight Tins 
In Thru Grades of Strength , 
viz .:— 

“ MILD,” 

Yellow Label. 

“MEDIUM,” 

Blue Label. 

“FULL,” 

Chocolate Label. 

As well as in i-oz. Packets 
and |lb. Patent Air-Tight 
Tins, by all Dealers in 
Tobacco. 


W. D. & H. 0. WILLS, Ltd., Bristol ft London. 
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(horrified, »•)■ Alf Wayo’s 

' wife! [Htoygert. I 

c„j (i,). Nogloctiug—iM / / ; 

[/jotTi women uvtrwihe full intu tu;u chair ... 

Loo (recovering, exclaims jerkily). 

Ob ! Oh! He cant have ventured past 
recall! . , , 

r Hitetand staggere. Then jiamtmly, at the . 
makes for door u. H. ; 

My boy! ((/Wpfcw,!»(*<*«%•), Ho 
only stands so lgb. tliat s all. 

[tfxit staggering into cottage R. heart-broken. 

Music. Enter Tooraloo gaily. Sal Tootsie 
starts tip OS Ac touch is heron thethouMer. 
She it. U. <?yc« him jealously. He shrugs 
his shoulders, whistles , awrf crosses to L. II. 

Sat (savagely). 'Where have you been ? 
Toaraliio (carelessly). Oh, nowhere. 

Sot (indignantly). That s not true . 

Jlf c you will not deceive! false rooroloo : 
J [Chord, j 

(ir.77i intensity.) Lolla yon love! You do. 
Too. (still more annoyed). Oh, stow it. cam t 
yor ? . , . 

What are you doin’ here? (She seaes las 
arm and he shakes her off. Bath It. 0.) 
Bah! I don’t warnt yer! 
r 77,(0 hath start at the. sound </ Tallin's 
mice. Sal Tootsie furious, Tooraloo 
restraining her 

i Music. Lolla heard singing without L. 2 E. 

| I have my liat and feathers, 

I I look so spieoy, spieoy! 

I ’in neat in upper leathers, ? w 
The boys say “ Nicey-mcey . 

1 ’ve a regular tip-top shawl. 
Likewise an ’unkorchec, 

I ’ll go whore I can 
With my fancy man 
Anywhere for a spree! 


Tiuo. 

1 ’ve ) No end of a nosegay, too! 

You’ve \ And a brooch that ’h like a star ! 

She ’ll ( Go where I can 

I ’ll \ With my fancy man 

Smokin’ a big cigar! 

[Sal Tootsio, while Leila is singing , wants 
to rush at her, but is restrained by j 
Tooraloo, Just as Lolla is about to exit 
L. ii. she throws a Jluwer to Tooraloo, ] 
and exit into inn. Tooraloo stoops to 
pick it. up. Sal Tootsie rushes past him 
to L. H.; he seizes hcr t und throws her 
round to R. It. 

Too. {to Sal, roughly). 

Stay there! {hooking after Lolla.) 
She cuts mo! 1 have lost my 

clianeo! 

(Wildly,) And all tho other chaps with 
her will dance! 

: I’ll join her. 

[Going. Music, 

Sal {seizing him , imploringly). No- no-no! 

[She struggles with him. 

Too. Got, out! {Throws Iwr dowu.) 
There! [linns off L. II. into mu. 

Sal {rising. and staggering. Thru at dm'way 
L. H. threatening). 11 ussy . 

Jjoavo me for her! {Tragically.) Leave 
her to me! 

| No rnussy ! 




ri 

w 

IV m 

Ml 



Enter Lolla, A la Carmen, 

dented; the sings at Tooraloo, crossing 
from L. to E. ami back ayam. 

My dress is short and tidy, 

My hair is jetty black. 

Oh don’t I look the lady > 

It’s bunched up at the back. 

I’ve no end of a nosegay, too. 

And a brooch that s like a star. 

I ’ll go whore I can 
With my fancy man 
Smokin' a big c’gar. 


Mum. Enter R. Alt Wayo. 

Alf. ((„ Hal Mir). You don’t enjoy your 
holiday? 

M ^MiX,ei^ghim...aul l M^ ... 

Sul (seizing bit right 

, ' 11 l "- 4 

him, bash bra.> ■ tiasll him, 

Da t!dni ISA’- (Taking her I* 
the wrist.) , . 

, Y'>“ ’** not *’ ec,T,nK ?swear it ’»true! 

Sal. , J. amfiut.lt 


you’renotdGccni.^^^ witVtrue! 

*'j; . , ,„ra ely doubling hirfiits 

^^Jr^JcrottctUsun) 

V-' 

wilt d<>. 


Dvkt. 

Alf. 1 ’ll bash him. crash him, smash him ! 

Sal {aside). All, what will lie do ! , 

Alf. I’ll thrash him. hush him, dash him ! 

Sal {aside), lie’ll kill my Tooraloo ! 

Alf. 1 ’ll thrush him, 1 will ! : 

Sal {aside). I’(Kir Tooraloo he’ll kill! 

Alf. His head l ’ll break. i 

Sal. I' iiliapjiy day ! 

Oh for my sake! 

A If. Away ! A way 4 ! 

Both. Tbihnppy day ! Away! ’ A way ! 

[Alf Wayo rushes off It. 2 K. pursued 
by Sal Tootsio. . i 

Gay music. llc-cnUr Lolla and Tooraloo | 
dancing, followed by Waiter with jug awl ■ 
pewter pot, 

Too. Ili! fill it up! (Waiter pours out beer ' 
and then pours some in glass Jt>r ■ 
Lolla.) My Lolla! i , i 

Lolla (c*,uettishly). <>, go long. 

: Too. Your health, my dear! t j 

: Lolla. And yours! - your health and song . 

I SoNO. Tooralori. 

Loan ling pot of half-nn-half G, 

! That’s tlie very thing to (|uatT O. 

Tis tho wav to make you laugh < 

, When you ’re a goin’ on tho spree . ! 

Stuff it is you can do].end on. j 

Pewter bright a chap might lend on, 

0 there is ’Arpiinws in 'T’.ndon 
My l.olla lolling boro with mo. 

With nry wbiners gaily chinking, , 

Can’t. I just go in for drinking, 1 

Kissing all tho girls like winking. 
Thinking, dour, alone of you ! i 

I.M i. \ 

Yu,’re forgetting my posit .. 

1 ’ll give you nn admonition, 

[Sir, in spite of your petition,^ 
i eun't belong to 'Jnuruloo ■ 

Both. j 

Tooraloo! Tooraloo! 

Never can { { Wong to yon! 

Tuomloo! 

i TWaiter produces concertina and all thu 
L dance, licit Wallet l, II. 

Holer Alf Wayo H 2 K. ""d dowu l*t*»m 
Lolla "”d Tooraloo. 

Both (utartM). Alf Wayo! 

Atf (grimly). Uuile so. ton art lath 

r ‘ merry. 

Both (afretimt carelessness). 

Wo arc! We are. 

[. Lolla (trembling). Jarlicnl.ul}. , 

\ Wulustbavc’nlfn glass? 

). Waiter, re-entering. fid* ""•< J-"*"* pmdtr. 

! . »/ Look here no chan. 

J Nor wifenor beer' I <l«n't "•>»« 'alf-nn - 

Tint fintn a chap like ' simply collars 

'.V [Huolrhi’t the pr.e/.r ff»» 'Tooraloo. 

. Lolla it fainting ’ inlrMny than. 
I puts it to my lips and-hen swallors 

,(» (iO;L. Hr driuU it off. . I W. it 

over empfif. 

, , D’ } Xv’ft I ! AV.7 It. 2 K .frightened. 

1 You want a row 
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Alf (savagely). Ido—with you—I ’ll have it, 
hero! and now 1 

£ Gives him a cuff on the ear. Chord. 
Whack! 

Too. (returns it). Whack! [Chord. 
Waiter (o. pleasantly). Can I seo fair '( 

A If The stakes you ’ll bring 

Waiter. Yes— stakes for 
two. 

A If (to Waiter). Andropos, 
to make a ring. 

[Pointing ’off K. 2 E. 

Exit Whiter R. 2 E. 

Too. (aside, miserably). 

Ho 'h going to smoko. 

(Sees Alf lighting 
apijte.) Hostrikos 
his match, I see; 

I shall not bo his 
match when ho 
strikes me ! 

Xe-mtrr Waiter R. 2 v.. c and down. 

| Waiter. The stakes is on. 

I Alf {with fierce joy). I’m roady for tho 

1 tussle. 

My friend (to Waiter), I'm in good 
training ■ fool my muscle ! 

Pop in my loft, ana give him such a 
m whacker! \Manic. 

(’«Tooraloo.) You’ll follow. (To Waiter.) 
You ’re my “ arc end." Ilere’s (shtno- 
ing pipe) my bach? ! 

[Kxit r. 2 E, Alf Wnyo tnrnygering , 
followed by Waiter admiringly. 
Sinter Loo it. n. 

Toe. (o.) Mothor! I Deeply affected. 

My oluld! Why- 

2 oo. (pretending gaiety). 

0.1 -T i • .r ,, NoU ““S- W1, . 0n y°“ 
oal Tootsie, Mothor, give hor tide from me. 
Loo (b. o.). Whttt 



Too. (about to kiss her, but changes his mind). 

It shan’t pass my lips. 

Oire her a kiss 
For me, and whon you’vo done it, just 
add this. 

Say that I gaily went at duty’s cull, 
Singing “ 0 lot me like a soldior fall! ” 

[Music. lie tries to sing, “ 0 let me like a 
soldier fall! ” but breaks down at third 
line and rushes out K. 2 E. 

Loo ( excitedly andpumled). What ever is the 
matter! What ’b it mean ? 

Music. Re-enter Lolla B. 2 K. 

A of/a (wittily). 0 they are going it! 

Loo. Whore 

havo you boon ? 

Lolla ( looking off K. 2 E.). Thoy ’re at it! 
fighting! ( Coming down.) I ’vo just 
left the ground! 

Music descriptive increases in intensity as Sal 
Tootsie rushes in B. 2 E. 

Sal ( excitedly). It will be over in another 
round!! [.Music. Cheers without. 

See, they return I 

Re-enter Waiter and Peasants cheering and 
supporting Alf Wayo and Tooraloo.* 
The luttcr is ctmsitl- rnhty damaged. 

Loo (distractedly). My son! ( To Alf, 

furiously.) 

You ’ll suffor, if I am liereft of him. 

Alf (turning carelessly aunty from IjOO, and 
addressing Lolla sarcastically). Thom 
ie your lovor, Madam! take what’s 
loft of him! 

Lolla ( indignantly ). My lover ! What d’yo 
moan ? ilo was, before (archly) 

You oiuno along! But., after that (dis¬ 
dainfully) no more ! 

* Of course as (treat a orowil here, and all through, 

aa the strength of the company will permit. 11‘ tho 

performing donkey haa appeared, his disomtndimeU 


unff .... * . r ,_, _ 

will provide a couple of piasunta. 


Wiy to P iST Jrf “°”' i ' ,) ***** 

Alf (hesitating). Isthattruor 

Isoo. True! Look! 

[Tooraloo and Sal Tootsie are em- 
bracing L. H. 

What ’a | jJ* j to me, when I love you ! 

[All embrace. Waiter embraces Loo, and 
gets the worst of it. Waiter retires up. 
Loo (ruffled, and settling herself). Imperanco! 
(Then turning smilingly to the tun 
couples.) Bless you I What a lucky 
chanceI 

Wedding to-morrow, and to-night—a 
dance 1 

Finale. 

Loo. Now we ’ll dance and sing 
Anything old or new, 

Alf. As long os it is a thing 

With a chorus Tooraloo! 

Lolla and ( Tooraloo ! Hooray ! 

Loo. \ Hooray for Tooraloo! 

Tooruloo. Tho wedding ring! 

Wo ’ll dance and sing ! 

All. Bight Tooraloural Lou! 

Chorus. 

Tooral looral Loo! 

Hooray for Tooraloo! 

’i is quite the thing 
To dance and sing 
lli Tooral looral Loo! 

[Dance of all the characters as the 
curtain descends. 














AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 
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LQItU C'lIESTEIil'I EIjT)’S POST-CARDS TO HIS SON. 
No. II. - On Going into Parliament. 

. L<union, March 1, (). 8. 

I a It I 1 ’til end, —You arc now about to enter the House of 
Commons, ji distinction and a turning-point in the career of any 
voting man. I shall expect to find in your bearing, conduct, and 
success, the full llower of the seed I, writing to you in the middle 
of last century, sedulously sowed. 1 forget, at the moment, under 
which political Hag you marched to victory at the poll. Some 
people are disponed to attach significance and much importance to 
that detail. J?\ ir my part I 
regard it as absolutely im¬ 
material. Yen go into the 
House of Commons to 
serve your country, not to 
advance the calls of a fac¬ 
tion. if you happen to 
have boon carried by the 
Conservative vote, you 
will do well from time to 
! time to declare yourself in 
| favour of Liberal propo- 
j rails und Liberal policy. 

! My such a course you will 
not only vindicate your 
independence, but will 
more rapidly und surely es¬ 
tablish a position for your¬ 
self. Any man ticketed 
Liberal or Conservative 
cun walk into tho “Aye” 
or “No" lobby, according 
as ho is directed by the 
jmrty Whip. Any crank I 
becomes of importance I 
when party Whins are not 
sure on which side ho will 
vote on a given occasion. 

I Not that I wish you to 
J obtain the reputation of 
being a crank. Indeed, 
from what I hear of you 
from the Abbtf Gunsco, I 
believe you are unfitted to 
play such a part. He in¬ 
dependent, but don’t over¬ 
do it. You see if, being 
returned as a Liberal, you 
vote steadily for tho Con¬ 
servatives, or vice iwl, 
you lose all the advantage 
of tho manoeuvre, and are 
open to tho charge of apos- 
tuey. In your voting, let 
the unexpected occasion- 
ally happen. Adieu. 

The N. W. Note-Book 
for March.— Yourenreor 
will probably by this time 
have brought you into in- 
t iinuto acquaintanceship 
with matters legal. Of 
course, never think of con¬ 
sulting a solicitor. IIo 
would be sure to give you 
bad advice, and even if ho didn’t, you, as a New Womafi, ought 
to disdain to accept any service from the opposite sex. A text¬ 
book will give you the common form of all legal documents up 
to the date of appearance in open court, and then, when you reach 
that stage, you should have a good time of it. Now, as a lady, 
you can sot all rulos of precedence at defiance. Call upon the 
Judgo to help you, if you have any difficulties, for he is bound 
to assist you. Bully tno counsel, and in examining tho witnesses 
take duo care to give copious personal explanations to the jury. 
And i! after all this you lose your wise, why abandon the Law 
Courts, and try something else. 




A REGULAR TREAT; OR, THE RADICAL TENDENCY. 

II in Little Lordship, “Oil, Miss Pbimhxy, I ’m going to tell those nick Boys 
TO COME AND 0IV1 US A SAIL IN THAT LOVKLY BOAT !” 


The N. W. Note-Book tor April.— You may bo sure that as 
a New Woman you have a better head for figures than man. 
Why not take up horse-racing Y If you are ricn enough, start a 
stable. Conduot it on tho principle that nothing succeeds like 
success. If a horse fails, sell him at any sacrifice. If a jockey 
does not get a place, never employ him again. If a trainer is not 
invariably the guardian of the winner, change him. If you are 
less wealthy, go in for betting pure and (more or less) simple. 
Lay wagers with the opposite sex. If you win, be sure to get your 
money. If you lose, don’t pay. Mind, you have to avenge the 
wrongs of your sisters. Spoil your enemios. If this leads to the 
spoiling of your own game, why cut the turf, and try something 
else. 


OLD PODLER ON PROGNOSTICATION. 
February.- Looking back, Old Podler is impressed witl/tL 
necessity for being careful what he says, pe foretold, to quote his 
precise words, “</r« ve scandals affecting a certain institution uhid 
Old Podler does not fed himself at liberty to particularise mure fulfil ’* 
No reader who is at all up in current events can foil to see wii it 
particular institution Old Podler had in his mind’s eye when L» 
penned those memorable words. The case, howover, being still ; 
sub judke , further comment is undesirable. Then he went on to ' 
say: “ Parliament will reassemble, and Westminster will be startled 

by some serious escapes if 
yas in the hnnudiak vid~ j 
nity." For corroboration I 
of this apparently daring 1 
utterance, tho reader in ! 
refeired to tho Imports of ' 
Hansard. Which is one 
more to Old Podlur. 

March. — Old Podler 
seos he refers to this us “ u 
singularly quiet and un¬ 
eventful month,” which it 
was—for him , seeing he 
was laid up throughout 
with a bad leg and unable 
to go info society, even ho 
contiguous as the “Sal¬ 
mon and Ball.’’ Heliko- 
wise added that “ it uouhl 
not surprise him on <>r 
about the]()th toJindPrim¬ 
rose Hill developing into 
an active volcano ; ” also 
committing himself to an¬ 
nouncing a Simoom on 
the Serpentine. When if 
dues so happen that Old 
Podler makes a slight 
slip, ho hopes lie has ever 
had the manly courage to 
admit it, and ho is free 
to confess that, so far as 
ho is aware, no signs of 
volcanic eruption did, as 
a matter of fact, take, place 
on Primrose Hill or near 
it. on that puiticular date. 
He can only explain it by 
some accidental shifting 
on tho part of his astro¬ 
logical apparatus, which 
the best of them will not 
always bn wholly freo 
from it. But there was a 
simoom ou the Serpentine, 
though kept out of tho 
papers by the exertions 
of tho park-keepers, act¬ 
ing doubtless from an 
honest desire on their part 
for the good name of tlf) 
Gordons, or fearing it 
might have a deterrent 
effect ou the nursemaids. 


TnE Complete Angle-er.—A crack cue-ist at billiards. 




























Master Jack (to prominent Member of Hunt). “Hews, I say, you Fellow, just you tick a Line for yourself now, and don’t 

YOU ('OMR JUMPING 1 ITO MY POCKET ! ” 


i LOEl) OIIKBUSBFIETjD’S 
I rOST-OABDS TO HIS SON 
No. HI. —A Word to tjie 
Wise. 

Loudon , Man L 0. S. 

Dear Friend,—You will hoc 
a good deal of Sir William Ilar- 
court. Mako your court to him, 

! but not so as to disgust in the 
loast Lord Kosobory, who may 
possibly dislike your oonsidor- 
nifC tho Chancellor of the Ex¬ 
chequer iiH tho man of business, 
and him only pour or nor la seine. 
Whatever your opinion may bo 
! on this point, take care not to 
let it apppur, but bo well with 
them botn by showing no public 
preference for either. (By the 
way, I find, on reforenco to the 
printed velum os of my letters, 
which you were so thoughtful 
as to present to mo, that I 
have said this before. Of course 
you will romember the pas¬ 
sage in Letter OOLII, the 
only difference being the sub¬ 
stitution of the narnos of Mr. 
Yorke and Lord Albemarle. 
However, ^ane fait rim. I 
anticipate the graceful remark 
you were about to make that my 
writing is not for an age, but for 
all time. I thank you. Never 
lose a chance of saying a protty 
thing, ovon to your father.) 
Should you ever hear gossip de¬ 
tailing particulars of difference 
i of opinion between these eminent 




gfc* V>r 


... 

- t.vv; *■ 


^ •. rq 

I'ilhge Cricketer (explaining to Vol that he i» onl—Leg before Wicket), 

“ Yus, YK8 ; TOT VKH MUSTN’T 00 STIOKIM’ TUB LlW BBFOBE TBE WlCKETB 

so that it stops the Ball I" rat (nuning hie log and dancing round). 
” llBOOBIlA THIN, IT '» MSSELP ’ll BE AVTHEB STIOXIX’ IT EEHOIET ME 
Wickets next toime, and let thim sthop it!" 


men, always affect to doubt its 
foundation in fact. This will 
tend in two desirable diroetious. 
Your gossip, piqued by your in¬ 
credulity, and desirous of justi¬ 
fying bis information, will 1* 
led into supplying you with j 
fresh points tnat may prove ol , 
service to you hereafter. In any i 
case you will enjoy the ad van- j 
tago of presenting yourself in a 
loftier attitude than is assumed j 
by one eager to swallow any 
malicious (matter Moreover, if 
by chance Lord Rosebery or Sir : 
William llarcourt come to hoar I 
of tho conversation, and your j 
part in it, you will not suffer in 
their estimation. Adieu, my j 
dear child. 

AN OLD WAY WITH Till 
NEW WOMAN. 

When the New Woman stoops 
to folly, ■ !, 

And finds, too late, tha-t it 
won’t pay, . ' 

What charm can make her 
gentle, jolly, ? 

And winning, in the old sweet 
way ? 

The only plan her past to 
cover, 

And hide away the rot she s 
said, 

, Make Han her champion, ser¬ 
vant, lover, 

i And warm her bosom, is —to 
Wed I 
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i LOUD CHESTERFIELD'S POST-CARDS TO HIS SON. 

: No. IV.—On the Immensity of Manner. 

j London, July 1, U. S. 

! Dear! Friend, —At the risk of woarying you, I cannot say too 
much of the immense importance of good manner and unimpeach¬ 
able appearance. In the House of Commons you can never mako 
a figure without elegancy of stylo and gracefulness of utterance. 

1 might (jnote numerous illustrations which support this dictum, 
whether as failures or successes. Hut ’twore invidious, and I 
refrain. I.e| it, suffice . —- ~ 

that you srop.u'oful to ! p X.u , 

j-' 

I fuwordaily, andapply \, A V ^|i|||l 

I yourself (iiligontly to \\ .V' ■ IIHfiSki ; 

riteters.'Any of their 

friends will toll you the I 

worst about them. % /jt, Jg j l^ Si 

Cation* juribut, single - Ae 

out those of the most —SF' 

tiou, fy which means xtnnam 

you will got into their ... . “ V™** 

houses and keep the Btranda. “How delicious thebe Mount, 

| host company. After »° >««. ™ Untrammelled i «■ Ferdi, 

you havo taken your seat write to me at least once a week and 

toil ino whom you see, where you dine, and whom you meet. 
Make a practice of writing from your Beat in the House. If 
possible, got a front seat below the gangway, and write on your 
knee with the assistance of a pod of blotting paper. It looks 
Ministerial, and in the eyes of tne House will insensibly associate 
you with the Treasury Bench. Hood night, yours. 


^ / 0 

rm 





^ i ii ■ m \wm * 







•^i'tr 'V 


THE POINT OS' VI EW . 

Mjronda. “ How peucioub these Mountain Excursions are 1 One feels so Cool. 
so Free, so Untrammelled ! ” «• Ferdinand. “_ I” 


OLD PODLER ON PROGNOSTICATION. M~ 

April.— Here again Old Podler was less what might bo descried 
[ as on tho spot than he had eveiy right to,expoct. Ho hinted in 
somewhat amphibious terms, perhaps, but still he did hint, at a 
possible return on the part of tho fair sox to the Crinoline. What 
tho Planets rtally indicated wae a revival of the Vltignim, which it 
wiR be remembered showed symptoms of returning animation 
about this period. But though his calculations came out a little 
erroneous, Old Podler cannot consider that he was so my far out 

^—i. —^—'—* 

jJ countrymen may bo 

'*' ,u r <1 *S trusted to take an 

OS' TOT enlightened and ma- 

in^Excursions are 1^ One feels so Cool, whatwaamfirevlfclb^ 

- _ 1 _ lished in/jie'Cjjlerests 

of science and without anv intention to inflict noedfess nEn on a 


i - 1 _I lished in/iae 

of scienoe and without any intention to inflict needless j 
follow-journalist. t 


Christmas Proverb (/or Stingy Both). 
Gooseberry “ Cham " and Port of Sloes, 
Make good company cock their nose. 


Christmas Proverb lfar " Mamma ”).—When good-looking Bad Joke for July.—To leave London under the impression 
poverty approaches the door, female loveliness peeps out at the (gathered from the weather charts) that it is “calm,” and then 
window. j cross from Dover to Calais in a gale. 














CHRISTMAS PROVERB [fur 
Vmmry Wooers). —Fewfashion¬ 
able women are “ bounties- 
without-point ” to their Jilla de 
ehumbre. 

LINES ON A LITTLE 
LUMINARY. 

(Ill/ a Coster Critic “ in front.") 
Twinkle, twinkle, little " star”! 
All, “ V dunno whoro ‘e are.” 
Swaggors * ‘ Thero ! ’ow ’a that 
for 'igh ?" 

While we —winks tbo other eye! 


Bad Joke fob March.—To 
lose one's umbrella in comnieme- 
, ration'of the season of Ijeut. 

CHRISTMAS l’llOVERn ( for 
Opulent Old Fouls). —-Age 
mustn't chink a full pureo in 
a prot/iy girl s ear. 

Christmas Proverb [for 
Girls ).—A waltzing expert tears 
no gathers. 



Hod! A log! 
Hang the Fog!! 


1!ad Joke for Arm.—T o be 
fooled into proposing to a girl, 
and then to be sued for broach 
of promiso of marriage. ^ 

Christmas Proverb [for a 
Victim of Waiter’) clumsiness), 
It’s no use swearing over svTf 
™«P-__. 

Bad Joke for/maK-To 
. r , dream of the hawthorn tslo, and 

* W -rSSg^ltiiiSlF^ waki i*? to find tt 0l ™“ for 

' -Vr . "7, ■*. HI rates and lares. 

v 171 c„ri^ts^» 

Slmti Old Party (t oho has been flattering about Links, and has just been kit Husband -hunters). — Handsome 
by a ball). "On dear! On dear ! Oh— o—oil I'm Trl 1 'm 'ir I is as hundsome'fraj ! 

Von’VE INJURED ME I YoO ’VK 'URT ME I ” —--- 

Irritable. Player {following up his ball, which has cmnm i off Old Party ChBIBTiIas Proverb [for 
into furze bush). "Injured vont Confound votr, Sin ! Yon ’vk in- Champagne Lovers). —Good wine 
jtiRRu mv Union, a coon deai, more!" needs no—Apollinaire' 
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| LORD CHESTERFIELD’S POST-CARDS TO HIS SON. 
No. V.— On Entkwno the UoitsK ok Leaving it. 

/.ojm/ih, S-pteniber ], 0. S. 

Dkak .Fkiknii, - - It is more easy to conquer a continent than 
to enter a room with perfect manner. If tins bo true of an 
mdiiiury drawing-room, how much more weighty is it in considera ¬ 
tion of walking into the House of Commons 1' Mr. Disraeli, a pei 1 - 
somigo whom L regret circumstances provontoil my knowing in tho 
flesh, devoted miioh, hut not inadequate, time to acquiring tho art < f 
walking up tin, floor of the Commons when the Speaker was in the 
('hair. 1 gather from those familiar with the sjHCtuele that it was 
a little overdone. The fixed look, tho solemn visage, the slow 
movement, and tho hoot head when he came within arm’s length 
of tho Mace, suggested that this eminent statesman was going to 
a funeral rather than proceeding to the Treasury 1’n‘Uch. Mr. 


OLD PODLER ON PROGNOSTICATION. 

June.— Old Podler felt it his painful duty to prepare tho 
for “ ditaster in Dulwich ” during this mont% being ainjly justified" 
by the facts, for he ventures to say there are few rosideuts of this 
justly popular and highly salubrious locality who cannot recall an 
incident which transpired about this period within their neighbour¬ 
hood for which the term disaster oannot be considered inappropriate" 
nor yet exeessivo. Ho also prophesied the advent at “ a .tew h'lll'- 
prnny evening paper of a highly peculiar colour." His impression was 
that it would ho published somewhere about Peekharn, lint (and 1 
this only shows how extremely careful even experienced prophets 
ought to bo in handling their instruments) ho must huvo made im 
error of half a degroo or so in his calculations, for the paper in j 
question actually appeared in Dekin! So true iB it that, as dear 
Old Plato observes: “ Nemo mortalibus omnium boras sapuit." 


#' 




'Ty./i 


’V • 
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ISM 
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Mr. “I THINK THE SfRING THE BENI TlHE OF THE YEAR. I LOVE IT!” 

iW'Md'- “ WKLIa. GIVE ME THE EN!» OF THE YEAR. I THINK THE AUTOMATIC TlNTS ARE SO FINE ! ” 

1 »!*•■*>•» pulM together as he Ti^nTwTno^Btok May. -Having^ served^Tappreij 

entered the lIoiiM. mill with heud erect, shoulder* thrown back, ticeship on the turf you will be ripe for the City. Why not tui 
nnn eyes resin'ctiu liy fixed upon the (hair, inarched to his nlaoo. immiianr nrmnntflr “ TEnm ia nnthi'n,. *- n , 


I no... possimy prejudiced menus is wortny your notice ancTferauln- in disarming suspicion and oven inducing confidence. J3 &&&sido 
■ ?T . b,r TV? tow “ d *. h “ P UcB !“ «*° Obambor of tho public will imagine that if you are connected with a/uidKtking 

i t"'— V- 10 “ u , to 5- 6™“.''* a n ' an who T ,;nusorte(i with it must be a “good thing.” Then if the forco of cii#im8t#oos arc 
. the ancient princes of India. His temporary withdrawal from tho too strong for you, all you will have to do will be to throtfyoursolf 
House is. I understand, not less ceremoniously effected. Watch on tho compassion of the official receivor and try romothing else, 
him closely. Make him your model Possibly-for genius is not _ 

TVTV tt “ d , io ?i, U ‘ ,he c *PS WBti *°*‘ fco 5 ?ang-be may Bad j oke r0E Septembkb.-To buy rour WbJidke out your 

pern!* you to call upon lmn someday when tlierq is no morning licence, and promise game all round to vour -\ frionds, and 
sitting.and allow- you to enter and leave the room under his per- then bo told that the man who had hron-h®W'ou a months 
rt , H “V, a , n h " , -'7 l’™ 1 ' 1100 with such a master would shooting has gone to Australia. , ^ ' 

outweigh the value of the written counsel of the fondest of fathers. ® ---*• 

| Adieu. Go on and prosper. Do not fail when you call on mo to Christmas Proverb ( /or Flirt*).— TPtfe is many a sip ’twixt 
I bring the unices along with you. moustache and lip. 


reside 
PundWnking 
matinees are ■, 


Til friends, and 
>ou a month’s 













OLD POOLER ON PROGNOSTICATION. 

July.—A s the year advances, it will ho ob¬ 
served that Old Podler gets his Prophetic, l'.yo 
more and more in, and he ie able to point with 
pride to hia prediction for thia mouth as a bi gnat 
example of hia well-nigh miraculous powors of 
| vision. Here is the identical paragraph >' e 
wrote a twelvemonth hack: "Old lodhr ,« 
proud to predict that urmt time in tlm mouth an 
m ill will transpire whirh will redound to the 
honour and glory of the nation af large, while 
shedding a thrill of joy throughout the. circum¬ 
ference of the. City and its tuburhe. And what 
event did transpire, exactly as per prophecy . 
Why, the christening of tho firetborn son ot 
our future King and Queen, to wbom Old 
Podler respootfully hastes to tender his heart 
felt congratulations! Some prophets wmUd 
exgeetaWnetcy for low than tlus-or a mg, 
pension at the very least — but Old loaiei 
scorns to cringo to Royalty for any » u ^ ™cog- 
nition, lieingtoo much the astiologer aud^gen- 
tleman for to demean himself-though not 
let half way. , 

■ Podler is not the jund of 
, and, indeed, finding h mself 
ia8 become bo muehanmtto 
lim that he haidly takes am 

an natural as he should tool 
ly in reminding waders that 

Outbreak of the Chmo-Japa- 

s identical month! lor wWt 
"swordsP Why,those: Old 
Poiter dreadeJaJiear, aim, of mereawd mor- 



TOB COMPLETED ARTICLE. 


neso Wkr fortius identical month l * ™ - __ •- 

were 0®P«Uot’» words F mw - t - 9 when in a compi 

Podler dreudej^tear, alto, , 0 / _ {or gn Oriental iuiag ns- j t 0I1 foot inqu' 

Udity." AaflH everyall.wam* Iotj 1 ^^^„ mBi(1 „ruble 314, h 

ticn, he thtoW^Romurt have original prediction Bin- c i u ta it is, if *° 

extent, loth jMdand aea. J^Zw aud ehell-M generally. h ,^ m ur 


I,OBI) CllliSTEBPlULO'S POST-CAltl* 

TO lUM SON. 1 

No. VI. ON SUllSW.'Ull’TlONB. 

I,tni r/mi, lh‘irml»r 1, 0. S'. j 
1)EAB Fuif.mi. There is one uciUev tl.-il 
will early press itself ui«>« tin 1 inpsidemlioi, ■ 
of Tour new M P -ship. I 
of ’sulwcriptious to local ms 1 .tu .ams «„„>„« 
yonrconstituents You .nay, perhaps, ol*e « , 
that this is a matter which concerns urn 1 ," . 

than VOU. In one sense, mm urn rmmii. Like , 

J lulus- l.v tho way, do not forgid. that Judas j 
is not a Parliamentary word. I "dec no pro- 1 
vim apple the tern, in dels,to even to 
vom dearest friend -like .Indus ll may say 
it nf myself), I eurry the hug, uml, as 'on 
know make ,,,, objection to your reasonably 
r •’ 4 Hut tbfi lliHlH'ftHtttl'Mi "I >" m 

tor^imO bounty will serioiisli' affect votes,and 
should bo discreetly »f^; j 

the difficulty did red exist. \ d.la [£<-«■1 1 ! 

timis, constituencies were only t r, t , 

un member a gentlemanly biles, by I" , 

There areehurehi*ti' ' rt rri ek«t- 

baxaars b, epee hosj „ jj usumintiiniH 

eluhs to ‘•"^''’tlsrllvloual A member 
to keep m boots. { 11s ,r,e of a group of 

of the present Ib u ' ^ " tor , w „ 

.hisconstituents »}, J 1, l)jull A(iW ,oiu- 

■ 3 m,B S'Loin t iraSthe number reached 





T HE CH RISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


BLESS THEE, BOTTOM! THOU ART TRANSLATED. 
Smart silliness dominates our modern schools, 
Enamoured of sheer nonsense and old Nox. 

# ' Thoirs is the purudiso of (clover) fools, 

Limbo of 1 unilev-ni;o-purudox. 

They give us not fine grace, sweet airs, fair faces. 

But monstrous masks arid coxcomb “ aim and gracos ” 
Until we pine for plain old-fashioned folly ■ 

Bottom bejewelled is so melancholy'! 

crfryJo^—Time, Tide, and/Wds 

If Time, and Tide, and Punch you’d Boftcn, 

Buy it curly, buy it often! 


“LATE, LATE, SO LATE!” 

The Plaint of Paterfmitiiu. M 

Autocrat of the Breakfast Table ? Bah t f , 

My only wish is that I were so, MiV! 

"Tis nearly nine, the coffee's thick and cold 
Yet no one down save you and me-who 're old I 

now ii88 f . 

riid^™ t ^! Z^-i-£u /^ m ^4 ~The proof of the 
round to\hos S oiho3\i&^hewmte7 A11 ^ thil>g8 C0DM 



THE SASHNFSS op it. 

»Sr T< " TE a,5A,i ' N ' ™« Axosnsox ■« CErrilI . 

jjpy. “W CREATUR - ffoo B S „ B ^ w ^ a 

Christmas Proverb (f lr Talk-uibro) * 
on the feast, 

The prettiest prattler talks the least, 
oomep a mucker. (MU'* fwf«W,.).-jfany a fickle one 

promisM T nino i^* 0 ' EEI> (/'«• Mint,mm H'<wr»).‘-A kiss in time 
J>~~^ 7V r t Thi rrf comes from tipplill( . 



- ^ J> ='- 


.->> n v ' 5 -V 


“ A\'n r- P‘ m,v AKD the Biscuits!" “yjg 'u " X 
***** ’* *« one in sum™' • A 
Cliff ’m » ,P r * a ™ I ' A ’ II> with a Spy-Glass on the Tor of^B 
- J — L - g :- 1 sbas't Batm to-day I* M 

Christmas Proverb (/op Poor Pianitti44^f 

Kf <*»"“» to move the silent gnftt, J 
And set the matrons chattering their best. 4 * 


Ohristmas Proverb ( for Warn Wooert 
when unadored adores the most. ^ 


x).—Beauty 


■ woaithv J re'l,l- FOH NovgHBioL-To'' spend jjHf fortune on « 
Win/re^l 'A"^ 11 find. y’ourselfji|<p^Mi of his wiU for 
! ^^-^y^toninthemonth j 





t 0JiI) 1’ODLBB ON FBOGNOSTICATION. 

-Yet another triumph! What other Prophet 
'ftCiinttlo of Ping-Yung:- SoMy, except Old Podler, 
fnllowinc egression last year: buncm he sees t 


AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FUR 1895. 


OLD 


POOLER ON l'llOiiNOSTIOATlON. 


it 

«‘ r 
If, luiiH^ess M l 

I'odlor’spart.as well he 
know 'it at tho time.-: 
though the nvocise name 
of tho battle-held was 
hidden front his g««. 
the same as it waa from 

all others, till the actual 
date of occurrenoe. 

The N, W. Note¬ 
book rm JiM-fae 
season will have now 
gufficiohtty advanced lor 
von, as tho Now Woman, 
to take the matter in 
hand. Your experience 
earlier in the year m 
organising a club will 
now stand you in good 
stead. You will be ac¬ 
customed to latchkeys, 
chambers, and unat¬ 
tended visits to places of' 
evening resort. All that 
yon have to recollect is 
that one woman is ■" 

_A m 


v/,1 1 Il'm.iui-IIWVUUA, 

triumphWhat other Prophet fore- ! OCTOiiKll. -Again does I Mil Pcdlor hit the hull in the rentro of 
!■“ Nobody, except Old Pooler, who his optic! Writing so long ago as last Autumn, lie announced 
m last year: “ Fauna he. sen tome- j during this mon'h “.-i dir in the ,sr„,A- Well, was 

ire taking place in a locality which ahull j there not. a panic in oonsmpieneo of a somewhat hastily summoned 
as, it was not merely fancy on Old ! (hut no doubt strictly required) ('alnmiH'oimeil; nud did not spoon- : 
— —-.-.- -----.. . Inters (amongst wliom i 


goon as a no wioi man, 
and better. You may 
try gatherings of your 
femme fellow - sympa¬ 
thisers, but you will 
probably dieoover auoh 
companronsbip. a little 
dull. However,-assem¬ 
blies of this kind may be 
greatly unproved by the 
admission <4 lady-like 
young men. No doubt 
by tho time you have 
:ompleted the thirty 
lays’ trial of Sooiety re¬ 
novated according to the 
latest mode, you will 
bave become weary of 
the task of improving 
the social World. It 
this is the reeultof your! 
labour, all you have to 
do is to drop it and toy 
something else. 

The N. W. Note¬ 
book ron July.—B y 
this time you will have 
ffloiontly recovered 
>m the toil of jour- 
lism to have another 
at literature. Why 
™*- a novel t Alt 
i to do is to 


■UIWHWK 

^rule is to 
"ting that 
jbly have 


• V » . 

Ill UimiMUJUVIUlIJ tM U MUIIIVW llitl IliUMUY MUUTnOtltMl 

idly reqniml) (Aihiiiut' ‘oiiwil; aud did tint spoon- ; 

hi tor* (uimmgst whom j 
l)ld l’iidiot’s iibsonoo 
was fortunately ion- j 
spiotinus) burn their j 
tingors badlyl h’pond j 
yo* Hooptics, nn j 
astrnlogi't of uxporienoo t 
utul respectability cots j 
, glimpws into the Un- I 
scon through the pates j 
ajar which are not j 
dreamt of in i/»nr philo* ; 
aophy. At least, Old 
I’odler can answer for 
. himself. 

Thk M. W. Note¬ 
book FOR AUGUST.—As 
! all the ‘best people will 
,by this time have loft 
; town, you can turn your 
' attention to tlio worst, i 

Youwill find thorn ruthor \ 

amusing, Patronise the I 
Eaet Knd, Cultivate the | 
bounty of burglars, and : 
.exchange views with 
prize fighters. Porhups 
I it will be as well to boos 
I the pbysioal protection 
I of athletic male syuipa- 
ithiiora froth from the 
1 Universities if enrolled 
in the more eelect dm- 
eions of the police, u 
you sing, or Ihmk ym> 
can ring, warble ballads 
to the roughs and rotate 

poetry to the vagabonds. 

However, a* the New 
Woman is not uniteso 
much appreciated in tne 

East End asm the West 
it will bo as well .tonne 
discretion in carrying on 
vour crusade of roform- 
tttion. If you nrorodw 
advised to "chuck it, 
why do, and try eoina- 
thing else. 

The N. W. Not*- 

1 Infix ton SEmMllM. 
!_.]f you heppim to . 11 
! aerienow is tho time 

tSSS 

OHM*. “Look *««• TnE 

Dealer (witteri*9 l y)- * D ° N 

to ’«!” 



ght to be i 
seoom 

'^nce of 


j uoeot oiutfHI 
*iU never bo&t 
w enyioua male 4VM 
&tuplkhed. and von 


Win quite rnonghi*» 1 V^JSter, or rather 
K-s-nce. All you want « ®ar. expr o»sion, 
Shocking, is purely ff jt is, by 

ho thework of»London y is 

you may be sore that your 
alee. 


of the HfKiuty 

your cbattcringwvd want 

_i’f -kill, remember- 

--- At * j ’ ta<>n hit herb» 

»i. saS 


it is simply ‘Awl when you „ v cry sense 

imperfectly , t | a t woman is nobler. “J of (j,,, lim- 

of the sores, iw" 11 - , onr moro-tb»n-to' KUn ii^the 

accomplished in ma 
something olso. 









THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 



























AND PUNCH'S ALMANACK FOR 1895. 



"In*. Mttc boj vvKo nTe too wocK - 




— oi The Doctor 


AT AND AFTER THE ZOO PARTY. 


OLD PODLER ON PROGNOSTICATION. 
November. — Here Old Podlor liad the candour and straightfor¬ 
ward mbps to own himself nonplussed for once last year, not allow¬ 
ing himself to go boyond a disc root hint that thoro might bo “ u 
devolution, on or about the 9th, of the most exalted dignity in London' 1 s 
vast eity.” But he was not, as might be expected by the superficial, 

alluding to the Lord---.——-- 

Mayor’s Show, at least . 

not altogether. What ill £ 

ho was more by wuy of ||| (- 2 . 

alluding to was the new | l n- ^ * 

scheme of Municipal 111 1 ; 1 _ ' 1 . ... 

Reform, which Old M | , | ^ 

Podlor trusts may work 1 ( __ 'TL 

satisfactory, though not I i - 

dosiring toppled go his ‘ '-*=*' 

mo^^S^Sftieir faithful 

intcrp^Kr. jkn other THE HEA. 

prediotilkof b®, to wit. Doctor. “ Did you give the Children i 
that ^mmajilar and Mother. “Yes, Sik.” 

much tn D,#tor. “And how auk they to-day t 

romantic com^^^klose j? lnU i Mother. “Well, the little tin’s 
all the hair *J to 'avk done the t’other un’ no ’Akm ah 

his head , (Ouf^^Heur -—-*“—“ r 7 • v ~ 

will clone in has naturally givon nse to a coafudor- 

able stir in thea!^^^jlca, several talented aotor-maniysere writ¬ 
ing to Old PoSWte if ho meant Hen, ™ 


OLD PODLER ON PROGNOSTICATION.' 

IIind-Words. 

(If Fore- word*, why not Iliad, likewise?) 

Old Podler has now complotod his^ triumphal review of past 
prophecies, and takes this opportunity of again informing his kind 

...—.. — .- friends and patrons that 

he is generally to bo 

L found at homo for pur- 

poses of private eonsul- 
" I tation. Manas, dark 

== i ( n|HH land light, personally 

conducted (harmonium 

' V. ^ I rtra inatoriulisationH j 

ffll I practises a little on th** 

M| i t " ir . **|p | Crystal Bull, when not 


Tiie N. W. N-.ris- 
Book for Deckmm i . - 
Having reached tin list 
month of the tw* ivo. 
you may possibly Id o to 
sum up your caret• for . 
the past year. Yoi. will 
have discovered th a 
Now Woman is not 
| always successful in 
'storting a dub, writing 
| for the newspapers, un- 
i nearing in person at the 
Luw Court s, keeping 
1 race-horses, promoting 
| companies, reforming 
i hoc iety, concocting 
| “shocking” novels, 

I amusing the vagubond 
population, shooting 
| birds, upsetting liospi- 
! tals, and lust, but pot 
least, gfiininga husband, 
j You may therefore, ]*er- 


?* TH2 healing aet. _ 

A Doctor. "Did tod dive the Chiioeeh the Physic I EWT last. NioiitI ]least,gniningahusband. 

““ Fond Mother. "Yes, Sik.” n | You way therefore!, ]Mir- 

•» Doctor. " And how aim thet to-day 1’ . ..... i haps, lie u trifle dissatis- 

w Food Mother. “ Well, the little m« very had, to he slke. ” “»• T *«“ : f)„J. Von may t^iuk 
ej to 'avk done th e t’otmeiz un’ no ’Akm as yet I . . .I that possibly the ctfroor 

j r ~Vr o . nninrallv rivou rise to A couBidor- of a Now Woman has its disadvantages. If this lio your opinion, 
( gl ^^gter-^^re writ- why turn ever a fres h leaf, and, for the la st tune, try something rise. 

Bk e ™«lv ^JfLLe^them OnWSTMAS Proverb (for Little OrmfissJ—When Mamma’s not 


“g w ,y\" 11 .1 ” erB i T recommends them Christmas Proverb (/or Lntie (treed,. 

himself in hit SnHirx-^^ioeorve, ana y looking the nioo things we are “hooking, 

all to keep their hair on. _“_ 






















































«H£S- THE UUL AXISAL 6CDDESLY TVRSEP TP IS THE STAGE BOS I 




THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH. 
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thc • *ro^Y-ofA4icu*rui- 

(**<tu,c+ you*, 

AWO.uam» *Ai A.CMO*»Y CHAP} 

***** 1K**1 PLn«D((» LAP bn WAP; 

Hi» co*foi^t«0m Wat iamimc. 

C«ttD MC *K|MU tWUI CO^ruwftMCC : 

M« **C«AH<o our • ta*k tun pay a^av 1 

A"»A*HTUm6 '* 

A «rAC* tf'vANCAAD MiM,A*f» Htf 
'•»«»* T*> H*< POOO AUOUOntA T*l«Q^ 
Vm»* or AT OfUArtPAlT. MMtftMOOtf 

«*• MS *t ***w w.«i # aap 

A W>y<7* ***UiTotf N« Nfl 

UPOK YWaY POOOfYiu. Ml WA» . Mil) 


iiyy; # 




-JOHNNY- HEAD • IMMW* 


M »»N ®*x «*«, Orft«,«Avl» HCAO At AlUAI r/e«. 
ir WAt AtMAtA AtHMMtt VtC. AbAta UliBI 1H| llttti 

T» M tAUAt »»W« »M WAULHiWb AUAHT BACBfT Ml* WAV- 

AM® V*»I*A UAUM tWAT MAMINA *<l AAA Uut«Ck Oui® IN a <VAvt 
•WMEMOttlMr AAaMDHHntAf tlMMttlNAAAMHAtw MIJlK 
' , . W Hl» WAV *“« A»MUIV« HC MMKO AAUUy. 

•»W| ••• t® tAV. *»w» 

AMMAN MBA® «rf Al^ tto «Vtt VftCAA »*!«/*,. 

oWc A TtA MBA*! DM ! A A® t* trku.! 
HBAtkOHA IN Mo A AOHKM^ BBU., 


"•Wv 


UP UP MC PbftW-YW VM« lltt* 
M« Ot^tt Mi**.® H»« ACMAM1 
TkCO* tVl 
mymmm 
Mo MC I 
^hcOaC 
AMbtvth 

<«• Wa 

























